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SALEM CHAPEL, 



CEAPTER I. 

►WAED8 the west end of Grove Street, in Carlingford, on the 
ibby side of the street, stood a. red brick building, presenting 
pinched gable terminated b; a curious little belfry, not in- 
ided for any bell, and looking not unlike a handle to lift up 
edifice by to the public observation. This was Salem Chapel, 
only Disaenting place of worship in Carhngf ord. It stood in 
strip of ground, just as the little houses which flanked 
^^er side stood in their gardens, except that the enclosure 
^^^Kwl was flowerlesa and sombre, and showed at the far- 
^^^H few spareely-Btattered tombstones — unmeaning slabs, 
^^Hpe English mourner lovea to inscribe his sorrow on. 
HRHr side of this little tabernacle were the humble houBes 
Bttki detached boses, each two stDieys high, each fronted by 
tttle flower-plot^— clean, respectable, meagre, little habitations, 
ich contributed most largely to the ranks of the congregation 
the chapel. The big houses opposite, which turned their 
eks and staircase windows to the street, took little notice of 
! humble Dissenting community. Twice in the winter, per- 
ft, the Hiss Hemmings, mild Evangelical women, on whom 
1 kte rector — the Low-Church rector, who reigned before the 
W snd exceptional incumbency of the Eev. Mr Proctor — bad. 
Mowe^uudi of his oonfidence, would ctoas tkei ataeelt •^'Wx, 
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Ding of a new minister, but knowing and keeping " ita own 
L manner edifying to behold. 

3 the state of affaire when old Mr Tufton decUiied in 
mlarity, and impressed upon the minds of his hearers those 
w-eatabliahed priaciplea about the unfitness of old men for 
f important post, and the urgent necessity and duty incum- 
': upon old clergymen, old generab, old admirals, Jtc. — 
Ty aged functionary, indeed, except old statesmen- — to resign 
fuTOOr of younger men, which have been, within recent years, 
much enforced upon the world. To communicate this opinion 
' e old minister was perhaps less difficult to Mr Tozer and 
brethren than it might have been to men more refined and 
I practical ; but it was aa undeniable relief to the managers 
the chapel when grim Paralysis came mildly in and gave the 
imation in the manner least calculated to woimd the sufferer's 
LngB. Mild but distinct was that undeniable warning. The 
r old minister retired, accordingly, with a pnrae and a pre- 
tation, and young Arthur Vincent fresh from Homerton, in 
blcx)m of hope and intellectualism, a young man of the 
rest school, was recognised as pastor in his stead. 
\. greater change could not possibly have happened. When 
I interesting figure of the young minister went up the homely 
^t-stairs, and appeared, white-browed, white-handed, in 
my linen and glossy clerical apparel, where old Mr Tufton, 
ntttal but homely, had been wont to impend over the desk 
1 exhort his beloved brethren, it was natural that a slight 
jxpectation should run audibly through the audience. 
Ijozer looked round him proudly to note the sensation, and 
if the Hiss Hemmings, sole representatives of a cold and 
leellDg aristocracy, were there. The fact was, that few of 
1 fuditors were more impressed than the Miss Hemmijigs, 

vere there, and who talked all the evening after about the 
g minister. What a sermon it was I not much in it about 

beloved brethren ; nothing very stimulating, indeed, to the 

" [lenta and afiections, except in the youth and good looks 

) preacher, which naturally made a more distinct impres- 

1 BDcKi the female portion of his hearers than on the stronger 
. But then what eloquence ! what an amount of thought ! 
it ftn honest entrance into all the difficulties of the subject 1 
TOMi' remarked afterwards that such preaching was food for 

It was too closely reasoned out, said the excellent bntter- 

plBnae women or weak-minded persons ; but he did 

"wt won the young ineii ol '^ 
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the butter-ahop, where the two wliite-aproned lada behind tta 
counter stared, and a hiunble member of the congregHtua 
tamed eharpl; round, and held out the hand, 'which bad jiut 
clutched a piece of bacon, for her minister to shake, wus a eat- 
ficiently trying introduction to the evening's pleasure ; but wha 
the young pastor had been ushered up-atairs, the first aspect iii 
the company there rather took away his breath, as he emei;ged 
from the dark staircase. Tozer himself, who awaited the mia- 
ister at the door, was fuUy habited in the overwhelming bl»dt 
suit and white tie, which produced so aolemniaing an effot 
every Sunday at chapel ; and the other men of the party wfifl. 
vrith a few varieties, similarly attired. But the brilliancy tt 
the female portion of the company overpowered Mr Vincent 
Mrs Tozer herself sat at the end of her hospitable table, nitl 
all her best china tea-service set out before her, in a gown and 
cap which Grange Lane could not have funiiabed any rivals (ft 
The brilliant hue of the one, and the flowera and feathers of IfiB 
other, would require a. more elaborate description than this 
chronicle has apace for, Nm indeed in the particular of dres 
did Mrs Tozer do more than hold her own among the guests 
who Burroanded her. It was scarcely dark, and the twilight 
softened down the splendours of the company, and saved the 
dazzled eyes of the young pastor. He felt the grandeur vague^p 
aa he came in with a sense of reproof, seeing that be bod evi- 
dently been waited for. He said grace devoutly when the ta 
arrived and the gas was lighted, and with dumb araaze g»Md 
round him. Could these be the veritable womankind of SnlHB 
Chapel t Mr Vincent saw bare shoulders and flower-wreathed 
heads bending over the laden tea-table. He saw pretty facei 
and figures not inelegant, remarkable among which was Miu 
Phcebe's, who had written him that pink note, and who herself 
was pink all over — dress, shoulders, elbows, cheeks, and al 
Pink — not red — a' softened youthful flush, which was by no 
means unbecoming to the plump fidl figure which hod not an 
angle anywhere. As for the men, the lawful owners of all this 
feminiae display, they huddled all together, indisputable cheese- 
mongers as they were, quite transcended and extinguished by 
their wives and daughters. The pastor waa young and totally 
inexperienced. In his heart he asserted his own claim to an 
entirely different sphere ; but, suddenly cast into this 
crowd, Mr Vincent's inclination was to join tbe dark gpoi 
iasbanda and fathers whom he ktievf, imi'w'Vio iqb' 
tBcsA Se Wii3 shy of venturing uipoi\ ftrnsa 
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autelj never could be Mrs Brown of the Devonshire Dairy, 

1 MtB Pigeon, the poulterer's wife ; whereas Pigeon and 
)wii themaelvea were exactly like what they always were on 

odays, if not perhaps a trifle graver and more depressed in 
'iT minds. 

" Here's a nice place for you, Mr Vincent — quite the place 
r yon, where you can hear alt the music, afid see all the young 
lies. For I do suppose ministers, bein' young, are like other 
nng men," said Mrs Tozer, drawing aside her brilliant skirts to 
»ke room for him on the sofa. "I have a son myself as is at 
Uege, and feel motherlike to those aa go in the same line. Sit 
a down comfortable, Mr Vincent. There ain't one here, sir, 
a proud to say, as grudges you the best seat." 
"Oh, mamma, how could you think of Baying such a thing 9" 
id Phcebe, under her breath ; '■ to be sure, Mr Vincent never 
old think there was anybody anywhere that would be so 
eked — and he the minister." 

" Indeed, my dear," said Mrs Pigeon, who was close by, " not 
affi^mt Mr Vincent, as ia deserving of our best respects, I've 
my and many's the minister I wouldn't have given np 
f seat to J and I don't misdoubt, sir, you've heard of such as 
U as we. There was Mr Bailey at Parson's Qreen, now. He 
nt and married a poor bit of a governess, as common a look- 
E creature aa you could see, that set herself up above the 
ople, Mr Vincent, and was too grand, sir, if you'll believe 
k, to visit the deacons' wives. Nobody cares less than me 
lODt them vain shows. What's visiting, if you know the 
lly of your time 1 Nothing hut a laying up of judgment; 
it I wouldn't be put upon neither l^ a chit that got her bread 
|t of me and my husband's hard camins ; and so I told my 
\teT, Mrs Tozer, as Eves at Parson's Qreen." 
"Poor thing!" said the gentler Mrs Tozer, "it's hard lines 
I a minister's vAie to please the congregation. Mr Vincent 

ave til take a lesson. That Mrs Uailey was pretty- 

j, I must allow " 

"Sweetly pretty I" whispered Phcebe, clasping her plump 

\ linncift 

" Pretty-looking ! I don't say anything against it," continned 
r mother ; "but it's hard upon a minister when hLs wife won't 

A no pains to please his (lock. To have people turo. m'^ ^Vt^Sx 

IBS at you tun'tpleamnt " 

"^nrf theta getting their Jivin' off you all. tke ^wa^J' 
^■■™*% cZiocMog the milder speuci 
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the butter-shop, where the two white-aproned lada behind 
counter stared, and a liumble member of the ( 
turned sharply round, and held out the hand, which had 
clutehed a piece of bacon, for her minister to shake, was a 
iiciently trying introduction to the evening's pleasure ; but w 
the young pastor had been ushered up-stairs, the fliat a 
the comjMiny there rather took away his breath, as 
from the dork staircaae. Tozer himself, who awaited the i 
ister at the door, was fully habited in the overwhehning h 
suit and white tie, which produced so solemnising an b 
every Sunday at chapel ; and the othar men of the party ti 
with a few varieties, similarly attired. But the brillianq] 
the female portion of the company overpowered Mr Vino 
Mrs Tozer herself sat at the end of her hospitable table, 1 
all her best china tea-service set out before her, in a gown 
cap which Orange Lane could not have furnished any rivalj 
The briUiaut hue of the one, and the flowers and featiiera of 
other, would require a more elaborate description than 
chronicle has apace for, Nor indeed in the particular of d' 
did Mrs Tozer do more than hold her own among the gu 
who surrounded her. It was scarcely dark, and the twi] 
doftened down the splendours of the company, and saved 
dazaled eyes of the young pastor. He felt the grandeur w 
aa he came in with a sense of reproof, seeing that he bad( 
tiently been waited for. He aaid grace devoutly when thft 
arrived and the gas was lighted, and with dumb amaze gwt 
round him. Gould these he the veritable womankind of ShI 
Chapel 1 Mr Vincent saw bare shoulders and flower-wreat 
heads bending over the laden tea-table. He saw pretty £ 
and flgitres not inelegant, remarkable among which was ] 
Phcebe's, who had written him that pink note, and who bei 
was pink aU over — dress, shoulders, elbows, cheeks, and; 
Pink — not red — a' softened youthful flush, which was hj, 
means unbecoming to the plump full figure which had no 
angle anywhere. As for the men, the lawful owners of sdl 
feminine display, they huddled all together, indisputable che 
mongers as they were, quite transcended and extinguished 
their wives and daughters. The pastor was young and tot 
inexperienced. In his heart he asserted hia own claim to 
entirely different sphere ; but, suddenly cast into this li 
crowd, Mr Vincent's inclination was to join the dark groa] 
husbands and fathers whom he knew, and who made no t 
'ces. Eq was shy of venturing upon thoae fine woe 



a surely never could be Mrs Brown of the Devonsliire Dairy, 
1 Mrs Pigeon, the poulterer's wife ; whereas Pigeon and 
mn themselvea were exactly like what they always were ou 
idays, if not perliapa a, trifle graver and more depressed ia 
IT minds. 

" Here's a nice place for yon, Mr Vincent — quite the place 
r yon, wliere you can hear all the muBic, aftd see all the young 
lies. For I do suppose ministers, beiit' young, are like other 

men," said Mra Tozer, drawing aside her brilliant skirts to 

room for him on the sofa. "I have a sou myself as is at 
^B, and feel motherlite to those as go in the same line. Sit 
u down comfortable, Mr Vincent. 'ITiere ain't one here, sir, 
a proud to say, as grudges you tbe best seat." 
"Oh, mamma, how could you think of saying sucli a thing t" 
'i PWbe, under her breath ; '• to be sure, Mr Vincent never 
lid think there was anybody anywhere that would be so 
ded — and he the minister." 

" Indeed, my dear," said Mrs Pigeon, who was close by, " not 
■Crmt Mr Vincent, as b deserving of our best respects, I've 
HI many and many's the minister I wouldn't have given up 
} Wat to ; and I don't misdoubt, sir, you've heard of such as 
in OS we. There was Mr Bailey at Parson's Green, now. He 
lot and married a poor bit of a governess, as common a took- 
[ creature as you could see, that set herself up above the 
tfle, Mr Vincent, and was too grand, sir, if you'll believe 
h to vMt tJie deacons' wives. Nobody cares less than me 
mt them vain shows. What's visiting, if you know the 
By of your time 1 Nothing but a laying up of judgment.' 
it I Wouldn't be put upon neither by a chit that got her bread 
Lof me and my husband's hard earnins ; and so I told my 

:, Mrs Tozer, as lives at Parson's Green." 
^Poor thing!" said the gentler Mra Tozer, "it's hard Hues 
ft nunister's wife to please the congregation. Mr Vincent 
jlJigII have to take a lesson. That Mrs Bailey wa£ pretty- 

Imgi I muat allow- ■" 

"BweeUy pretty I" whispered Phcebe, clasping her plump 
'cfaaods. 
fretty-Iooking ! I don't say anything against it," continned 
but it's hard upon a minister when his wife won't 
paina to please his flock. To have people turn up their 

t you (uii't pleasant " 

id them getting their livin' off you all the time," crifid 
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"But it seems to me," said poor Vincent, "tbat 
can no more be said to get his living off yon than any 
man. He works hard enough generally for what little In 
And really, Mra Tozer, I'd rather not hear all these tmfortoS 
particulars about one of my brethreii " 

" He ain't one of the brethren now," broke in the poult* 
wife. " He's been gone out o' Piiraon's Green this tw 
months. Them stuck-up ways may do with, the Church ; 
'' as can't help themselves, but they'll never do with tis Dia 
era. Not that wc ain't as glad as can be to see you, Mr- 
cent, and I hope you'll favour my poor house anbther nighl 
you're favoaring Mrs Tozer'a. Mr Tuftou olwaya said thai 
the beauty of Carlingford in our connection. Cheerful 
and no display. No display, you know — nothing but a it 
meetin', sorry to part, and happy to meet again. Them'g 
ways. And the better you know \is, the better you'll lUd 
. I'll be bound to say. We don't put it all on the surfoci 
Vincent," continued Mra Pigeon, shakiitg out her skirts ant 
panding herself on her chair, " but it's all real and solid; ^ 
we say we mean — and wa don't say no more than we meafl 
and them's the kind of folks to trust to wherever you go." ^ 

Poor Vincent made answer by an inarticulate murmur, whew 
of assent or dissent it was impossible to say ; and, inwardly ^ 
palled, turned his eyes towards his deacons, who, more fortmill 
than iimaelf, were standing all in a group together disci 
chapel matters, and wisely leaving general conrersatiDn t 
fairer portion of the company. The imlucky miniater'B a 
looks of distress awoke tho interest and aymimthy of Fb 
who aat in an interesting manner on a stool at her mother's 41 
"Oh, mamma," said that young lady, too bashful to ad' 
himself directly, " I wonder if Mr Vincent plays or ! 
There are some such nice singers here. Perhaps we might h 
some music, if Mr Vincent " I 

"I don't perform at all," said that victim, — "not inl 
way ; but I am an exemplary listener. Let 
piano." 

Tho plump Phosbe rose after many hesitations, and ^ 
Bimpor and a blush and pretty air of fright, took the e " 
arm. After all, even when the whole company is b 
man's level, it is easier to pLiy the victim under the e 
inflicted by a pretty girl than by two mature matrons, 
understood pretty well about her A 'a, and did not use the d 
itivo; and when she rose up rustling from her low eea 
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nd, pink creature, with dimples all about her, wbs not aa nn- 
tsont object nf contemplation. Mr Vincent listened to her 
g vrrth decDrouB interest. Perhaps it wrs just aa well aung 
L1117 Wodehoiise, iii Grange Lane, ivould hjive sung it, 
ben Phoebe had cnnctuded, the minister was called to the side 
Hn Brown of the Devonahire Diiiry, who had been fidgeting 
secure Mm from the moment he approached the piano. She 
! fat and roundabout, good woman, and had the aspect of 
J upon the very edge of her chair. She held out to the 
tressed pastor a hand covered with a rumpled white glove, 
teh did not fit, and had never been intended to lit, and beck- 
1 to him ans:iously. With the calmness of despair Mr 
ant obeyed the call. 
'I have been looldng so anxious to catch your eye, Mr Vin- 
lt,"said Mrs Brown; "do sit yoii down, row there's a chance, 
e talk to you a minmt. Bless the girl J there's Miss 
\fy Pigeon going to play, and everybody can nae their free- 
n in talking. For my part," said Mrs Brown, securing the 
It dmir of the performer for her captive, "that's why I like 
Cnnnental music best. When a girl sings, why, to be sure, 
■ only civil to listen — ain't it now, Mr Vincent 1 bnt nobody 
8 it of you, don't you see, \<'hen she only plays. Now do 
idt down, What I wanted to speak to you was abont that 
'n Back Grove Street — that's the lane right behind 
idupel. She do maunder on so to see the minister. Mr 
' 'i been to see her, and I sent Brown, but it wasn't a 
. It's you, Mr Vincent, she's awanting of. If you'll 
morrow, m show you the place myself, ns you're 11 
" r if yoa'll ejtcuse me saying it, I am as curious as 
X what she's got to say." 

B got aaything to say, she might prefer that it was 
" said Vincent, with an attempt at a smile. " Is she 
3-ffho is she! I have never heard of her before." 
pWell, yon see, sir, she doesn't belong rightly to Salem. 
Uiger here, and not a joined member ; and she ain't 
see— only something on her mind. You 
i Mrs Brown, with a look of awe, "must have a 
j^te confided to you. Folks may stand out against 
s things go on straight with them, bnt they're 
it the minister as soon as they've got something on 
't and a deal better to have it out, and get a little 
a to bottle it sU up till their latter end, Vlke o'ii.^&.-ra 
( let it out iu their will, to diWo them aa'siia 
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r spendin' our snbstance, nor puttin' our hands to 
1 work ; and as for niakiii' a difference between one 
* and another, it's what we ain't been accustomed to, Mr 
Vincent. I'm a plain woman, and speak my mind. Old Mr 
Tufton was Tery particidar to show no preference. Ho aJwaya 
id, it never answered in a flock to show more friendship to 
e nor another ; and if it had been put to mo, I wouldn't have 
id, I assure you, sir, that it was us as was to be made the first 
pie of. If I haven't a daughter fresh out of a boarding- 
cSool, I've been a member of Salem five-and-twenty year, 
d had ministers in my house many's the day. and as friendly 
it I were a duchess; and fur charities and such things, 
I've never been known to fail, though 1 say it ; and as for 

llMihle " 

" But I spoke of my study," stud the poor minister, as she 
1, her indignation growing too eloquent for words i "you 
It me to preach on Sunday, don't you? and I must have 
le time, you know, to do my work." 

' Sir," said Mrs Brown, severely, " I know it for a fact that 
Sr Wentworth of St Eoque's dines out five days in the week, 
ud it don't do Ifiii sermons no injury ; and when you go out to 
toner, it stands to reason it's a difl'erent thing from a friendly 
l" 

" Ah, yes, most likely ! " said Mr Vincent, with a heavy sigh. 
Mil come, since you wish it so much ; but," added the unlucky 
fMng man, with a melancholy attempt at a smile, "you muBt 
Ht be too kind to me. Too much of this kind of thing, you 

BOir, might have an effect " Here he paused, inclined to 

ki^ at his own powers nt aarcasin. As chance would have it, 
H lie pointed generally to the scene before them, the little wave 
If Ills hand seemed to Mrs Brown to indicate the group round 
te piano, foremost in which was Phcebc, plump and pink, and 
Ul of dimples. The good mistress of the Devonshire Daily 
e her head a little toas. 

' Ah ! " said Mrs Brown, with a sigh, " you don't know, you 
ng men, the half of the tricks of them girls that look bo 
uuwent. But I don't deny it's a pleasant party," added the 
I, looking round on the company in general with some 
■nplacency. " But just yon come along our way on Thursday, 
■ (ix, and judge for yonrself if mine ain't quite as good ; though 
(Iwn Dot got no daughters, Mr Vincent," she concluded, with 
gj,cvating her doable chin and noddutgb'^i %£i\i<^t 
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other profitable occupations failed them, to hear a epecial a 
on a. Sunday eveiiuig. But the Mias Hemmiu^ were th 
representatives of anything which could, by the utmost s 
be called Society, who ever patronised the Disaenting ij 
in the town of Carlingford. Nobody from Urauge Lane 
ever been seen so much as in Grove Street oo a Sunday, ftu 
in the chapel. Greengrocers, dealers in cheese and bacon, 
men, with some dressmakers of inferior pretensions, and tea 
of day-schoola of similar humble character, formed the SI, 
the congregation. It ia not to be supposed, however, aa 
account, that a prevailing aspect of shabbiness was upon 
little community; on the contrary, the grim pews of I 
Chapel blushed with bright colours, and contained both d 
and faces on the summer Sundays which the Church itself 
scarcely have sorpasaed. Nor did those unadorned walls ft 
centre of asceticism and gloomy rehgiouaness in the ch< 
little town. Tea-meetings were not uncommon occurreni 
Salem — tea-meetings which made the little tabernacle ft 
in which cakes and oranges were diffused among the pews 
funny speeches made from the little platform undemeat 
pulpit, which woke the unconsecrated echoes with hearty 
breaks of laughter. Then the young people had their a 
class, at which they practised hymns, and did not despise 
flirtation; and charitable societies and niissionaiy aux 
diversified the congregational routine, and kept up a bri 
cession of " Chapel business," mightily like the Church bni 
which occupied Mr Wentworth and his Sisters of Mercy 
Roque's. To name the two communities, however, in the 
breath, would have been accounted little short of sactile 
Carlingford. The names which figured highest in the ba 
lent lists of Salem Chapel, were Icnown to society only a 
pearing, in gold letters, upon the backs of those mystic 1 
men's books which were deposited every Monday in little 
at every houae in Grange Lane. The Dissenters, on their^ 
aspired to no conquests in the unattainable territory of higl 
as it existed in Carlingford. They were content to keep 
privileges among themselves, and to enjoy their superior pi 
J ing and purity with a compassionate complacence. Win! 
Proctor was rector, indeed, Mr Tozer, the butterman, wiv 
senior deacon, found it difficult to refrain from an audibl 
presaion of pity for the " Church folks" who knew no b 
hut, aa ft general rule, the congregation of Salem kept by 
adherents by times at an " anniversary" i 
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j; of a new minister, but knowing and keeping " its oii-n 

" in a maimer edifying to behold. 
Sucli was the state of affairs when old Mr Tufton declined in 
ipularity, and impressed upon the minds of his hearers those 
tw-established principles about the unfitneas of old men fur 
f important post, and the urgent necessity and duty incum- 
nt upon old clergymen, old generals, old admirala, &c. — 
ery aged functionary, indeed, except old statesmen — to resign 
favour of younger men, which have been, within recent yeora, 
much enforced upon the world. To communicate this opinion 
the old minister was perhaps less difficult to Mr Tozer and 
1 brethren than it might have been to men more refined and 
IS practical ; but it was ao undeniable relief to the managers 
the chapel when grim Paralysis came mildly in and gave the 
limation in the manner least calculated to wound the sufferer's 
Mild but distinct was that undeniable warning. The 
minister retired, accordingly, with a purae and a pre* 
atation, and young Arthur Vincent, fresh from Eomerton, in 
e bloom of hope and intellectualism, a young man of the 

It Bchool, was recognised as pastor in his stead 
A greater change could not possibly have happened. When 
e interesting figure of the young minister went np the homely 
Iplt-stairs, and appeared, white -browed, white-handed, in 
owy linen and glossy clerical apparel, where old Mr Tufton, 
iiitual but homely, had been wont to impend oyer the desk 
1 exhort his beloved brethren, it was natnral that a slight 
tie of expectation should run audibly through the audience. 
t Tozer looked round him proudly to note the sensation, and 
> if the Miss Hemmings, sole representatives of a cold and 
feeling aristocracy, were there. The fact was, that few of 
B auditors were more impressed than the Miss Eemmiugs, 
ID were there, and who talked all the evening after about the 
ang minister. What a sermon it was ! not much in it about 
J beloved brethren ; nothing very stimulating, indeed, to the 
itimenta and aii'ections, except in the youth and good looks 
the preacher, which naturally made a more distinct impres- 
D upon the female portion of his hearers than on the stronger 
; Bat then what eloquence ! what an amount of thought 1 
at an honest entrance intt) all the difficulties of the subject ! 
"Vcr remarked afterwards that such preaclmig waa food, ^ot 
It was too closely reasoned out, sa,id tiift exMl\\K\A^l^l.^^'OT- 
e vmmea or weak-minded petBOna ", \iMt\itt iiiAwA. 
*■*" "lat soon the young men oi Cai\ia^'i'c^> "Cos 
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hope of the country, would find their way to Salem. Ui 
such prognosticatious, it was fortunate that the young mini 
possessed Bomething else hesidea close reasoning and HomerttA. 
eloquence to propitiate the women too, 

Mr Vincent arrived at Carlingf ord in the beginning of wintet, 
when society in that town was reufiaembling, or at le;ist reap' 
pearing, after the temporary summer seclusion. The yoUM 
man knew very little of the conunuuity which he had assumea 
the spiritual charge of. Ue was almost as particular as l]it 
Rev. Mr Wentworth of St Roque's about the cut of his cost 
and the precision of hia costume, and decidedly preferred tk 
word clergyman to the word minister, which latter was unive^ 
sally used by his flock ; but notwithstanding these trifling pre- 
dDectiona, Mr Vincent, who had been brought up upon th» 
' Uonconf onnist ' and the 'Eclectic Review,' was strongly im- 
pressed with the idea that the Church Establishment, thou^ 
outwardly prosperous, was in reality a profoundly rotten it 
stitution i that the Nonconforming portion of the English pubUc 
was the party of progress ; that the eyes of the world were 
turned upon the Dissenting interest ; and that his own youthful 
eloquence and the Voluntary principle were quite enough to 
counterbalance all the ecclesiastical advantages on the otto 
side, and make for himself a position of the highest influence 
in hia new sphere. As he walked about Carlingford niakll^ 
acquaintance with the place, it occurred to the young ma^ 
with a thrill of not ungenerous ambition, that the time i ' "" 
shortly come when Salem Chapel would be all too insignil 
for the Nonconformists of this hitherto torpid place. Ht 
tnred to himself how, by-and-by, those jealous doora in G] 
Lane would fly open at his touch, and how the dormant 
vrithin would awake under his influence. It was a bl 
dream to the young pastor. Even the fact that Mr Tozer 
a butterman, and the other managers of the chapel eqi 
humble in their pretensions, did not disconcert him in 
flush of early confidence. All he wanted— all any man w< 
of hia post wanted — was a spot of standing ■ ground, : 
opportunity of making the Truth — and himself — known, 
at least, was the teaching of Houiertou and the Dissenl 
organs. Young Vincent, well educated and enlightened accoi 
iug to his fashion, was yet so entirely miacquaiuted with 
wdrid but that contracted one in winch he had been broi 
i/i that be believed all this aa devoufly as "5At "^ecS^i 
t'eved ia Anglicanism, and would tave enniei "wJii. 
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1 at any sceptic win ventured to doubt. Thus it will be 
he came to Carlingford with elevated expectations — by no 
means prepared to circulate among his fluck, and say grace at 
Mis ToKer'a " teas," nad get up soireea to amuse the congrega- 
tion, aa Mr Tufton had been accustomed to do. These secondary 
drcumstnncea of his charge had little share in the new minister's 
tbonghta. Somehow the tone of public writing has changed of 
late days. Scarcely a newspaper writer condescends now to 
xddress men who are not tree of " society," and learned in all 
ite waya. The ' Times ' and the Magaanea take it for granted 
that all their readers dine out at splendid tabJes, and are iised 
ilo a solemn attendant behind their chair. Young Vincent waa 
one of those wlio accept the flattering implication. It is true, 
he «aw few enough of such celestial scenes in his college-days. 
But now that life was opening upon him, he doubted nothing 
of the society that must follow ; and witi a swell of gratifica- 
tion listened when the advantagee of Carlingford were diBcnssed 
by some chance fellow-travellers on the railway; its pleasaut 
parties — its nice people — Mr Wodehouse'a capital dinners, and 
the charming breakfasts — such a delightful novelty !— so easy 
and agreeable ! — of the pretty Lady Western, the young dowa- 
In imagination Mr Vincent saw himself admitted to all 
B social pleasures ; not that he cared for capital dinners 
BMWe than became a young man, or had any special tendencies 
towards tuft-hunting, but because fancy and hope, and ignor- 
ance of the real world, made him naturally project himself into 
the highest sphere within his reach, in the simple convictiun 
Utut such was his natural place. 

With these thoughts, to be asked to Mrs Tozer's to tea at si 
o'clock, waa the most wonderful cold plunge for the young mai 
He shrugged hia shoulders, smiled to himself over the note of 
invitation, which, however, was very prettily written by Phoebe, 
His Tozer's blooming daughter, on paper as pink as Lady 
Weetem's, and consented, aa he coidd not help himself. He 
went out from his nice lodgings a little after six, still smiling, 
and persuading himself that this would be quite a pleasant 
study of manners, and that of course he could not do less thau 
patronise the good homely people in their own way, whatever 
"■""it might be. Mr Vincent's rooms were in George Street, at 

at the Grange Lane people called the other end, in an 'iiK^oi. 
iaghoase with a /ai;gedoor, and iron extingnialiersft's.aft.m^In! 

'-■"■ '-''^ '■'dill their day quenched the liaka ol "Ccve \( 

jt^e street in liia eveuiiig coal, ani -wiiitir 
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the butter-shop, whore the two whitc-aproned lads behind QiB 
counter stared, and a humble member of the congregatin 
turned sharply round, and held out the hand, which bud jiot 
clutched a piece oF bacon, for her minister to shake, was a sof- 
feiently trying introduction to the evening's pleasure ; but whai 
the young pastor had been ushered up-staire, the first aspect of 
tlie company there rather took away his breath, as he emeiged 
from the dark staircase. Tozer himself, who awaited the min- 
ister at tie door, was fully habited in the overwhelming bladt 
suit and white tie, which produced so solemnising an effett 
every Sunday at chapal ; and the other men of the party were, 
with a few varieties, similarly attired. But the brilliancy of 
the female portion of the company overpowered Mr Vincent 
Mrs Tozer herself sat at the end of her hospitable table, willi 
all her best china tea-aervit* set out before her, in a gown and 
cap wliich Grange Lane could not have furnished any rivals to 
The brilliant hue of the one, and the flowers and feathers of tlis 
other, would reijuire a more elaborate description than thia 
chronicle has space for. Nor indeed in the particular of dresa 
did Mrs Tozer do more than hold her own among the gawta 
who surrounded her. It was scarcely dark, and the twilight 
softened down the splendours of the company, and saved the 
dazzled eyes of the young pastor. He felt the grandeur vaguely 
as he came in with a sense of reproof, seeing that he had evi- 
dently been waited for. He said grace deroatly when the tea 
arrived and the gas was lighted, and with dumb amaze gazed 
round him. Could these be the veritable womankind of Salem 
Chapel! Mr Vincent saw bare shoulders and flower-wreatbed 
heads bending over the laden tea-table. He saw pretty faces 
and figures not inelegant, remarkable among which was Mifs 
Phisbe's, who had written him that pink note, and who herself 
was pink all over — dress, shoulders, elbows, cheeks, and all. 
Pink — not red — a' softened youthful flush, which was by no 
means unbecoming to the plump full figure which had not an 
angle anywhere. As for the men, the lawful owners of all this 
feminine display, they huddled all together, indisputable cheese- 
mongers as they were, quite transcended and extinguished bj 
their wives and daughters. The pastor was young and totally 
inexperienced. In his heart he asserted his own claim to as 
entirely different sphere ; but, suddenly cast into this. litti« 
crowd, Mr Vincent's inclination was to join the dark group ^1 
iaabanda and fathers whom he knew, wii-wVo "maAa yi" ' ' = 
He was sby of venturing ttvon V\ioa6 fci* 



Ito BUtely never could be Mrs Brown of the Devonshire Dairy, 
fA Mra Pigeon, the poulterer's wife ; whereas Pigeon and 
rown themaelvea were exactly like what they always were on 
nndays, if not perhaps a trifle graver and more depressed ia 
imr miods. 

. " Here's a nice place for yon, Mr Vincent — quite the place 
IT you, where you can Lear ail the music, a&d see all the young 
idies. For I do suppose ministers, bein' young, are like other 
pung men," said Mrs Tozer, drawing aside her brilliant skirts to 
uke room for him on the sofa. "I have a son myself as is at 
idlege, and feel motherlike to those as go in the Game hue. Sit 
TO down comfortable, Mr Vincent There ain't one here, sir, 
U^ proud to say, as grudges you the best seat." 

Oh, mamma, how could you think of saying such a thingl" 
Phmbe, under her breath ; '• to be sure, Mr Vincent never 
juld think there was anybody anywhere that would be so 
licked — and he the minister." 
" Indeed, my dear," said Mrs Kgeon, who was close by, " not 
affivnt Mr Vincent, as is deserving of our best respects, I've 
•jk many and many's the minister I wouldn't have given up 
! Beat to ; and I don't misdoubt, sir, you've heard of such as 
ill as we. There was Mr fi^ley at Parson's Green, now. He 
int and married a poor bit of a governess, as commoD a look- 
J creature aa you could see, that set herself up above the 
K^le, Mr Vincent, and was too grand, sir, if you'll believe 
to visit the deacons' wives. Nobody carea less than me 
it them vain shows. What's visiting, if you know the 
iDy of your time % Nothing but a laying up of judgment; 
' I wouldn't be put upon neither by a chit that got her bread 
of me and my husband's hard eamins ; and so I told my 
IT, Mrs Tozer, as lives at Parson's Qreen." 

K"PooT thing!" said the gentler Mrs Tozer, "it's hard lines 
ft ininiater'a wife to please the congregation. Mr Vincent 
he'll have to take a lesson. That Mrs Bailey waa pretty- 

(Amg, I must allow " 

^''Sweetly pretty!" whispered Phtebe, clasping her plump 

" ftetty-looking ! I don't say anything against it," continued 

"'-inothor; "but it's hard upon a minister when his wife won't 

e no pains to please his flock. To have peo^ile turn u^ l\^<ax 

e* at you ain't pleasant " 

'And them getting their livin' off you a\Y tilS Xvcae" cnai. 
■""^^ clinahtDg the milder speed 
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"But it seema to me," said ptwt Yin cent, "that a nj 
ji no more be said to get his living off yon thau anj 
man. He works hard enough generally for what little } 
And really, Mr3 Tozer, I'd rather not hear all these unfoii 
particiilara about one of my brethren " 

" He ain't one of the brethren now," broke in the poid 
wife. " He's been gone out o' Parson's Green this li 
months. Them Btuck-up ways may do with the Charch 
' as can't help themselves, but they'll never do with na Di 
ers, Not that we ain't as glad as can he to see you, M 
cent, and I hope you'll favour my poor honse anbther nig] 
you're favouring Mrs Tozer's, Mr 'ihifton alwaj^ aaid thl 
the beauty of Carlingford in our connection. Cheerful 
and no display. No display, you know — nothing but a 3 
meetin', sorry to part, and happy to meet again. Then^ 
ways. And the better you know us, the better you'll 1^ 
. I'll be bound to say. We don't put it all on the surfai 
Vincent," continued Mrs Pigeon, shaking out her skirts ri 
panding herself ou her chair, " but it's all real and solid j 
we say we mean — and we don't say no more than we in 
and them's the kind of folks to trust to wherever you go.T 

Poor Vincent mtide answer by an inarticulate murmur, wi 
of assent or diaaent it was impossible to say ; and, inward 
palled, turned hii eyes towards his deacons, who, more fori 
than himself, were standing all in a group together diaOl 
chapel matters, and wisely leaving general conversation ' 
fairer portion of the company. The unlucky minister's 
looks of distress awoke the interest and sympathy of f 
who sat in an interesting manner ou a stool at her mother" 
"Oh, mamma," said that young lady, too bashful to at 
himself directly, " I wonder if Mr Vincent plays op . 
There are some such nice singers here. Perhaps we migb 
some music, if Mr Vincent— — -" ' 

"I don't perform at all," said that victim, — "not J 
way; but I am an exemplary listener. Let me take yoni 

The plump Phcebe rose after many hesitations, and ^ 
simper and a blush and pretty air of fright, took the mi^ 
arm. After all, even when the whole conjpany is beni 
man's level, it is easier to play the victim under the bv 
inflicted by a pretty girl than by two mature matrons. ] 
understood pretty v/ell about her ft'a,Rnddi4tic>tDaeftia' 
amative; and vheu she roae up rtiBtiin£iron[i.\»^^(*J 
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Dund, pink creature, with dimples all about her, was not an iin- 
leasant object of contemplation, Mr Vincent listened to her 
ing with decorous intereBt Perhaps it was just as well sung 

I Lucy Wodehouse, in Orange Lane, would have sung it. 

Then Phcebe had concluded, the minister was called to the side 
Mrs Brown of the Devonshire Dairy, who had been fidgeting 
secure him from the moment he approached the piano. She 
.3 fat and roundabout, good woman, and had the aspect of 
tting upon the very edge of her chwr. She held out to the 
latressed pastor a hand covered with a rumpled white glove, 
hioh did not fit, and had never been intended to fit, and beck- 
ied to him anxiously. With the calmness of despair Mr 
incent obeyed the call. 

"I have been looking so anxious to catch your eye, Mr Vin- 
nt," said Mrs Brown; "do ait you down, now there's a chance, 
id let me talk to you a minnit. Bless the girl I there's Miss 
>lly Kgeon going to play, and everybody can use their free- 
im in talking. For my part," said Mrs Brown, securing the 
scant chair of the performer for her captive, " that's why I like 
tutmmental music best. When a. girl sings, why, to be sure, 
t'a only civil to listen — ain't it now, Mr Vincent! but nobody 
xpecta it of you, don't you see, when she only plays. Now do 
I sit down. What I wanted to apeak to you was about that 
T creetur in Back Grove Street — that's the lane right behind 
chapel. She do maunder on so to see the miuiater. Mr 
;er he's been to see her, and I sent Brown, but it wasn't a 
of use. It's you, Mr Vincent, she's awanting of. If you'll 
til in to-morrow, I'll show you the place myself, as you're a 
tntnger ; for if you'll excuse me saying it, I am aa onrious aa 
be to hear what she's got to eay." 

If she has got anything to say, she might prefer that it was 
heard," ai^d Vincent, with an attempt at a smile. " Is she 
-and who is she! I have never heard of her before." 
Well, you aae, sir, she doesn't belong rightly to Salem, 
'a a stranger here, and not a joined member; and she aiii't 
either, as I can see — only something on her mind. You 
'stere," said Mrs Brown, with a look of awe, " must have a 
^-r..- of BBcrets confided to you. Folks may stand out against 
tigiou as long as things go on straight with them, but they're 
to want the minJater as soon as they're got B(mict\in^ t\-^ 
■mbid; and a. deal better to have it oul, a.B4 ^e\, ^^'flw. 
o6>rt, than to bottle it all up till tbeir lattei enijtJte lAi"*.^* 
^^psoB. and let it out iu th^ir will, to ilii>ie A,\iem aa™- * 
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expecting difTerent distracted. It's a. yeax or two siitce thit 
hRppened. I dou't suppose you've heerd tell of it yet. But 
that's wliat makes old Mrs Ciiristiati — I dare to say you've seed 
her at chapel — so uncomfortable ia her feelings. She's nem 
got over it, air, and never will to her dying day." 

" Some disappointment about money! " said Mr Vincent. 
" Poor old folks ! their daughter did very well for herself— 
and very well for them too," said Mrs Brown : " but it don't 
make no difference in Mrs Chriatian'a feelius : they're living, 
like, on Mr Brown the solicitor's charity, you see, sir, inateail 
of their own fortin, which makes a deal o' differeace. It would 
have been a fine thing for Salem, too," added Mrs Brovo, 
reflectively, " if they had had the old lady'.s money ; for Jfta 
Christian was always one that liked to be lirst, and stanch to 
her chapel, and would never have been wanting when the coUect- 
ing-books went round. But it wasn't to be, Mr Vincent ^that's 
the short and the long of it ; and we never have Lad nobody 
in our connection worth speaking of in Carlingford but's been 
in trade. And a very good thing too, aa I tell Brown, for il 
there's one thing I can't abear in a chapel, it's one set setting 
up above the rest. But bein' all iu the way of business, eicept 
just the poor folks, as ia all very well in their place, and never 
interferes with nothing, and don't count, there's nothing but 
brotherly love here, which ia a deal more than moat ministers 
can say for their flocks. I've asked a few friends to tea, 
Mr Vincent, on next Thursday, at six. As I haven't got no 
daughters juat out of a boarding-school to write notes for me, 
will you take us in a friendly way, and juat come without 
another invitation 9 All our own folks, sir, and a comfortably 
evening ; and prayers, if 3^u'll lie so good, at the end. I don*l 
like the new fashion," said Mrs Brown, with a significant glanoj 
towards Mrs Tozer, " of separatin', like heathens, when all^ 
of one connection. We might never meet again, Mr Vincenj 
In the midst of life, you know, air. You'll not forget Thursdaj 
at six." 

" But, my dear Mrs Brown, I am very sorry ; Thursday iB 
one of the days I have speciaUy devoted to stndy," stammert 
forth the unhappy pastor. " What with the Wednesday mee 

ing and the Friday committee " 

Mrs Brown drew herself up as well as tlie pecuUaritiei 
form permitted, and her roseate countenance assumed a deepe 
^/o«-, "We've been in the chapel longer than. Iin^t," ' 
iSkaded deacuacss. " IVe've never teen tiwiwiasi i 
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iible, nor apendin' our substance, nor puttin' our hands to 

Tery good work ; and aa for makiii' a, difference between one 

lember and another, it's what wc ain't been accustomed to, Mr 

incent. I'm a plain woman, and epeak my mind. Old Mr 

ufton was very particular to stow no preference. He always 

'i, it never answered in a flock to show more friendship to 

i nor another; and if it had been put to me, I wouldn't hava 

1, I assure you, sir, that it was us as was to be made the first 

imple of. If 1 haven't a daughter fresh out of a boarding' 

^ool, I've been a member of Salem five -and -twenty year, 

id had ministers in my house many'a tlie day, and as friendly 

if I were a duchess; and for charities and such things, 

te'-ve never been known to fail, though I say it; and as for 

"But I spnke of my study," eaid the poor minister, as she 
lused, her indignation growing too eloqueut for words : " you 
uit me to preach on Sunday, don't you t and I must have 
me time, you know, to do my work," 

" Sir," said Mrs Brown, severely, " I know it for a fact that 
r Wentworth of St Hoque's dines out five days in the week, 
nd it don't do his sermons no injury ; and when you go out to 
inner, it stands to reason it's a different thing from a friendly 
Ba." 

Ah, yes, most likely ! " said Mr Vincent, with a heavy sigh. 
Ill come, since you wish it so much ; but," added the unlucky 
Dung man, with a melancholy attempt at a smile, "you must 
be too kind to me. Too much of this kind of thing, you 
w, might have an effect — — " Here he paused, inclined to 
Dgh at ius own powers nt sarcasm. As chance would have it, 
he pointed generally to the sc;ene before them, the little wave 
Mb hand seemed to Mrs Brown ti> indicate the group round 
3 piaDO, foremost in which was Phcebe, plump and pink, and 
U of dimples. The good mistress of the Devonshire Dairy 
ve her head a little toss. 

" Ah I " said Mrs Brown, with a sigh, " you don't know, you 
ung men, the half of the tricks of them girls that look so 
nocent. But I don't deny it's a pleasant party," added the 
aconess, looking mund on the company in general with some 
tnplttcency. " But just you come along our way on Thursday, 
MX, ond judge for yourself it mine ain't quite as good ■, thoM^ 
iuTe not gat no daiigbters, Mr Vincent," she cowc\u45A,-w\Slti. 
.Aer dwuble chill tmd noddisg Vet &nweK^ 







the polaeeBaR «&» net kin kBKv W kad baea ou to ten. 
tbved Mr VcntwHtb af St Bnqoc^t Tin jong Km 
famnt^^edH k ptf tn Iw a^vos, awl tii&ed Ua I 
iato*mratt«ltnmiaa^mim. Smthtwr fe hid wa j 
in tke wkU all at <nce, md witfcant cip e UMg it. SaA 
SdcmCbpdandilBRqni^neaU; aad cod wis HrTiao 
fa< CTpfrigncT rf aodil fife ia Cariiaglntd. 



CHAPTER II. 

It was with a eomewliat eloitdfd aspect that tlw jotatg pHl 
rose fnmi bis soliurf breakfast-tiible next morning to deM 
hiioself to the needful work of yisitijig his fiock. The 
ter*! breakfast, thongh lonely, had not b«ea witboat 
}1« bad Uie * Carlingford Oazette ' at his elbow, if that i 
poinfort, and he had two letters which were more intei 
oue was from his mother, a minisWr's widow, humbly enoi 
(iff, bnl who had brought up her son in painful gentili^, 
bad done inncb Ur give faim that taste for good society wl 
was to come to no little fruition in Cariingford. Mr V 
amlled Bardoiiieally as he read bis good mother's questions 
hi* "dear people," and her anxious inquiry whether be hi 
found a " pleasant cirtle " iu Salem. Remembering the diuni 
}>tth hooM'hnW which it took her so mach pains and viQch 
A» maiutaia, the MrjtrasC made present affaiTs slifi mw* 
tlirtMftefai to bvrtoa. He coold iimcj Vt vmn. 



of s new mfaBSter, bat kBonng and kMfki^ ' its owi 
is M mmer jJ il jl iig to WJuJ^j 

ra tike able flC bAu^ wiwa <4d llr ToKm deeliMd u 
pnlittity, and impnaM^ npan the nin& of ]u3 htsm ikow 
\1(s aboot the im&iMSB of oU nea £x 
y iaipartant poit, and tfe nigent acceastty aad dn:^ iai 
^ iqMm old citirgjmen, old gcnoala, oU m^«-ii*l^ j- 

7 1^^ fnnclUJiaiT, iwleed. exMpt old itetaneH 
bmiar of foonger bcu, vliid bsTe been, witkm n 
d opon tfae wnrid. Tb ooBHanaicale I 
Ik oU mJnM tpr w^ pabxpB ks> difficalt to Hr Toa 
I breArcn than it mi^it hare been to Bien mix 
BftKtiical ; but it vaa an nndeniaUe leUief to I 
ftfl chapd niun grim I^ia^sis came ndld^ in 
ifnafim in tbo manner Leftst calculated to woond tbe n 
bp. Mild bot distinrt WBttliat undemable Taming, -j 
t old miniu^r retind, accmdingly, vitfa a pane aid s'^ 
litimi, and yvaag Aitknr Tlncent, fnali frota Homerton, la 
B Idoom of hope aui intelkctaalisn, a jnonng man of the 
Meat school, «aa recognised as pasUw in his stead. 
A greater change could not po^ibl^ have happened. When 
liniMestisg figure of the joung minister went up the homely ' 
't-stairs, and ^ipeared, wtiie-bruwed, white -handed, in 
yliuea and ^losej derical apparel, where old Mr Tufton, 
1 bat homely, had been wont to impend over the desk 
LOrt his beloved brethren, it was natural that a slight 
' expectation should ran audibly through the audience. 
T looked round him proudly to note the sensation, and 
'i the Miss Hemmiugs, sole representatiTes of a cold and 
; aristocracy, were there. The fact was, that few of 
s impressed than the Miss Hemmiags, 
e there, and who talked aQ the evening after about the 
C nuniater. What a sermon it was ! not much iu it about 
1 brethren ; nothing very stimulating, indeed, to the 
8 and affectiotts, except in the youth and good looks 
', which naturally made a more distinct impres- 
D Che female portion of his hearers than on the stronger 
Jot then what eloquence ! what an amount of thought ! 
D fao[ic8t entrance into all the difficulties of the subject I 
sr remarked afterwards that such preaching was food for 
b was too closely reasoned out, said the excellent butter- ' 
t women or weak-minded persons ; but, \i6 ^i wA 
l^tbat soon the young men ot Caitin^>:if\'i»a j 



ever will he think ) and what ever will Ma say 1 " cried M 
Phoebe. " Oh, Mr Vincent, Ma thought, please, you mightg 
baps like some jelly, and I said I irould run over mth it d^ 
H.H tt'fl HO near, and the servant might have made a mistake,! 
Ma hopes you'll enjoy it, and that yoa Uked the psr^ last ni^ 

" Mrs Tozer is very kind," said the minister, with clov 
looks. " Some what, did you Bay, Miss Phcebe ) " 

" La ! only some jelly — nothing worth mentioning — onlj 
shape that was over supper last night, and Ma thought f 
wouldn't mind," criod the messenger, half alarmed by the I 
usual reception of her offering. Mr Vincent turned veiy K 
and looked at the basket as if he would like nothing beH 
than to pitch it into the street ; but prudence for once resti 
the young man. He bit his lips and bowed, and went npi 
his way, without waiting, as she intended he should, to ease 
Misa Phoabe back again to her paternal shop. Canying li 
head higher than usual, and thrilling with offence and ind^ 
tioii, the young pastor made Lis way along George Street 
was a very trifling circumstance, certainly; but just when 
enthusiastic companion writes to you about the advance of d 
glorious cause, and your own high vocation as a soldier of & 
Cross, and the undoubted fact that the hope of England h 
you, to have a shape of jeUy, left over from last night's U 
party, sent across the street with complacent kindness, for yeu^ 

refreshment ! It luan trying. To old Mrs Tufton, inderii 

who had an invalid daughter, it might have seemed a Chiistilb 
bounty ; but to Arthur Vincent, five-and-twenty, a scholar and 
a gentleman — oh me I If he had been a Christchurch man, 
even a FeUow of Trinity, the chances are he would have 
it much more graciously, for then he would have had the 
nal coiisdousnesB of his own dignity to support him 
the sting of it all was, that poor young Vincent had no 
right to hia own pretensions, but had come to them he 
not tell how, and in reaUty, had hia mind been on a lev 
his fortunes, ought to have found the Tozera and Pigeons mSh. 
ciently congeniid company. He weiit along Geoi^ Street 
troubled haste, pondering his sorrows — those sorrows whidi. 
could coaSde to nobody. Was he actually to live among 
people for years — to have no other society — to circulate e 
their tea-parties, and grow accustomed to their finery, and 
haps "pay attention " to Phrebe Tozer ; ov, at kaat, suffer 
"a^ff lady'a Attentions to \am\ And w^a.^wwAA^wsw 
" the end f To drop into a ahaffling ci4 gtwai 
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Mr Tuftou, seemed the best thing he cotiM hope for ; and 
) coald wouder at the mild stupor of paralysis — disease not 
k^cal, only drirelliiig — which was the last chapter of all t 
The poor young man accordingly marched along George Street 
eply disconaolate. When he met the perpetual curate of St 
Dqne's at the door of Masters'a bookshop — where, to be sure, 
that hour in the morning, it was natural to encounter Mr 
entwortk — the young Konconformist gaaed at hiin with a 
tain wistfulness. They looked at each othei^ in fact, being 
ich of an age, aud not uiisimiJar in worldly means just at the 
sent moment. There were various points of resemblance 
twaen them. Mr Vincent, too, wore an Anglican coat, and 
nnned a high clerical aspect — sumptuary laws forbidding such 
esnmption being cleariy impracticable in England ; and the 
ter was as fully endowed with natural good looks as the 
priest. How was it, then, that so vast a worid of differ- 
ce aud separation lay between themt For one compensating 
nnent Mr Vincent decided that it was because of his mom 
listened faith, and felt himself persecuted. But even that 
tence did not serve the purpose. He began to divine faintly, 
[ with a certain soreness, that external circumstances do stand 
sometliing, if not in the great realities of a man's career, at 
it in the comforts of his life. A poor widow's son, educated 
Homerton, and an Engliflh squire's son, public school and 
Erersity bred, cannot begin on the same level To compen- 
e titat disadvantage requires something more than a t^ent 
' preacluDg. Perhaps genius would scarcely do It without the 
I of time and labour. The conviction fell sadly upon poor 
tlmr Vincent as he went down the principal street of CarUng- 
d ia the October sunshine. He was rapidly becoming dia- 
JiMited, and neither the 'Nonconformist' nor the ' Patriot,' 
r Exetef Hall itself, could set him up again. 
With theiw feelings the young pastor pursued his way to see 
I poor woman who, according to Mrs Brown's account, was 
uurioos to see the minister, He found this person, whose 
was at present shared by moat of the female members of 
I withoDt the interventioH of the Devonshire Dairy, in a 
little house in the close lane dignified by the name o£ 
Grove Street. She was a thin, dark, vivacious-looking 
0, with a face from which some forty years of energetic 
ins had withdrawn all the colour and fulness which might 
abayg rend ered it agreeable, but which was, nevertbelesa, i 
'toheUghtly passed over. E^tftrnft 'Ctaa- 
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the butter-sLop, where the two whit* -aproned lada behiiM 
counter stared, iiDil a litunble member of the congregi 
turned sharply round, and held out the hand, which had 
clutched a pietie of bacon, fur her minister to shake, was a 
fiuiently trying introduction to the evening's pleasure ; but i 
the young pastor had been ushered up-ataira, the first aspe 
the company there rather took away his breath, as he emi 
from the dark staircase. Tozer himself, who awaitad the 
ister at the door, was ftJly habited in the overwhelming 1 
suit and white tie, which produced so solemniaisg an < 
every Sunday at chapel ; and the other men of the party v 
with a few varieties, similarly attired. But the brillianCD 
the female portion of the company overpowered Mr Via« 
Mrs Tozer herself sat at the end of her hospitable table, M 
all her heat china tea-aerrice Bet out before her, in a gown I 
cap which Grange Laue could not have furnished any rivaii 
The brilliant hue of the one, and the flowers and feathers oEl 
other, would require a more elaborate description than 
chronicle has space for. Nor indeed in the particular of A 
did Mrs Tozer do more than hold her own among the f 
who surrounded her. It was scarcely dark, and the tw 
softened down the aplendoura of the company, and sava 
dazzled eyes of the young pastor. He felt the grandeur v^ 
as he came in with a sense of reproof, seeing that he faai 
dently been waited for. He said grace devoutly when ti 
arrived and the gas was lighted, and with dumb amaze | 
round him. Could these ha the veritable womankind of E 
Chapel 1 Mr Vincent saw bare shoiilders and flower-wrei 
heads bending over the laden tea-table. He saw pret^ 
and figures not iuelegant, remarkable among which iraa 
Phcebe'a, who had written him that pink note, and who h 
was pink all over — dress, shoulders, elbows, cheeks, aa 
Pink — ^not red— a' softened youthful flush, which was I 
means unbecoming to the plump full figure which had n 
angle anywhere. As for the men, the lawful owners of al 
feminine display, they huddled all together, indisputable d 
mongers as they were, quite transcended and extinguis 
their wives and daughters. The pastor was young and 
inexperienced. In his heart he asserted his own claim I 
entirely different sphere ; but, suddenly cast into thi» 
crowd, Mr Vincent's inclination was to join the dark grrt 
iHsbonds and fathers whom he knew, and who made no 
Ujetences, Se was shy of veatuncg u^oti those £ue v^ 
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itching to catcli Vincent'a eonacioita eye ; " they thought i was 
distress, I suppose, iiad seat me the bultennsn. 
a I if I had been, what could he have done for me, 
ly imiigiue 1 and when he didn't succeed, there came 
person, who, I daresay, would have undeistcod what 
hsd I been a cow. Now I can make out whut I'm 
oing when I have you, Mr Vincent. I know your line a little 
om your sermona. That was wonderfully clever on Sunday 
Loming about confirmation. 1 belong to the Church myself 
y rights, and was confirmed, of course, at the proper time, like 
people, but I am a person of impartial mind. That was a 
imous downright blow. I liked yon there," 

glad to have your approbation," said the young min- 
iter, rather atilfly ; " but excuse me — I was quite in earnest in 
ly aigunient." 

" Yes, yes; that was the beauty of it," said his eager inter- 
iCUtor, who went on without ever raising her eyes, intent upon 
rough work which he could not help observing sometimes 
lade her scarred fingers bleed as it passed rapidly through 
am. " No argument is ever worth listening to if it isn't used 
earnest I've led a wandering life, and heard an infinity of 
"moDS of late years. When there are any brains in them at 
i, you know, tbey are about the only kind of mental stimulant 
poor woman in my position can come by, for I've no time for 
nduig lately. Down here, in these re^ons, where the butter- 
lan comes to inquire after your spiritual interests, and ia a 
iperior being," added this singular new adherent of Salem, 
Mking full for a single momeut ui her visitor's eyes, with a 
ight movement of the muscles of her thin face, and making a 
gnificant pause, "the air's a trifle heavy. It isn't pure oxygen 
9 breathe in Back Qrove Street, by any means." 
" I assure you it surprises me more than I can ezplain, to find," 

id Vincent, hesitating for a proper expression, " to find " 

*■ Such a person as I am in Back Grove Street," interrupted 
) companion, qnickly ; " yes — and thereby hangs a tale. But 
did not send for you to tell it. I sent for you for no parti- 
ular reason, but a kind of yearning to talk to somebody. I 
g your pardon sincerely — but you know," she said, once more 
ilh & direct sudden glance and that half-visible movement in 
IT face which meant mischief, " you are a ministei, &u<i %x«, 
mad to have no inclinations of your own, Wt to ^'^ft -^wo^iSA. 
to. li e comfort of the jioor." 
"~* any irony, tlii " ' 
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SALEM CHAPEL. 



CHAPTER I. 



4 the west end of Grove Street, in Carlingford, on the 
ibby side uf the street, stood a red brick building, presenting 
tmched gable terminated hj a curious little belfiy, not in- 
ded for any bell, and looking not unhke a handle to lift up 
I edifice by to the pubhc observation. This was Salem Chapel, 
I OB^ Dissenting place of worship in Carhngford. It stood in 
c strip of grouud, just as the little houses which flanked 
u ^tber side stood in their gardens, except that the enclosure 
B chapel waa flowerteas and sombre, and showed at the far- 
ir end a few sparsely-scattered tombatonea — unmeaning slaba, 
s the English mourner loves to inscribe his sorrow on. 
.Bttber aide of this little tabernacle were the humble housea 
ittle detached boxes, each two storeys high, each fronted by 
ie flower-plot — clean, respectable, meagre, httle hahit^tions, 
h contributed moat largely to the ranks of the congregation 
Ihe cbflpeL The big houses opposite, which turned their 
kt itnd staircase windows to the street, took little notice of 
I koailile Dissenting community. Twice in the winter, per- 

Rlbe Miss Hemmings, mild Evangehcol women, on whom 
^ U) rector — the Low-Church rector, who reigned before the 

It and exceptional incumbency of the Rev. M,t 5toc'w>t— V'4& 
1 much ofhh oc/iffdence, would ctoaa tlie aXietVVaai. 
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CHAPTER IIL 



Me TuFTon's honse waa at the estremily of Grove Street a\ 

the extremity, consequently, in that direction, at Carlingfori] 
lying parallel with the eud of Grange Lane, aud within distu 
view of St Roque's. It was a little old-faahioned house, yni 
a small garden in front and a large garden behind, in whidi til 
family cabbnges, much less prosperous since the did miniati 
becnme unable to tend them, flourished. The room into whic 
Mr Vincent, aa an intimate of the house, was shown, -was a Iff 
parlour with two small windows, overshadowed outside by iv 
and inside by two large geraniums, expanded upon a. Jacoll 
ladder of props, which were the pride of Mrs Tufton's h^te 
and made it almost impossible to see anything clearly wi tJiji 
even at the height of day. Some prints, of which one re 
sented Mr Tufton himself, and the rest other mijiialers of " 
connection," iQ mahogany frames, hung upon the green «._ 
The furniture, though it was not unduly abundant, filled up ti 
tiny apartment, so that quite a dislocation and rearrangome 
of everything was necessary before a chair could be got for tL- 
visitor, and he got into it Though it was rather warm fa 
October oat of doors, a fire, large for the size of the room, n 
burning in the fireplace, on either side of which w; 
chair and an invalid. The one fronting the light, and com 
quently fronting the visitor, was Adelaide Tufton, the o 
minister's daughter, who had been confined to that chair long 
than Phceba Tozer eouhi remember ; and who, during th&t loQj 
Becluaion, had knitted, aa all Salem Chopel believed, witho-' 
intermission, nobody having ever yet succeeded in discovurji 
where the mysterious results of her labour went to. She w 
knitting now, reclining back in the cushioned chair which hw 
been made for her, and was her shell aud habitation. A ven 
pale, emaciated, eager-looking woman, not much above tbiitj^ 
but looking, after half a lifetime spent in that chair, any aei 
that imagination might suggest ; a creature altogether separated 
from the world — separated from life, it would be nwre propw 
to say — for nobody more interested in the world and othee 
people's share of it than Adelaide Tufton existed in CarlingEord. 
Site had light-blue ejea, rather prominent, ■w\iic1i. \v^'a!Ltn\«d 
fthoat giving niuc/i expression to her periedij dAovwXeaa \wa 
r verylmir iras j)a/e, and lay in brtuda o! a. c\a-3e3 -suMq-s- ' 
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itless and dull to be called brown, upon the thin temples 
hich the thin white akin seemed to be strained like an 
;ht bandage. Somehow, however, people who were used to 
lot 80 Horry as they might have been for Ade- 
ide Tufton. No one could exflctSy say why ; but she some- 
low appeared, in the opinion of Salem Chapel, to indemnify 
IlieTBelf for her priratiDUB, and was treated, if without much 
Bympathy, at least without that oatentatioua pity which is B 
to the helpless. Few people could afford to be sorry for 
';-sighted and all -remembering an observer; and the 
Lce was, that Adelaide, alniost without knowing it, had 
to neutralise her own disabilities, nud to be acknow- 
_ [jual iu the general conflict, wjiich she could enter 

Tiiith her sharp tongue and her quick eye. 
It was Mr Tufton himself who sat opposite— his large expanse 
of face, with the white hair which had been apostrophised b 
venerable t,t so many Salem tea-parties, and which Vincent 
himself had offered homage to, looming dimly through the 
green shade of the geraniums, as he sat with hia back to the 
window. He had a green shade over his eyes besides, and his 
head moved with a, sUght palsied tremnr, which was ni 
only remnant of that "visitation " which had saved his feelings, 
and dismissed more benignly than Tozer and his brother deacons 
the old pastor from his old pulpit. He sat very contentedly 
doing nothing, with his large feet in large loose slippers, and 
his elbows supported on the arms of his chair. By the evidence 
of Mrs Tufton'a spectacles, and the newspaper lying on the 
t*blc, it was apparent that she had been reading the 'Catling- 
ford Gazette' to her helpless companions; and that humble 
JonmaJ, which young Vincent had kicked to the other end of 
before coming out, had made the morning pass very 
pleasantly to the three secluded inmates of Siloam Cottage, 
vhich was the name of the old minister's humble home. Mr 
Tufton said " 'nmblo 'ome," and so did his wife. They came 
fnoa storied Islington, both of them, and were of highly reapect- 
nUe connections, not to say that Mrs Tnfton had a little pro- 
per^ as well ; and, acting in laudable opjHjaition to tlie general 
Jnaotice of pnor ministers' wive.i, had brought many dividends 
nnd few cliUdren tn the limited bat comfortable fireside. Mr 
\iiioinit cuold not deny that it was comfortable in its wa^, 
' giiito mtJsBed its owners, us he sat dnvin m ft\e ^ftit lA 
■ maia in fmnt of the fire, between lviu\ni\ia T.'oV^aswJ 
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all that, after Homerton and high Nonconfnrmist hopes, c 
come to himaelf ! Thsidea, however, wai; one which did not ex 
to the young minister. He sat down compassionately, i 
no analogy whatever between his own position and tl 
scarcely even seeing the superficial contrast, which might h&J 
struck anybody, between his active youth and their helples 
and suffering. He was neither hard-hearted nor unsympath^ 
but somehow the easy moral of that contrast never occuireU 
him , Adelaide Tufton's bloodless countenance conveyed] 
idea of age to Arthur Vincent ; her father was really old. 
young man saw ng grounds on which to fomi any o 
It was natural enough for the old man and ailing wt 
as they were, just as it was natural for hint, in the 
his early manhood, to r^oice in his strength and youth. 

" So there was a party at Mr Tozer's last night — and y< 
were there, Mr Vincent," said old Mrs Tufton, a cheerful acn 
old lady, with pink ribbons in her cap, which asserted f 
superiority over the doubtful light and the green shade of ■ 
geraniums. " Who did you have ? The Browns and 
Kgeons, and — everybody else, of course. Now tell i 
Mrs Tozer make tea herself, or did she leave it to Phffibel" 

"As well aa I can remember, she did it herself," said i 
young pastor. 

" Exactly what I told you, mamma," said Adelaide, from ] 
chair. " Mrs Tozer doesn't mean Phcebe to make tea this m 
a year. I daresay she wants her to marry somebody, thft 1 
flirting thing. I suppose she wore her pink, Mr Vincent — 
Mrs Brown that dreadful red-and-green silk of hers j and di 
they send you over a shape of jelly tliis morning 1 Ha, ha 
told you so, mamma ; that was why it never came to me." 

" Pray let me send it to you," cried Vincent, eagerly. 

The offer was not rejected, though coquetted with for a, : 
minutes. Then Mr Tufton broke in, in solemn bass. 

" Adelaide, we shouldn't talk, my dear, of pinks and ff 
silks. Providence has laid you aside, my love, from tem' 
tions ; and you remember how often I used to say in early et 
No doubt it was a blessing, Jemima, coming when it did 
wean our girl from the world ; she might have been as fond 
dress as other girls, and brought us to ruin, but fi 
tune. Evotything ia for the beat," 

"Oi, bother!" said Adelaide, sharply — "I don't oonj^ 
aad never did) but everybody e\se fovisTQ^TMaVtirtniitia ' 
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1 for eyerything, to be sure ; tut how things 
i and disagreeable are aiwctya to be called for the 
iive. However, let ua return to Phoebe Toaer'a 
k drees. Wereu't you rather stuiuied with all their gmndeart 
I did not think we could do as much in Salem, did you t 
ow t«U me, who has Mrs Brown, taken in hand to do good to 
t I am sure she sent you to somebody ; and you've been 
e somebody this morning," added the quick-witted invalid, 
who has turned out different from your expectations. Tell 
a all about it^ please." 

" Dear Adelwde does love to hear what's going on. It is al- 
net the only pleasure she Las — and we oughtn't to grudge it, 
ght we!" said Adelaide's mother. 

"Stuff I" muttered Adelaide, in a perfectly audible aside. 
Now I think of it, I'll tell you who you've been to see. That 
Oman in Back Grove Street — there ! "What do you think of 
t for a production of Salem, Mr Vincent 1 But she does not 
hlly belong to Carlingtord. She married somebody who 
rued out badly, and now she's in hiding that he mayn't find 
it; though most likely, if all be true, he does not want to find 
X. That's her history. I never pretend to tell more than I 
Who she was to begin with, or who he is, or whether 
nyard may be her real name, or why she lives there and comes 
Salem Chapel, I can't tell ; but that's the bones of lier story, 
I know. If I were a clever romancer like some people, I 
lid have made it all perfect for you, but I prefer the truth, 
iever and queer, isn't she 1 So I have guessed by what jwople 

Indeed, you seem to know a great deal more about her than 
do," said the astonished pastor, 

" I daresay," assented Adelaide, calmly. " I have never seen 
!r, however, though 1 can form an idea of what she must be 
[e, all the same. I put things together, you see ; and it is 
tonishing the number of scraps of news I get. I eiiake them 
down, and then the broken pieces come together ; and I 
forget anything, Mr Vincent," sho continued, pausing for 
nent to give him a distinct look out of the pale-bioe eyes, 
bich for the moment seemed to take a vindictive feline gleam. 
She'a rather above the Browns and the Toaera, you understand. 
im^ow or other, she's mised up with Lady Western, whom 
ey call tlie Young Dowager, you know. 1 liiwo n,o\, maia 'Cias.X. 
(Vrt though I patilj- guess. Myladv Jiaea to aaelatt im^-^t 
■BB^i/7 Back Grove ~ * ■ " ' ' '" 
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the butter-shop, where the two white-aproned lads behind 
uDuuter stared, and a hiunble member of the congrege 
turned sharply round, and held out the hand, which liM 
clutched a piece of bacon, for her miuiater to Bhake, was s 
fiuiently trying introduction to the evening's pleasure ; but w 
the young pastor had been ushered up-ataiis, the first aspec 
the cotapany there nither took away his breath, as he em 
from the dark staircase. Tozer himself, who awaited the 
ister at the door, was fuHy habited ia the overwhelming h 
suit and white tie, which produced so solemnising 
every Sunday at chape! ; and the other men of the party w 
with a few varieties, similarly attired. But the brillianq 
the female portion of the company overpowered Mr ViiW 
Mrs Tozer herself sat at the end of her hospitable table, 1 
all her best china tea-service set out before her, in a gown 
cap which Grange Lane could not have furnished any rival 
The brilliant hue of the one, and the flowers and feathers of 
other, woald require a more elaborate description than 
chronicle has space for. Nor indeed ia the particular of il 
did Mrs Tozer do more than hold her own among the gu 
who surrounded her. It was scarcely dark, and the twH 
softened down the spleadiiura of the company, and saved 
dazzled eyes of the young pastor. He felt the grandeur v»g 
aa he came in with a sense of reproof, seeing that he 1 
dently been waited for. He said grace devoutly when 
arrived and the gas was lighted, and with dumb amaze ff 
roand him. Could these be the veritable womankind of Si 
Chapel 1 Mr Vincent saw bare shoulders and flower-wresl 
heads bending over the laden tea-table. He saw pretty it 
and figures not inelegant, remarkable among which 
Phcebe's, who had written him that pink note, and who hei 
waa pink all over — dress, shoulders, elbows, cheeks, and 
Knk — not red— a' softened youthful flush, which was ilj 
means unbecoming to the plump full figure which had no 
angle anywhere. As for the men, the lawful owners of all 
feminine display, they huddled all together, indisputable che 
mongers as they were, qnite transcended and extinguishrf 
their wives and daughters. The pastor waa young and tot 
inexperienced. In his heart he asserted his own claim, 
entirely different sphere ; but, suddenly cast into thia 
crowd, Mr Vincent's inclination was to join the dark gron] 
husbands and fathers whom he knew, and who m 
He was shy of ventating uvon those 



irely never could be Mrs Brown of tbe Devonshire Dairy, 
A.T& Pigeon, the poulterer's wife ; whereas Pigeon and 
themselves were exactly like what they always were on 
lya, if not iierhapa a trifle graver and more depressed in 
■muds. 

3 a nice place for you, Mr Vincent — quite the place 
m, where you can hear all the music, afld see all the young 
, For I do suppose ministers, bein' young, are like other 
; Taen," said Mrs Tozer, drawing aside her brilliant skirts to 
Toom lor ]iiin on the sofa. " I have a son myaelf as ia at 
e, and feel motherlike to those as go in the sains line. Sit 
iowu comfortable, Mr Vincent. There ain't one here, sir, 
}road to say, as grudges you the beat seat." 
3h, mamma, how could you thiuk of saying such a thing?" 
Phoebe, under her breath; ''to be sure, Mr Vincent never 
think there was anybody anywhere that would be so 
ftd — and he the minister." 

indeed, my dear," said Mrs Pigeon, who was close by, " not 
front Mr Vincent, as ia deserving of our best respects, I've 
many and many'a the minister I wouldn't have given up 
Mt to ; and I don't misdoubt, air, you've heard of such as 
IS we. There was Mr Bailey at Parson's Green, now. He 
and married a poor bit of a governess, as common a look- 
eresture as you could see, that set herself up above the 
1^ Mr Vincent, and was too grand, sir, if you'll believe 
to visit the deacons' wives. Nobody cares less than me 
them vain shows. What's visiting, if you know the 
of your time 1 Nothing but a laying up of judgment' 
[ wouldn't be put upon neither by a chit that got her bread 
3 and my husband's hard eamins ; and so I told my 
r, Uis Tozer, as lives at Parson's Green." 
""oor thing!" said the gentler Mrs Tozer, "it's hard lines 
minister's wife to please the congregation, Mr Vincent 
he'll have to take a lesson. That Mrs Bailey was prctty- 

q^ I must allow " 

Sweetly pretty !" whispered Fhtebe, clasping her plump 
hands. 

^etty-looking ! I don't say anything against it," continued 
lotber ; " but it's hard upon a minister when his wife won't 
10 pains to please his dock. To have people turn up their 
at you ain't pleasant " 

Kthem getting their livin' off you all the time," cn«i 
m riini-hin^ tbe mildef^BC 
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knitting. " This one will not hold uut two years," said Ad( 
calmly, to herself, no one else paying any attention ; and d 
turned Xa her work with the zest of a spectator at tbe comra 
inent of an exciting drama. She did double work all the m 
noon uader the influence of this refrealujig stiionlant. 
quite a new interest in her life. 

Meanwhile young Vincent left the green gates of I 
Cottage with uo very comfortable feeliaga— with feeling, 
deed, the reverse of comfortable, yet conscious of a certain A 
and elevution in his miud at the same moment. It waa forS 
to show the entire commuiuty of Carlingford the difference I 
tween his reign and the old rigime. It was for him to clu 
the face of affairs^to reduce Tozer into his due plac 
dination, and to bring in an inQux of new life, intelligesn^ 
enlightenment over the prostrate butterman. The very ei 
neas and contraction of the little world into which he had 
received so distinct a view, promoted the revulsion of f( 
which now cheered liim. The a.spiring young man could M 
have consented to lose his individuality altogether as to aei 
ledge the most distant possibility of accepting Tozbt a 
guide, philosopher, and friend. He went back again tbi 
Grove Street, heated and hastened on his way by those i 
tient thoughts. When he came as far as Salem, he cooK 
but pause to look at it witli its pinched gable and mean 
balfry, innocent of a bell. The day was overclouded, an 
clearness of atmosphere relieved the aspect of the shabl^ A 
with its black railing, and locked gates, and dank fiowt 
grass inside. To see anything venerable or sacred In the a 
of such a place, required an amount of illusion and glai 
which the young minister could not summon into his eyes 
was not the centre of light in a dark place, the simple tri 
from which the people's preacher should proclaim, to th* 
and conviction of the multitude, that Gospel once preached t 
poor, of which he flattered himself he should be the truest 
senger in Carlingford. Such had been the young man's di 
in Homerton — dreams mingled, it is true, with personal s 
tion, but full DotwitKatandiog of generous enthusiasm. ] 
nothing of the kind. Only Salem Chapel, with so many ■ 
let, and so many still to be disposed of, and Tozer a g 
angel at the dour. Mr Vincent was so far left to himself ■ 
give vent to an impatient exclamation aa he turned away. 
Btill matters were not liopelesa, Re Twrnaea. ■*«& & -se-r^ 1 
^^laan trom Mr Tufton. KinAiei a^iiiSa ftssw lonaS. «« 
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krlingford to answer to ths call of his. 
I for the Nonconformists, who were nt 

With this thought he retraced his stepa a little, and, 

u impulse which he did not explain to himself, threaded 

up a narrow lane and emerged into Back Grove Street, 

e spot where he had lately paid his pastoral visit, and 

unexpected an acquaintance. Thia woman — or should 

t fiay lady 1 — was a kind of £rst-fruit3 of his mission. Ths 

a looked up with a certain wistful interest at the house 

ihe lived. She was neither young nor fair, it ia true, 

B interested the youthful Nonconformist, who was not too 

Ises of chivalry, and who could not forget her poor 

d with her rough work. He had no other motive for 

e but that of sympathy and compassion for the 

pi'Creature who was BO unlike her siu'roundings ; and 

g pulse or trembling nerve forewarned Arthur Vin- 

tpproach of fate. 

loment, however, fate was approaching in the shape 
me carriage, wiuch made quite an exaggeration of 
s narrow back street, which rang back every jingle of 
d dint of the hoofa from every court and opening, 
ore Mrs Hiljaril's door— at the door of the house, 
bich Mrs Hilyardwas a humble lodger ; and while 
ly approached, a brilliant vision suddenly appeared 
\, rustling forth upon the crowded pavement, where 
• children stood still to gape at her. A woman — a. 
ft beautiful daizling creature, resplendent in the sweetest 
1, the most delicate bewildering bloom. Though it 
t for a moment, the bewildered young minister had time 
' B dainty foot, the daintier hand, the smiling sunshiny 
e air of conscious supremacy, which was half command 
( entreaty — an ineffable combination. That vision de- 
t of the heavenly chariot upon the mean pavement 
r Vincent came up ; and at the same moment a ragged 
wk. speechless, like the young minister, by the appari- 
inted himself full in her way with open mouth and 
, too much overpowered by sudden admiration to 
t he stopped the path. Scarcely aware what he was 
1 much beauty-struck iia his victim, Vincent, with a 
iconscious fury, seized the boy by tho WiUm, 3.^4. 
i 'uniKd\e:nly off the pavement, witb a !eetu^ til ^^- 
im-iit .■•fz.iinst tJie imp, whose raga were actutiV^ \jQwJa.- 
■^did draperies. The lady made a "'"" 
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pause, turned half round, smiSed with a gracious inclini 
her head, and entered at the open door, leaving the 
pastor in an incomprehensible erataay, with hia hat off, 
his piilaes beating loud in hia ears, riveted, aa the 
Bay, to the pavement. When the door shut he came 
etared wildly into the face of the next passenger who 
along the narrow street, and then, becoming aware that ht 
stood uncovered, grew violently red, put on hia hat, andl 
off at a great pace. But what was the use of going offi 
deed was done. The world on the other ride of these pran 
horses was a different world from that on this side. Those d 
matters, of which he had been thinking so hotly, had sudd 
faded into a background and accessories to the one triompl 
figure which occupie^l all the scene. He scarcely asked hui 
who WHS that beautiful vision 1 The fact of her exbtenoa: 
at the moment too overpowering for any secondary inqni 
He hadaeen her— and lo I the universe was changed. 1 
tingled softly with the sound of prancing horses and 1 
wheels, the air breathed an irresistible soft perfume, ' 
could nevermore die out of it, the air rustled with thoi 
thrill of those womanly robes. There she had eathrona 
his startled heart, but in the palpitating 

ich formed in a moment's time into one great bat^gt 

I framework for that beatific form. 

What the poor young man had done to be suddenly 
and carried off his feet by this wonderful and unexpected 
rition, we are unable to say. He seemed to have done no 
to provoke it : approaching quietly as any man might do, poO 
ing grave thoughts of Salem Chapel, and how he was W n 
his post tenable, to be transfised all at once and unaware! 
that fairy lance, was a spite of fortune which nobody could 
predicted. But the thing waa dona He went himie to 
his stricken head, as was natural ; tried tti read, tried to, 
of a popular series of lectures, tried to lay plans for ~ 
paigu and heroic desperate attempts to resuscitate tiifl' 
keeping Dissenterism of Carlingford into a lofty Noncoofc 
idea!. But vain were the efioits. Wherever he lifted hit 
was not She there, all-conquering and glorious ^ vhen 
not lift his eyes, was not she everywhere Lady Paramoai 
the conscious world 1 Womankind in general, which had . 
so to speak, entered hiii thovigbta before, had produced 
trouble to poor Arthur Vincent since ^aa am-sai m CriM 
■Bat I^hoBbe Tozer, pink luaA bYoommR— "iHt^ """ 
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ge — Adelaide Tufton, pale apectjitor of a life with which 
lad nothing to do — died tiff like shiidowSj and Itft no sign 
eir presence. \Miij ivaa She '( 



CHAPTER IV. 

K the remarkable encounter which had thus happened to 
■oimg minister, life went on with Mm in the dullest routine 
ome days. Thursday came, and he had to go to Mrs 
n'a tea-party, where, in the drawing-room up-staira, over 
teronshire Dairy, after teu, and music, and the diveraioiia 
B evening, he conducted pniyera to the great secret satia- 
in o( the hostess, who felt that the superior piety of her 
bunment entirely made up for any Uttle advantage in 
i of gentili^ which Mrs Tozer, with a grown-up daughter 
; bom a boardiug-achool, might have over her. On Friday 
g there was the singing-class at the chapel, which Mr Vill- 
as expected to look in upon, and from which be bad the 
ge of walking home with Miss Tozer. When he anived 
Ilia blooming charge at the private door, the existence of 
1 he had not hitherto been aware of, Tozer himself ap- 
d, to Invite the young pastor to enter. This time it was 
ntterman's unadorned domestic hearth to which Mr Vincent 
introduced. This bappy privacy waa in a little parlour, 
\ being on the same floor with the butter-shop, naturally 
Ut without a reminiscence of the near vicinity of all those 
uid cheeses — a room nearly blocked up by the large 
Ijr-table, at which, to the disgust of Phcebe, the apprentices 
t tneal-tiniea along with the family. One little boy, distin- 
^ uut vf doot^ by a red worsted comforter, was, besides 
\/e, the only member of the family itself now at home ; the 
H being two sons, one in Australia, and the other studying 
I (nJiuster, as Mrs Tozer had already informed her pastor, 
I'tBOtberly piide. Mrs Tozer sat in an easy-chair by the 
unning stockings on this October night ; her husband, 
riU to her, had been looking over his greasy booV.&, ot^& vi^ 
^k^open npoa a Jittle writing-desk, -wbete a Ww&ft 
-"-^^eain red leather, with " Tozer, CbceaemoTv^ei" 
'- -alt letters, lay waiting PhcEbi" " ' " 
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be made up. The ISenjamJa of the bonse sat half-iray da 
the long table with his slate working at bis lessons. 
margin of space round this long table scoK^ely counted 1 
aspect of tbe room. There was space enough for chaiis 
set round it, and that was all; the table with its red-am 
cover and the faces appearing above it, constituted the i 
scene. Mr Viocent stood uneasilj at a comer when he 
brought into the apartment, and distinctly placed himae 
table, as if at a meal, when he sat down. 

"Do you now take off your greatcoat, and make yo 
comfortable," said Mis Tozer ; " there's a bit of supper oo 
presently. This is just what I like, is this. A party is 
well in its way, Mr Vincent, sir ; but when a gen'leman ( 
in familiar, and takes us juat as we are, that's what I lika 
never can be took wrong of an evening, Tozer and me ; 
always a bit of something comfortable for supper ; and a) 
shop's shut in them long evenings, time's free. Phoeb^ ' 
haste and take off your things. WLat a colour you've g 
be sure, with tbe night air ! I declare, Pa, somebody 
have been saying something to her, or she'd never 1 
bright" 

" I daresay there's more things than music gets talked o 
the singing," said Tozer, thus appealed to. "But ahe'd 4 
deal better if she'd try to improve her mind than take n 
what the young fellows says." 

"Oh, Pa, the idea! and before Mr "Vuicent too," cried S. 
— " to think I should ever dream of listening to anythiag 4 
ani/hodi/ might choose to say ! " ' 

Vincent, to whom the eyes of the whole family turned, g 
ned a feeble smile, but, groaning in his mind, was totally 1 
equal to the effort of saying anything. After a moment's p 
of half-disappointed expectation, Phcebe disappeared to t ' 
her boQnet ; and Mrs 'Tozer, bestirring herself, cleared uv 
desk and books, and went into the kitclien to inquire ii 
supper. The minister and the deacoa were accordingly 
alone. 

" Three more pewa applied for this weels — fifteen slttlnj 
all," aaid Mr Tozer ; " that's what I call satisfactory, tha 
We rauatn't let the steam go down — not on no account, 
keep well at them of Sundays, Mr Vincent, and trust to 
zaajiagera, sir, to keep 'cm. up to Uiew Aoot^. 'Me wttd.M.t 
ton WAS conauUing tbe other day. 'H.e aa^ b& -we c-o.^ 
epare you, and you oughtn't to apaiie yOMTseU.. tVwa' 
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i opening not in oui- connection for fifteen year, We 
c to jou to go intw it, Mr Vincent. If all goes aa I ex- 
&nd you keep np as you're doing, I see no reason why we 
cln't be able to put another fifty to the salary next year." 
til r" said poor Vincent, with a miserable face. He had 
rather pleased to hear about the " opening," but this 
T-oMact enconragenietit and stimulus threw hini back into 
ty and disgust. 

tea," sfud the deacon, " though I wouldn't advise yon, aa 
in' out in life, to calculate upon it, yet we all 
Q likely ; but if you was to ask my advice, I'd 
( ^ve it 'em a little more plain — meaning the Church folks, 
npected of a new man. I'd touch "em up in the State- 
di line, Mr Vincent, if I was yon. Give us a coorae upon 
inomalies, and that sort of thing — the bishops in their 
es, aad the fisherman as was the start of it all ; there's a 
to be done in that way. It always tells ; and my opinion 
you might secure the most part of tie young men and 
[era, and them as can see what's what, if you lay it on 
f strong. Not," added the deacon, remembering in time 
Id that necessary salve to the conscience — " not as I would 
jrovi n^lect what's more important ; but, after all, what is 
important, Mr Vincent, than freedom of opinion and 
iag your own religious teacher? You can't put gospel 
in a man's mind till you've freed him out of them bonds. 
ads to reason — as long as he believes just what he's told, 
US it all made out for him the very words he's to pray, 
may be feeho', sir, but there can't be no spiiitual under^ 
lin' in that man." 

Well, one can't deny that there have been enlightened men 
K Church of England," said the young Nonconformist, with 
'eandonr. "The inconsistencies of the hnmanmind arewou- 
; and it is coming to be pretty clearly understood in the 
Ctnal world, that a man may show tlie most penetrating 
1, and even the widest liberality, and yet be led a willing 
tin the bonds of religious rite and ceremony. One cannot 
nbmd it, it is true ; but in our clearer atmosphere we are 
il to exercise Clu^tiaii charity. Great as the advantages 
a onr ude of the queiition, I would not willingly hurt the 
i^nf a sincere Churchman, who, for anything lVuo'«,\nB,'^ 
» best of men. " 

nmfti^"^ '""' " " ^""^P^ '■ " "f -uncenEimtY -, T^^'feftT 
-^hnguage, but doubtful of ttxei sentwae^'s.. 
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At length light aeeined to dawn upon the eicellent hx 
" Bless my aoul I that's a uew view," aaid Tozer ; " that' 
the superior line over them ! Mj impresision is as ' 
tell beautiful. Eh I it's famous, that is ! I've hea 
gentlemea attacking the Church, like, from down 
giving it her about her money and her greatness, and ^' 
but our clearer atmosphere — there's the point ! I always I 
as jou was a clever young man, Mr Vincent, and expeti 
deal from you ; but that's a new view, that ia ! " 

" Oh, Fa, dear ! don't be always talking about chapd' 
ness," said Miss Phcebe, coming iu. " I am sure Mr A^ 
is sick to death of Salem. I am sure his heart is in aonei 
place now j and if you bore him always about the chi^alj 
never, weuBf take to Carlingford. Oh, Mr Vincent, I an 
you know it ia quite true ! " 

" Indeed," said tbe young minister, with a sudden 
lection, " I can vouch for my heart being in Carlingf<H 
nowhere else;" and as ha spoke his colour rose. 
clapped her hands with a little semblance of confusion. 

" Oh, la ! " cried that young lady, " that is quite at J 
a confession that you have lost it, Mr Vincent. Oh, I 
interested I I wonder who it can be ! " 

"Hush, child; I daresay we shall know before long 
Mrs Tozer, who had alao rejoined the domestic party] 
doa't you colour up or look ashamed, Mr Vincent Ti 
word, it'a the very best a young minister can da To 1: 
where there's a quantity of young ladies in a 
Bometimes makes a httie dispeace ; but there ain't to 
I to choose from in Salem." 

I "La, mamma, how can you think it'a a lady 
' i«tied Phoebe, in a flutter of eonaciouaness. 

"Oh, you curious thing!" cried Mrs Tozer: "she'll' 
rest, Mr Vincent, till she's found it all out. She ahnj 
from a child, a dreadful one for finding out a secret. 
don't you trouble yourself ; it's the very best thing a 
minister can do." 

Poor Vincent made a haaty effort to exculpate himself' 
the soft impeachment, hut 'with no effect, Smiles, inm 
succession of questions asked by Phcebe, who retired, 
she had made her remark, with conscious looks 
blushes, perpetually renewed t\via 4e\i^U\j.\ uib^ect. 
Jooky young man retired upon. Ioict. \!\ ies^wwicvfiia.' 
1,! — ^if(Jpeu to the leas tiroULb\e8ome\o.?ie\iaviiA\lQa'^««'* 
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1. In tlie menn time the table wqb spread, and sa| 
red in most subslautial and ativoury shape; the i ^ 
uck being, that whenever the door was opened, the odours 
on and cheese from the shop camo in like a musty shadow 
boiled ham and hot sausages within. 
' am very partial to your style, Mr Vincent," said the 
^ J " there's just one thing i'd like to observe, sir, if 
.excuse ?«ft I'd give 'em a coorse ; there's nothing takea 
:cooi^e in our connection. Whether it's on a chaptt 
jf Scripture, or on u perticklar doctrine, I'd make i 
ing 'em a coorse if it was me. There was Mr Bailey, 
I's Green, as was so pojndar before he married- 
[cal coorse in the evenings, and a coorae upon 
mKDB in the morning ; and it waa astonishing to see how 
bok. I walked over many and mai'y's the sumni 
yself, he kep' up the interest so. There ain't a cleverer 
(1 our bHjdy, nor wasn't a better liked as he was then.' 
pd now I understand he's gone awfiy — -what was 
|t" asked Mr Vincent 

iBr shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. " 
of the women : they didn't like his wife ; and my 01 
ta is, he fell off dreadfuL Last time I heard him, I made 
f mind I'd never gn back again — me that was sueh an 
ft of bis; and the managers fomid the chapel was falling 
id a deputation waited on him ; and, to be sm*, he saw ' 
1^ to go." 
bd, oh, she was so sweetly pretty !" cried Miss Phcel 

riy, pray, Mr Vincent, don't h>ok so pale. If you 
lady, we'll all be so kind to her I We shan't 

ir mioister ; we shall " 

!e Miss Fhtebc paused, overcome by her emotions. 
do declare there never was such a child," s^d Mra 
litme of your business, Phffibe. She's a great deal 
^ Mr Vincent. But I don't approve, for my part, 
W manying a lady as is toi) grand for her place, whatf 
y. It's her that should teach suchlike as 
mple ways ; and a fine lady isn't no way suit- 
Not to discourage yon, Mr Vincent, 1 haven't a doubt, 
)f that you'll make a nice choice." 
i not the least intention of trying the experiment," 
r Vincent, with a faint smile ; then, lurninft Ui \iffl> 
7 the firet subject that occ\iTTBi\»V\w\. 
jSUyard in Back Grove SUeetV ' 
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tlie young minister. " I went to see her tlie other day. 
is she, or where does she belong to, can you tell met- 
ivhich of your great ladies in Carlingford is it," he addedtfl 
a little catching of his breath after a momentaiy pause, '' 
visits that poor lady? I saw a. carriage at her door." 

" Meaning the poor woman at the back of the chapel i" 
Tozer- — " 1 don't know nothing of her, except that I v 
there, air, aa you might do, in the way of douty, Al: ! 
she's in the gall of bitterness, Mr Vincent ; she didn't t^l 
'umble advice, sir, not ss a Christian ought. But she o 
to the chapel regular enough ; and you may be the meal 
putting better thoughts into her mind ; and as for our { 
ladies in Carlingford," continued Mr Toser, with the airi 
authority, " never a one of them, I give you my word, wotj 
out of her way a-visiting to one of the chapel folks. "" 
deal tcta bigoted for that, especially them at St Roque 

" Oh, Pa, how cau you say so," cried Phosbe, " wne 
very well known the Indies go everywhere, where the | 
are very, very poor? but theu Mr Vincent said a poof ' 
Was it a nice carriage 1 The Miss Wodehousea always wafti 
so does Mrs Glea, and all the Strangeways. Oh, I kuowl i 
the young Dowager — that pretty, pretty lady, you know, a 
thatgivesthe grand parties, and lives in Grange Lane. Ii 
carriage going up the lane by the cbapel once. Oh, Mr Vil 
wasn't she very, veri/ pretty, with blue eyes and browa ha* 

" 1 could not tell you what kind of eyes and hair they K 
said Mr Vincent, trying hard to speak indifferently, and < 
succeeding so far as Phcebe Tozer was concerned ; for who I 
venture tO associate the minister of Salem, even aa a v 
with the bright eyes of Lady Western? "I tLought it si 
to see her there, whoevei" she wn-s." 

" Oh, how insensible you are !" murmured Phosbe, a 
the table. Perhaps, considering all things, it was not ati 
that Phicbe ehouSd imagine her own pink bloom to Lave dil 
the young pastor's appreciation of other beauty. 

" But it was Mrs Hilyard I inquired about, and nol 
Lady — Lady what. Miss Pliosbel" asked the reverend hy]S 
crite ; " I don't profess to be learned in titles, but hers is surel 
a strange one. I thought dowager was another word for aa cA 
woman." ; 

" She's a beautiful young creature," broke in the buttetuH 

" I mayn't approve of aucli go\vig^-oii,V\A\cia^\.»IoKft.TOtj M 

^ifl deals with, me regular, and 1 cati te^i. -jciii. ■Ona ian^ 
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a different place when them eyes uf here are io it. She's 
of unr line, and she's out of your line, Mr Viccent," added 
tr, apologetically, coining down from his sudden enthusiasm, 
I mightn't aay as much as I do say ; for she's gay, and 
L^ Br-giviiig parties, and spending her life in company, as 1 
't ipproTe of ,- but to look in her face, you couldn't say a 
i ag^nst her — nor I couldn't. She might lead a man out, 
is wits, and I wouldn't not to say bknie lum. If the angels 
nicer to look at, it's a wonder to me !" Having reached lo 
pitch of aitmiration, the alarmed butterman came to a sud- 
pEtose, looked round him somewhat dismayed, wiped his 
bead, rabbed his hands, and evidently felt that he had corn- 
ed, himself, and was at the mercy of his audience. Little 
Uie guilty Tozer imagine that never before— not when giving 
Ufel upon chapel business in the height of wisdom, or com- 
lentiDg the sermon as only a chapel-manager, feeling in his 
ttbat the seats were letting, could — had he spoken so much 
be purpose in young Vincent's hearing, or won so much 
pUby from the minister. Aa for the female piirt of the 
paoy, they were at first too much amazed for speech. " Upon 
word, Papa !" burst from the hpsof the haK-iaughing, half- 
j Phcebe. Mrs Toner, who had been cutting bread with a 
B knife, hewed at her great loaf in silence, and not till that 
mtiou was over divulged her sentiments. 
Some bread, Mr Vincent 1" said at last that injured woman : 
Mi's how it is with all you men, Niver a one, however you 
' bftve been brought up, nor whatever pious ways yon may 
i been used to, can stand out against a pretty face. Thank 
biem, we know better. Beauty's but skin-deep, Mr Vin- 
; and, for my part, X can't see the difference between one 
o' eyes and another. I daresay I see as well out of mine 
jady Western does out o' hers, though Tozer goes on about 

It'fl a inerey for the world, women ain't carried away so ; 
(0 hear a man as is the father of a family, and ought to set 
nuiuple, a-talking lite this in his own house ! What is the 
bter to think. Tozeri and Phcelw, a girl as is as likely to 
I up notions about her looks as most? It's what I didn't 
Ktfrom you." 

Is, mamma I as if there was any likeness between Lady 
■tern snd me !" cried Phcebe, lifting a not-un expectant face 
• tho table. But Mr Vincent was not equnl to \}ii.ft wy».- 

Jfl i^t fiiraje, and under these circumstances, a. ^ftWaJ^^e _ 
'nt would not havo shocked ii.n^\)o4ij 
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jngs ; but the pastor neglected liia opportunities. Ke sat: 
and made no reply to Phcebe'a louk. He even at this, 
ment, if truth must be told, devoted himself to tbe well-fi 
plate which Mrs Tozer's hospitality had set before him. 
would fain have made a diversion in poor Tozer's favour i 
anything occurred to him in the thriU of sudden e 
which Tozer's declaration hud surprised him inta Aa it) 
tingling with anxiety to hear more of tha,t unknc 
whose presence muda sunshine even in the butterman'e ska 
iiidifTereiit words would find their way to Vincent's lipa 
bestowed his attentions instead upon the comfortable su{, 
which everybody around him, quite unextited by this ' 
interlude, was doing full justice, and, not venturing to 
listened with a palpitating heart. 

" You see, Mr Vincent," resumed Mrs Tozer, " that titto 
' the youug Dowager ' has been given to Lady Western by H 
as is her diief friends in CariingforU. Such little things iX 
to our knowledge as they mightn't come to other folks i 
situation, by us serving the best families. There's bu 
fanulies in Grange Lane as don't deal with Toaer, and o 
them's a new-comer as knows no better, and the other a 
old bachelor, as we wouldn't go across the road to get h 
torn. A well-kept house must have its butter, and its cl _ 
and its ham regular ; but when there's but a man and a i 
and them nigh as bilious as the master, and picking V 
cheese as one never heai'd tbe name of, and as has to be ai 
town for, or to the Italian shop, it stands to reason neithe 
nor Tozer cares for a customer like that." 

" Oh, Ma, what does Mr Vincent care about the customs 
cried Phoabe, in despair. 

"He might, then, before all's done," said the dea 
"We couldn't be as good friends to the chapel, i 
E.ble, nor as well thought on in our connection, if it v 
the customers. So yon see, sir. Lady Western, she's 
lady not a deal older than my Phcebe, but by reason c 
TQitrried an old man, she ha.s a step-son twice as old a 
and he's married ; and so this gay pretty creature here, she 
the Dowager Lady Western. I've seen her with young Lac 
Western, her step- daughter-in-law, and young Lady Westei 
was a defti older, and more serious-looking, and knew twafl 
times more of life than the Dowager— and you maybe snivlfl 
don 't lose the opportunit j to \sL\ig\\ a.\, li ntVCiiw — a-ai «a '2 ' 
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E Thank you for the explanation ; and I suppose, of course, 
Jives in Gmnge Laue," said the pustor, still bending with 
ition over hia plate. 
" Dear, dear, jou don't eat nothink, Mr Vincent," cried his 
Bnevolent hosteaa ; " that comes of study, aa I'm always a-tell- 
%g Tozer. A deal better, says I, to root the minister out, and 
bt Hm to move about for the good of hia health, than to put 
im up to sermons and coorses, when ve're aJl as pleased as 
^nnch to start with. She lives in Grange Lane, to be sure, as 
bey most all do as is anything in Carlingford. Fashion's ail — 
not I like a bit of stir and life myself, and couldn't a-bear them 
Rase walls. But it would be news in Salem that we was spend- 
|I*1E our precious time a-talking over a lady like Lady Western ; 
as for the womsin at the back of the chapel, don't you be 
od away to go tt} everybody as Mrs Brown sends you t<i, Mr 
Vincent. She's a good sonl, but she's always s-picking up some- 
lody. Tozer's been called up at twelve o'clock, when we wore all 
kbed, to see somebody aa waa djring ; and there was no dying 
ftioiit it, but only Mrs Brown's way. My son, being at his 
ddication for a minister, makes me feel motherlike to a young 
itor, Mr Vincent. I'd be grateful to anybody as would give 
Hy bciy warning when it conies to be his time." 

" I almost wonder," said Vincent, with a little natural impa- 
ience, " that you did not struggle on with Mr Tuftou for a little 
anger, till your son's education was finished." 

Mre Tozer held up her head idth gratified pride. " He'll bo 
wo years before he's ready, and there's never no telling what 
ay happen in that time," said the pleased mother, forgetting 
>w little favourable to her guest was any anticipated contin- 
mcy. The words were very innocently spoken, but ihey had 
eir effect upon Vincent. Be made haste to extricate himself 
am the ui^nt hospitality which surrounded him. He was 
nler than ever to Miss Phosbe's remarks, and listened with 
little impatience to Tozer's wisdom. As soon aa he could 
uiage it, he left them, with iibundant material for his thoughts. 
There's never no telling what may happen in that time," rang 
his ears as he crossed Qeorge Street to his lodging, and the 
ing minister could scarcely check the disgust and impatience 
llich were rising in hia mind. In all the pride of his young 
lUect, to be advised by Tozer — to have warning atoYvea \iiJ^ 
, rf tiut imfartunate brother in Parson's GTeeii,-«\\nae -^^W-X:^ 
herself obnoxioas to the deacons' >nIv«5— \o'\iwi«'CWS 
hd by the tuttorraan to the clmveY ttnyvra. S 



88 caB(»rici,Ea of ojUiUKffiuttO: 

face with auch an undiagujaed claim upon hia gratitude 
heaTen, wns tlua wliat Homerton was to o . » ^ . 
had been brought here, m all the young flush of hia hope^i 
to have the life crushed uut of him by those remorseless cha 
maaagers, and room made over hia tarnished fame and moilj 
expectations — over his body, &s the young man said to ha 
in unconscious heroics — for young Tozer'a triumphant entrt 
On the whole, it was not to be supposed that to see himsd 
the mercy of such a limited and jealous coterie — people pi 
of their liberality to the chapel, and altogether unable to < 
prehend the feelings of a sensitive and cultivated mind — CO 
be an agreeable prospect to the young man. Their vety ap 
batton chafed him ; and if he went beyond their levd, m 
ceeded their narrow limit, what mercy was he to expect, ■■ 
Justice, what measure of comprehension 1 He went home 
a bitterness of disgust in his mind far more intense and Irt 
than appeared to be at all necessary in the circumstances, 
which only the fact that thia was his firet beginning in real 
and that his imagination had never contemplated the prom] 
position of the butter-shop and the Devonshire Dairy, in ' 
he fondly called his new sphere, could have justified. Prt 
no new sphere ever came up to the expectations of the nsop] 
but to come, if not with tiio much gospel, yet with an i^ 
tual Christian mission, an evangelist of refined Nonconfof] 
an apostle of thought and religious opinion, and to aink-i 
denly into " coorses " of sermons and statistics of seat-lettit 
Salem — into tea-parties of deacons' wives, and singing-clawM| 
into the complacent society of those good people who yreretM 
Bcious of doing so much for the chapel and supporting A 
minister — that was a downfall not to be lightly thought oi 
Salem itself, and the new pulpit, which had a short time ai 
represented to poor Vincent that tribune from which he n 
influence the world, that point of vantage which was all hm 
man needed for the making of his career, dwindled into a q 
able scene of trade before his disenchanted eyes — 
shop, where his succeaa was to be measured by the seat^Ied 
and his soul decanted out into periodical issue under tb« 
of Tozer & Co. Such, alaa ! were the indignant thoughta 9 
which, the old Adam rising bitter and strong within h' 
young Nonconformist haatened home. 
And She was Lady Western — ftve go^eat wad. brightest i 
J'igheat Juminary in all tte soiAe^ij o\ CinXwv^nti. . fej^g 
' """ ■■ ^ao longer deaceaia ^" """^ 



esutnptnons eyos to tLat sweeter jjliinct which was as much 
ft of readi of the DiBsenting minister. Poor fellow ! his room 
i not receive a very cheerful inmate when he shut the door 
ion the world and sat down with hb thoughts. 



CHAPTER V. 

a about this time, when Mr Vincent was deeply cast down 
Innt his prospects, und saw Httle comfort before or around 
am, and when, consequently, an interest apart from himself, 
lod which could detach his thoughts from Salem and its leading 
nembers, was of importance, thut his mother's letters began to 
w specially interesting. Vincent could not quite explain 
T it was, but unquestionably these female epistles had es- 
Mnded all at once ; and iaatead of the limited household atmo' 
tbert hitherto breathing ia them — an atmosphere confined by 
Uie strait cottage walls, shutting in the little picture which the 
kbsent son knew so well, and in which usuallyno figure appeared 
nt those of his pretty sister Susan, and their little servant, and 
t feminine neighbour or two — instead of those strict household 
' nits, the world, as we have said, had expanded round the 
[daw's pen ; the cottage walls or windows seemed to have 
ppened out to disclose the universe beyond : life itself, and 
^orda the symbols of life, seeiaed quickened and running in a 
" ir current ; and the only apparent reason for all this revolu- 
waa that one new acquaintance had interrupted Mrs Vin- 
Bpnt^s aeclusiim, — one ouly visitor, who, from an unexpected 
1, recorded with some wonderment a month or two before, 
I gained posi^ession of tlie house apparently, and was per- 
Mnally referred to — by Susan, in her gradually shortening 
i, with a certain timidity and reluctance to pronounce hia 
; by the mother with growing frequency and confidence. 
Jfineenl, a little jealoua of this new influence, hod out of the 
^^hs of his own depression written with some impatience to 
ask who this Mr Fnrdbum was, and how he had tua'oa^eid te 
tetablj«fa himself no cnnMentiaWy in the ciAUg,e, ^Veti. \i-v* 
^terV letter aetouudcd him wiUi tlie iyliowuii^ ViEKfc 



r4u CQBO^IIQESB & CMBTilHOBPBP ; 

" My iiEABKaT Bov, — Mr Fordham is, or at least will 
or, if I miiat be cautious, as your piwr dear papa always w 
me I should— wishea very mudi, and I hope will sncce 
being — your brother, my own Arthur. This is sudden i 
but you know, and I have often ttiid you, that a crisis tH 
does seem to arrive suddenly; however muck yuu may i 
been looking for it, or making up your mind to it, it does < 
like a blow at the time ; and no dimbt there is somcthiq 
human nature to account fur it, if I was a philosopher, like; 
dear papa and you. Yes, my dear boy, that is how it is. 
course, I have known for some time past that he must have 
a motive — no mother could long remain ignorant of that ; 
I can't say but what, liking Mr Fordham so much, and b 
him eoery way no nnext^ptinnahle, except, perhaps, in thw 
of means, which we know nothing about, and which I h 
ways thought a secondary consideration to character, as I nil 
brought up my children to think, I was very much pUt 
For you know, my dear boy, life is uncertain with the stroDj 
and I am becoming an old womau, and you will marry no d« 
and what ia to become of Susan unless »he does the samel' 
I confess I was pleased to sec Mr Fordham'a inclinations 8 
iug themselves. And now, dear Arthur, I've given them 
bieaaing, and they are as happy as ever they can be, and not' 
is wanting to Susan's joy but your sympatiiy. I need not ( 
gest to my dear boy to write a few words to his sister to I 
her feel that he shares our happiness ; for Providence has bit 
me in affectionate children, and I can trust the instincts of 1i 
Arthur's heart ; and oh ! my dear son, how thankful I on^ 
be, and how deeply I ought to feel God's bleasinga ! He ■ 
been a father to the fatherless, and the strength of the wid 
To think that before old age comes upon me, and while T 
still able to enjoy the sight of your prosperity, I should 1 
the happiness of seeing you comfortably settled, and in the' 
to do your Master's work, and make yourself a gt ' 
and Susan so happily provided for, and instead of losing b 
new son to love — indeed, I am overpowered, and 
hold up my head under my blessings. 

" Write immediately, my dearest hoy, that we may have- 
comfort of your concurrence and sympathy, and I a 
with much love, 

«Mj Artte's loOTg mollier, „ j. j,^ ^^^^ 



itisfactory. He is not in any profession, but has 
I, to live on very comfortably, and is to pve n 
M» afterwards ; which, indeed, I am ashamed to thi 
1 ima^ne necessary, as it looks like want of trust, a 
usan's happiness was not the first thing with us — t 
I must learn to be prudent and self-interested for yofl 



19 with no such joyful feelings as his mother's that Vii _ 
id tihia letter. Perhaps it was the jealousy with whidi 
heard of this unknown Mr Fordham suddenly jumping 
I fdendship of the cottage, which made him contemplate 
most glum and auspicious tispect the stranger's promotion 
I love of Susan, and the motherly regard of Mrs Vincent, 
iie fdlow I who was he 1 the young minbter murmured 
) spoiled breakfast ; and there appeared to him in a halo 
t memories, as he had never seen them in reahty, the 
graces of his pretly sister, who "was as much above tha 
a the Fhccbe Tozers as that ineffable beauty herself who 
led with a glance the vacant throne of poor Arthur Vin- 
teart There was nothing ineffable about Susan — 1 
^BT had seen no man even in Homerton whom he woi 
J sea master of her affections ; and he 
, diHsatiafled, and alarmed by this information. Perhap*' 
ber's uaworldliness was excessive. He imagined that he 
Ktve exacted more positive information about the for- 
f a stranger who had suddenly appeared without any 
buainess there, who had no profession, and who might 
IT lightly as he came, breaking poor Susan's heart. Mr 
I foigot entirely the natural process by which, doubtless, 
iher^B affections had been wooed and won as well as 
To him it was a stranger who had crept into the 
ad gained ascendancy there. Half in concern for Susan, 
[enlousy for Susan's brother eclipsed, but beheving him- 
» entirely actuated by the former sentiment, the youni 
■ WTute liis mother a hurried, anxious, not too 
d nnta, be^i;ing her to think how important a : 
I, «id not to come to too rapid a conclusion ; and ofl 
filUB relieved his feelings, went out to his day's work 
thui usually uncomfortable frame of mind. Mrs Vin- 
tgmtnl&ted herself upon her son's ha\jpy aettVeraenV, wi 
^xm^ dMogbter'a engagement. What ii Mx Tot4Wsw 
^HUs unsatisfactory aa Salem Chapelt tl\s ^k^ 
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v-ork was a round of visits, wliicL were not veiy particulai 
Mr Vincent's mind. It wns the day for Jiis weekly call ; 
Mr Tufton and various other members uf the congregatiori 
more attractive ; and at Siloam Cottage he wiia TemJBi:' 
Mra Hilyard, whom he had not seen again. Here at lea 
wtmething to be found different from the ordinary level 
went np to Back Gnive Street, not without a vague ezpecft 
in hia mind, wouderiiig if that singular stranger would lot 
unlike the rest of his fiuck to-day aa she had done on the fd 
ocoaaion. But when Vincent emerged into the narrow sf 
what was that unexpected object which threw the young 
into Euch sudden agitation 1 His step quickened unconsa' 
into the rapid sUeut stride of escitement. He was at the a1 
door befnre any of the onlookers had so much as perceived 1 
in the street. For once more the narrow pavement owne 
little tattered crowd gazing at the pawing hoi-ses, the big ( 
man, the henvenly chariot ; and doubtless the celestial t* 
must be within. 

Mr Vincent did not pause to think whether he ough^ b 
turb the interview which, no doubt, was guing oa up^ 
He left himself no time to consider punctilios, or even to I 
what was right in the matter. He went up with that awdl 
excitement somehow winging tis feet and making his fooM 
light. How sweet that low murmur of conversation with' 
he reached the door ! Another moment, and Mrs Hilyaid 
self opened it, looking out with some surprise, her dark 
head, in its black lace kerchief, standing out against the 1 
shabby drab-coloured wall visible through the opening « 
door. A ]ook of surprise for one moment, then a f' 
something like mirth lighted in the dark eyes, and the 
lines about her mouth moved, though no smile came. '^, 
you, Mr Vincent t — come in," she said. " I should not . 
admitted any other visitor, but you shall come in, as yo< 
my ghostly adviser. Sit down. My dear, thia geutlemi 
my minister and spiritual guide." 

And She, sitting there in all her splendour, casting exl 
dinary lights of beauty round her upon the t 
perfuming the air and making it musical with that rus^ 
woman's robes which had never been out of poor Vincent^ 
since he saw her first ; — She lifted her lovely face, smiled] 
bowed her beautiful head to the young man, who oould 
J/'ked to go down on his Vneea, ti«^ ta aek M\^hing» but a' 
J^^orsbip. As he dared uol io tfa6.t,\iBBati«5j 



hing^ but K^H 
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1 the chair Mrs Hilyard puiuted to, and said wil.li cmbar- 
'hat he feared he had chosen a wrong time for Lis 
rould return again — -but nevertheless did not move 
I' be was, 

Q very glad to see you. Jly Tisitora are 
r, nowadays, that I can afford to tuni one from the 
e another ohooaea to come the some day. My dear, 
Understand Mr Vincent baa had the goodness to take charge 
ly spiritual affairs," said the mistress of the room, sitting down, 
nee dark poor dress, beside her beautiful visitor, and laying 
thin hands, still marked witL traces of the coarse blue colour 
li rubbed off her work, and of the scats of the needle, upon 
table where that work lay. " Thank heaven that's a luxury 
JKHirest of us needs not deny herself. I liked your sermon 
■ Sunday, Mr Vincent. That about the fashion of treating 
baa tilings witli levityj was meant for me. Oh, I didn't dia- 
i it, thank you! One is pleased to think one's self of bo 
li consequence. There are more ways of keeping up one's 
"17 propro than ytncr way, my lady. Now, don't you mean 
it You see I cannot imssibly unburden my mind to Mr 
mt while yuii are here." 

lM you ever hear auything so rude J " said the beauty, 
ng paeionsly to the young niinister, " You call me a great 
;i and all sorts of thin/^s, Rachel ; but I never could be as 
a you always were as long as I remember." 
'My dear, the height of good-breeding is to be perfectly ill- 
3 when one pleases," said Mrs Hilyard, taking her work 
e and putting on her thimble : " but though yon 
wonderfully pretty, you never had the makings of a thorough 
lady in you. You can't help trying to please everybody — 
:!), indeed, if there were no women in the world," added 
t<harp observer, with a sudden glance at Vincent, who s:iw 
thin lines again move about her tuoulh, " you might easily ' 
rithoat giving yourself much tronble. Sir Vincent, if this 
mm't leave us, might I tnnible you to talk? For two 
> of thought, carried on at the same moment, now that 
Ataf sodety, are too exhausting for me." I 

tl wlucb speech she gravely pinned her work to her knee, 
vd her needle with a long thread of blue cotton, and be- 
bor work with the utmost composure, leaving her two 
i^in the awkward t^le-a-tHe position which the ■^tewsawi 
vttirely absorbed in her own em^io-^OiKa'i,, 
" bs&vit'tet/, naturally proiiucea. '^iflH 
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hia life bad Vinceut been so anxious t,o appear to advant 
never had he been bo totally deprived of the use of liis 
ties. Kin eager looks, liis changing colour, perhaps inUt 
for him with the beautiful stranger, who was not ignore 
those aigns of subjugation which she saw so often. 

" I think it was you that were so good as to clear the 
for me the last time I was here," she said, with the bW 
grace, raising those lovely eyes, which put even Toaer I 
himself, to the unfortunate pastor's face. " 1 remember 1 
ing you must be a stranger here, as I had not seen ytS 
where in society. Those wonderful little wretches nevw 
to come to any harm. They always appear to me to be a 
bling among the horses' feet. Fancy, Rachel, one of thoBf 
who flourish in the back streets, with aueh rags — oh, such. 
— you could not possibly make them, if you were to trjl 
scissors — such perfection must come of itself ; — had just p 
in before me, and I don't know what I should have di 
Mr (I beg your pardon) — if you had not cleared tha 

" Mr Vincent," said Mrs Hilyard, breaking in upon Vim 
deprecation. " I am glad to hear yon had somebody feci 
you in such a delicate distress. We poor women can't : 
to be so squeamish. What 1 are you going away 1 My 
be sure you say dowa-stairs that you brought that poor a 
some tea and sugar, and how grateful she was. That « _ 
everything, you know, and does my lady credit at the 
time. Good-bye. Well, I'll kiss you if you insist upon it; 
what can Mr Vincent think to see such an operation perfon 
between us ! There ! my love, you can make the men do w 
you like, but you know of old you never could conquer me." 

" Then you will refuse over and over again — and you dl 
mind what I say— and you know he's in Lonsdale, and \ 
he's there, and all about him " 

" Hush," said the dark woman, looking all the darker u 
stood in that bright creature's shadow. " I know, and abl 
■will know, wherever he goes, and that he is after evil wIm 
he goes ; and I refuse, and always will refuse — and my di 
pretty Ahce," she cried, suddenly going up with mpid 1 
mence to the beautiful young woman beside her, and )a 
once more the delicate ruse-cheek to which her own taai 
great a contrast, " I rlnn't mind in the least what you say.T 

"Ab, Rachel, I don't understand you," said Lstly Wea 
Jooking a,t her wistfully, 
^^You oevcrdid, my dear ; \iut Aoii'tiOT?,c'(.'wi 
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i and sngar aa you go down-stairs," said Mra llilyard, 
Qg immediately, not witliout tlie usual gleam in her eyes 
Wement of her mouth, " else it might Ije auj _ 
L have your fortune told, or sumothing like that ; and ] 
^Ur ladyship 6011 voyage, and no encomiter with ra^af 
I your way. Mr Vincent," ahe continued, with greil 
I standing in the middle of the room, when Vin 
pg trith excitement, afraid, with the embarrassing ti 

Inferior poaition, to offer his services, yet chafing ii 

a be obliged to stay, reluctantly closed the door, whidi 
fopened for Lady Westera'a exit, " teU me why a young 
I yoKT spirit loses such on opportunity, of conducting the 
t beaaly in Carlingford to her carriage % Suppose she 
pome across another ragged boy, and faint on the stairs)-^ 
mould have been only too liapfiy ; but as I am no 
ite afi to know Lady Weatern," said the young minis 

pg, " I feared to preaume " 

1 Ui entirely changed aspect hie strange companion in 
tbtiiL "Lady Western could not think that any i 
jfae met in my house presumed in od'ering her a commoi 
[" BBJd Mrs Hilyard, with the air of a duchess, and a 
his gleam out of Ler dark eyes. Then she recollected 
[ gave her startled visitor a comical look, and dropped 
t chair, before which tliat coarsest of poor needlewoman's 
ua lying. " Mji house ! it does look like a place to 
respect, to be sure," she continued, with a hearty per- 
of the ludicrous, which Vincent was much Ujo preoccu- 
} notice. " What foola we all are ! but, my dear Mr 
1^ you are too modest. My Lady Western could noj 
Kmn anybody who honoured her with such a rapt obsei 

Don't fall in love with her, I beg of you. If she v 
a flirt, I shouldn't mind, but out of her very goodnc 
(lagerous. She can't bear to give pain to anybody, whuji. 
he implies that she gives double and treble pain whd 
k cornea. There ! I've warned you ; for of course yi 

nil diance of that," said Vincent, who had been coni- 
IhiinsttU to remain quiet, and restraining his impulse, 
U tbe vision had depai-ted, to rush away out of the im- 
■ad place. " Small diance of that," he repeated, drawing 
* ' , as he listened with intent ears to the roll of the 
hcan ied Heir sifsy ; " society iu CaiVingVoti ^aa 
"'"" lotiag miaister." 



I "All the better for Lim," anli! Mrs HUyard, regarding 
I with curious looks, and discerDing with female acutenes 
haze of eKcitemeut aud incipient itosaiuu which surrouudedl 
" Society's all very well for people who have been broog 
in it ; but for a young recluse like you, that don't kn< 
world, it's murder. Don't look affronted. The reaaon i 
expect too much — twenty times more than anybody ever 
But you don't attend to my philosophy. Thinking of 
nermon, Mr Vincent 1 And how is our friend the buttei 
I trust life bet,riiis to look more cheerful to you under his 

"Life?" said the preoecujHed minister, who wa 
the spot where that lovely apparition had been ; 
change its aspects perpetually. You spoke of Lonsd^ 
now, did you not'i Is it possible that you know that' 
pltice! My mother and sister live there." 

" I am much interested to know that you have a motlu 
sister," aaid the poor needlewoman before him, looking ""' 
calm, fine-lady impei-tiuence in his face "But yoa 
hear me speuk of Lonsdale ; it waa her ladyship who mi 
it. As for me, 1 interest myself in what is going on < 
Mr Vincent. I am quite absorbed in the chapel ; I 
know how you get on, and all ahuut it. 1 took that ; 
on Sunday about levity deeply to heart. I entertain a 
hope that you will see mo improve under your ministrli 
even though I may never come up to the butterman's stall 
Some people have too high an ideal. If you are as much 
optimist as your respected deacon, I fear it will be ages ' 
I can manage to mate you approve of me." 

Vincent's wondering thoughts were recalled a little l^ 
attack. " I hope." he said, rousing himself, " that you d 
think me bo inexperienced as not to know that you are IM 
ing at me 1 But indeed I should be glad to believe that 
services at the chapel might sometimes perhaps be some conj 
to you," added the young pastor, assuming the dignity of 
office. He met his penitent's eyes at the moment, and faltt( 
moon-struck as he was, wondering if she saw through 
through him, and knew that he was neither thinking of « . 
lation nor of clerical duties, but only of those lingering eel 
which, to any ears but his own, were out of hearing. !~ 
■was little reason to doubt the acute perceptions of that 
amused, holf-mahcious glance. 

" GomfoTt!" she crieA \ " w\iat a vevy fltrange vxu 



I comfort. 1 tliought yon new peciple liad somethi 
^ to give ua ; enlightenment," abe said, with a 
|inockbry, throwing the word like a atone — "religio 
m, privnte judgment. Depend upon it, that i 
bd from you by the butterman. Comfort I one lias tl 
fee." 

pu never can have that but in conjunction with truth, t 
|b not to be found in Bome," said Vinixnt, pricking up ii 
i so fumiliar a challenge. 

Pe'll not argue, though you do commit yourself by an 
^" said JIrs Uilyard ; " but oh, you iuuuceut young man, 
Eb the comfort to come from ) Comfort will not let your 
pd fill your chapel, even granting that you knew how to 
iaicate it. 1 prefer to be instructed, for my part. T<^" 
n ftt the age, and in the circumstances, to do tiiat." 
tear you etiU speak in jest," said the minister, with sold 
t'yet a little gratification ; " but I shall be only too hap| 
B been the means of throwing any hght to you upon t' 
lee of our faith." 

[ a moment the dark eyes gleamed with something 1 
pr. But there was nothing ill-natured in the a 
fhich his strange new friend contemplated the yonng pas- 
ithe depressions and confidences of his youth. She an- 
llritli a mock gravity which, at that moment, he was by 
inB clear-sighted enough to see through. ^ 

p," she said, demurely, " be sure you take advantage i 
Biportunitiea, and instruct us as long as you have 
fa instruction. Leave consolation to another time : 
li'i attend to me, Mr Vincent ; come another day : 
■&y, when I shall be able to criticise your si 

II hnve no Lady Western to put ns out. Thi 
mimiig, don't you think t Only, I entreat you, whatever 
L don't fall in love with her; and now, since I know j 
[ you may go away." 

teat Htanimered a faint protest as he accepted his < 
I but roBo promptly, glad to be released. Another^ 
[t, bowever, seemed to strike Mrs Hilyard us she shook 

I foar mother and sister in Lonsdale keep a school t " 
lU. "Nay, pray don't look affronted. Clergymen's 
1 daijghters very often do in the Church. 1 meM*. 
B m this case. They don't 1 well, "CaxX la tta.\ 
■■nay they are not likely to 'bem. xVa'* 



i3f tlaiigorous atraTijj;er3. Gwd-bye; and you must come, 
oil Mouduy, wlieii I sliall be aloue." 

" But— dttii(fen)U8 atrnngere— may I ask you to exp^ 
said Vincent, with a little alarm, instinctively recurring to 
threatened brother-in-law, and the news which had diHturbed 
compoaiire that morning bufore lie same out 

" I can't explain ; and you would not be any the wiser' 
Mrs Hilyard, peremptorily. " Now, good morning. I m 
they don't keep a school ; because, you know," she added, b 
ing full into his eyes, as if defying him to make any me 
out of her words, "it is very tiresome, tedious work and 
poor ladies out. There!— good-bye; next day you come Ishrf 
very glad to see you, and we'll have no fine ladies toputtttW 

Vincent had no resource but to let himself out of tbeduj 
little room which this strange woman inhabited as if It tudi 
a palace. The momentary alarm roused by her last wnrA^i 
the state of half offence, half interest, into which, notwiUuB 
ing his preoccupation, she had managed tu rouse him, i 
away, however, as he re-entered the poor little street, which' 
now a road in Fairyland instead of a lane in Carlingford, IB 
rapt eyes. Qoldeii traces of those celestial wheels surely liugl 
still upon the way ; they still went rolling and echoing ortt; 
poor young minister's heart, which he voluntajily threw dl 
before that heavenly car of Juggernaut. Every other imp 
aioa faded out of his mind, and the infatuated young man. 
no effort of resistance, but hugged the enchanted chaiit 
had seen Her — spoken with Her — henceforward was ol 
acquaintance. He cast reason to the winds, and prohsbili 
and every convention of life, Did anybody suppose that all ^ 
world leagued against him could prevent him from seongl 
again 1 He went home with an unspeakable elation, low 
and excitement, and at the same time with a vain floating ioii 
his mind that, thus inspired, no height of eloquence was ilQ 
aible to him, and that triumph of every Mnd was ineiitsl 
He went home, and got his writing-desk, and plunged iaU 
lecture, nothing doubting that he cnuld transfer to his woric' 
glorious tumult of his thoughts ; and, with his paper beforal 
wrote three words, and sat three hours staring into the ta 
air, and dreaming dreams as wild as any Arabian tale. 3 
was the first effort of that chance encounter, in which the 
iiiagea were not Lady Western and the poor Dissenting 
' ' Beauty and Love, perennioV ^ieiq at^i ' 
that never em" 
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CHAPTER Vr. 

sa only two days after this eventful meeting that Vincent, 
J luirl mwiitiitive ua was natural in auck a condition uf mind, 
ed intu Masters'a shop to buy some books. It would have 
difBctilt for bim to have explained why he went there, ex- 
perhaps, because it was the last place in the world which 
latere at the chapel would have advised him to enter. For 
was nnother bookseller in the town, an Evangelical man, 
used by Mr Bury, the whilom rector, where all the Tract 
y'g publications were to be had, not to speak of a general 
of iiteratiire quite wide enough for the minister of Salem. 
m^e wiis a branch of the Londou Masters, and, as might be 
eed, 'Wfta equally amazed and indignant at the intrusion 
Disaenter among its consecrated book-shelves. He was 
id to turn over all the varieties of the ' Christian Year ' on 
stable before any of the attendants condescended to notice 
?aeenc« ; and it proved so difficult to find the books ha 
id, and ao much more difficult to find anybody who would 
' le trouhle o£ looking tor them, that the young Noncon- 

^ who wa3 Bufflcieutly ready to take offence, began tt> get 

i impatient, and had all but strode out of the shop, with 
■nwrtification to record to the disadvantage of Carlingford. 
he began to get very angry, the door swung softly 
voice became audible, lingering, talking to some- 
before enteiing. Vincent stopped speaking, and stared in 
Lopmau's astonished face when these tones came to his ear. 
XL back inatantly upon the side-table and the ' Christian 
(cM^tting his own business, and what he had been saying 
^eUiug everything except that She was there, and that in 

■ mnment they would stand again within the same walls. 

t over the much-multiplied volume with a beating heart, 
in one hand a tiny miniature copy just made to sUp 

the pocket of an Anglican waistcoat, and in the other 
ig red-leaved and morocco-bound edition, as if weighing 
respective merits — put beside himself, in fact, if the truth 
bo told, oblivious of his errand, his position — -of eveiything 
fact that She was at the dour. She came in with a 
: floCter and rustle of sound, a perfumed air entering with 

Uie unauap ectcd enthusiast thought, aud bega-n \a X'A.'t^ 
>ald have given half \\\s> Me, w 




people of tLe pUcc, wlio flew to serve her. She had her tabl 
in her hand, with a list o( what she wanted, and held op add 
forefinger as she stood reading the items. As one thiag^ 
another was mentioned. Masters and his men darted off inaei 
of it There were fortunawly enoagh to give each of tim 
separate errand, and the principal ranged liis shining waresM 
the counter before her, and bathed in her smiles, whiJe a 
satellites kept close at hand, listening with si! their eara fwl 
other comtnisrion. Blessed Masteis ! happy shopmen ! that' 
who looked so blank when Vincent stopped short at the sk 
of her voice and stared at him, had forgotten all about Vina 
She was there ; and if a little impromptu litany would 1 
pleased her ladyship, it b probable tiat it could hava i 
got up on the spot after the best models, and that e?eB 
Nonconformist would have waived his objections to litmg 
woiship and led the responses. But Mastera'a estauiehl 
offered practical homage — only the poor Dissenting miail 
divided between eagerness and fear, stood sileut, flushed 1 
exdtement, turning wistful looks upon her, waiting till ped 
she might turn round and see him. and letting fall out of hiab 
bling fingers those nnr^arded editions of the Anglican ^i* 
"And two copies of the 'Christian Year,'" said Lady W^ 
suddenly. "Oh, thank you so much! but I know theyim 
on the side-table, and I shall go and look at them. Not 
veiy amalleat copy, Mr Masters, and not that solemn onei 
the red edges ; something pretty, with a little ornament I 
gilding : they are for two little pwf'''jee» of nuue. Oh, ha 
exactly what I want ! another one like this, pleasa Howl 
obliging all your people are," siud her ladyship, benignly,** 
nearest man dashed off headlong to bring what she wantti 
"but I think it is universal in Curlingford ; and indeed. 
manners of our country people in general have improved 
much of late. Don't you think so? oh, there can"t be a que 
about it ! " 

"I beg your ladyship's pardon, I am sure ; but perhaps, 
lady, it is not safe to judge the general question from your }• 
ship's point of view," said the polite bookseller, with a boi 
"Oh, pray don't say so ; I should be wretched if I tboi 
ymi took more trouble for me than for other people," siu^ 
yoimc Dowager, with a sweetness which filled Vincent's >■ 
with jealous pangs. She was close by his side— so close 
- Lcr^ robos rustled in tes^ery ^..-4^*-^ 
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^y. If she did not notice liim, what did it matter 1 — aileiit 
itiaa, speechless homage, could Dot affront a queen, 
id it was happily very far from affronting Lady Westeni. 
nned round wi^ a little curiuaity, and looked up in his 
"Oh, Mr— Mr Vincent," cried the beautiful creature, 
tening in recognition. " How do you do ? I suppoae you 

resident in Carlingford now, are not youl Pardon me, 
[ did not see you when I came in. How ^ery, very good 
of yon to go and see my — uiy friend ! Did you ever see 
osgao dreadful as the place where she lives 1 and isn't she 
ttreordinary creature f Thank you, Mr Masters ; that's 
iy what I .want I do believe she might have been Lord 
eellor, or something, if she had not been a woman," said 
nchantress, once more lifting her lovely eyes with an ex- 
OB of awe to Vincent's face. 

be seems a very remarkable person," said Vincent. " To 
m wliBre she is, makes one feel how insignificant are the 
aatanceB of life." 
teally! now, how do you make out that!" said Lady Wea- 

"for, to tell the truth, I think, when I see her, oh, how 
tant they are ! and that I'd a great deal rather die than 
«. But you clever people take such strange views of 
i. Now tell me how you make that out." 
I&J," said Vincent, lowering bis voice with a delicious 

m having a subject to be confidential upon, " you know 
conditions of existence all her surroundings imply; yet 
met ignorant could not doubt for a moment her perfect 
ioii^ to them — a superiority so pertect,"'he added, with 
ten insight which puzzled even himself, " that it is not 
aiy to assert it," 
J^ to be sure," said Lady Western, colouring a little, and 

% momentary hauteur, " of course a Hussell 1 mean .1 

ittoman — must always look the same to a. certain extent; 
klM I I am only a very commonplace little woman," con- 
l tba beauty, brightening into those smiles which perhaps 
I bs distributed too liberally, but which intoaicated for the 
nt every man on whom they fell. " I think those circum- 
• which you speak of so disrespectfully are everything I I 
tmt a great aoul to triumph over them, I should break 
. or tbiy would overcome me — oh, you need not ahafce 
hand ! I know I am right so far as I myaeU am conaeirft?&.r 
■' '-cannnC think 30," sakl the intoxicated ■jOvnii^'D 
'" an/ chvamstuuces— ~" ~ 
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I tba bevriUIered youtli made no direct reply. Hen 
^— ~,. at her, grew veij- red, Kod said, suddenly, "I beg yi 
jianlun," uteppiii)!: bnck in CAiifnsioo, like the gailty nua 
wo*. The Indy blushed Um, as her inquiring eyes met tl 
tiDiix|)ccted rmpnme. Used as she was to sdoratioii, lbs ] 
tlio wknt forne of the cdrnpUment withheld — it was a ttu»a 
times sweeter in lU delicate suggest! reness and reserve of 
cense than auy effusioH of words. They were both s little e 
fused for tliu monient, poor Vincent's momentary betrayal 
hiniMlf having somehow suddenly dissipated the array nf 
ciun«ts,ni»M which surrounded and separated two persons so 
ftjiart from each other in every conventional aspect, ITia:' 
tu regain her place and composure was of course Lady W 
who mode him a pretty playful cuitay, and broke into 
sweet ring of laughter. 

" Now I shall never know whether you meant to be con 
mentary or conteiii|)tuous," cried the yonng Dowager, " irf 
Is liard upon a creature with such a love of approbation as 
friend Siiys I have. However, I foi^ve you, if you meant t( 
very cutting, (or her sake. It b so very kind of yon to g 
nee her, and I am sure she enjoys your visits. Thank you, 
Mftstern, that is itll. Have you got the two copies of the ' Q; 
tian Year ' i Put them into the carriage, please. Mr Tind 
I am going t« hnvo the last of my sumraer-iiarties next Th 
day — twelve o'clock ; will you come ?— only a cup of cofiee, 
know, or tea if you prefer it, and talk an digcrdioit. I shfil 
happy to see you, and I have some nice friends and one or 
good piuturcsj BO there you have an account of all the att 
tiona my house can boast of. Do come ; it will he my last p 
this aeoHon, and I rather want it to be a great succ( 
ayreii, Iiiokiug up with her sweet eyes, 

Vincent could not tell what answer he made in his r^)t« 
but the next thing he wa,s properly consrions of was " " 
touch of her hand upon his arm as he led her to her 
some sudden courageous impulse having prompted him to 
fdi' himself that momentary blessedness. He walked fortli 
ft dream, conducting that heavenly vision: and there, outa 
stood the celestial chariot with those pawing horses, and 
children standing round with open mouth to watch Iha Im 
i'u]y'a progress. Jt was he who putber m -vjitfe. aMfih. ^mda i 
Alii^l>ieness aa perhaps only a genexo^ia WtinesuewuHw**.-^ 
Vi^^ddcttly surprised into passion, waii\4\)e ca.-?aM« tA — 



kiss the hem «f her garment, or do any other preposterous 
of homage — and just as apt ti> blaze up into violent self- 
irtion should any man attempt to humble him who had been 
s honoured. While he stood wal«hing the carriage out of 
bt, Masters himself came out to tell the young Nonconformist, 
cee presence that dignified tradesman had been loftily nncon- 
)UB of a few minutes before, that they had found the book 
wanted ; and Vincent, thrilling in every poise with the un- 
ked-for blessedness which bad befallen hun, was not sorry, 
he dropped out of the clouds at the bookseller's accost, 
ve'Cnter that pla^e where this enchantment still hovered, by 
J of calming himself down ere he returned to those prose 
ityoB which were his own lawful habitation. He saw vaguely 
I books that were placed on the counter before him — heard 
piely the poUte purling of Masters's voice, all -solicitous to 
ke up for the momentary incivility with which he had treated 
riend of Lady Western's— and was conscious of taking out 
parse and paying something for the volume, which he car- 
1 away witli him. But the book might have been Sanscrit 
anything Mr Vincent cared — and he would have paid any 
ttlouB price for it with the meekest resignation. Hia attempt 
^pear moderately interested, and to conduct this common 
had all hia wits about him, was sufficient 
npation just at this moment. His head was turned. There 
tUA have been roses blossoraing all along the bare pavement 
BoBge Street to account for the sweet gleams of light which 
' the entire atmosphere as he traversed that commonplace 
Kot only the interview just passed, but the meeting to 
bewildered liim with an intoricating delight. Here, then, 
R the society he had dreamed of, opening its perfumed doors 
teceive him. From Mrs Tozer'a supper-table to the boweiy 
of Orange Lane was a jump "which, ten days ago, would of 
have made the young minister ^ddy with satisfaction and 
are. Now these calm emotions had ceased to move him ; 
'not society, but a sweeter syren, had thrown chains of gold 
1 the unsuspecting Nonconformist. With Her, Back Qrove 
t was P.iradisc, Where her habitation was, or what he 
A see there, was indifferent to VinceuL He wus again to 
Honclf. 
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CHAPTER Vir. 




days which intervened between this meeting and 
Western's party were spent in a way which the mam^ 
Salem would have been far from approving of. Mr V 
indeed, was rapt out of himself, out of his worl;, out of : 
ordinary regions of life and thought. When he aat down 
sermons, his pen hung idly in his hand, and bia mind, n 
cheating itself by that semblance of study, went off int 
delicious reveries, indescribable, intangible — a secret swi 

ittonwhicli forbade labour, yet nourished thought % 
sometimes did not write a word in an hour, so deep n 
lect of Btudiousness displayed by the young pastor 
_ itiiig-deak, and so entire the silence he maintained 
room, shut up in that world of dreams which nobody 
anything of, that his landlady, who was one of his hearen 
municated the fact to Tozer, nnd expatiated everywhere 
the extreme devotion to study displayed by the new nd 
Old Mr TufUui, who had been in the habit of putting tt 
the disjointed palaver which he caUed a sermon on the Sb 
morning, shook hb head over the information, and doubU 
hia young brother was resorting more to carnal than to sj 
means of filling his chapel ; but the members of Salem 
raUy heard the rumour with pride, and felt a certain disti 
accrue to themselves from the possibility that their pastor 
ruin hia health, by over -study. It was a new sensat 
Salem ; and the news, as it was whispered about, certainl; 
to the ears of a few of those young men and thinkeis, 
pally poor lawyers' clerks and drapers' assistants, wliom 
was so anxious to reach, and drew two or three doubtfn 
teel hearers to the chapel, where Mr Vineent'a sermon, I 
no better than usual, and in reality dashed off at the la 
ment in sheer desperation, when necessity momentarily 
the dreams away, was listened to with a certain awe and i 
attention, solely due to the toil it was reported to h&vt 
The young minister himself came out of the pulpit waa 
aud ashamed, feeling that he bad neglected his du^ 
thoroughly disgusted with the superficial production, juatl 
rip with A few fiery sentences of that eloquence wliidi I 
and passion, whicU to laai jva'd 



and all Ihe deacons buzzed approbation. They were peiie- 
■witt the conviction that he had ^-orked hard at his 
1, and given them his best, and were not to be undeceived 
quality of the work itself, which was a secondary matter. 
deeply disgusted and contemptuous than ever was the 
pastor at the end of that Sunday — disgusted with him- 
baTe done his work so poorly — contemptuous of those 
rere pleased with it — his heart swelling with mortified 
to think that what he thonght so unworthy of him was 
sppreciated than his best efforts. For he did not know 

rthat had gone ahroad ; he did not know that, while 
_ over his own rising passion, and absorbed in dreams 
niadi Salem hod nothing to do, the little worid around 
» complacently giving him cre»Jit for a purpose of wear- 
iBself out in its behalf. The sermons so hastily written, 

into It comer by the overpowering enchantment of those 
i^ ware not the only sin he had to chaige against himself. 
■old not bring himself to bear the irksome society that sur- 

1 him, in the state of elevation and encitement he was in. 

rae unendurable, and PhiEbe to be avoided at all costs. 

not even pay his promised visit to Mrs Hilyard, nor go 

n Cottage BJi usual. In short, he spent the days in a 
>r dreiLm, avoiding all his duties, paying no visits, doing 
ttoral 'Work, neglecting the very seimon over which his 
dy saw Hm hanging so many sUent hours, without know- 

' all the vacant atmosphere between him and that blank 
of paper, in which she saw nothing, was peopled with 
riatants and unreal scenes to the dreamy eyes of her 
. Such were the first effects of Circe's cup upon the 
Btoieter. He indnlged himself consciously, with apolo- 
(df-remonstrances, as Thursday approached. After that 
't was to go on as usual. No — not as usual — with a 

lim and a higher inspiration ; but the season of dreams 

lie over when he had real admittance into that Eden 
^ Irbere the woman of aU women wandered among her 
i. He thought what he was to say to her on that events 
f— Jiow he should charm her into interest in his difficul- 
qd bunutify bis office, and the barren spot In which he 
HA it, with her sympathy. He imagined himself possessed 
NTi artaon of a place by her aide, a special guest of her 
A not vain, not deejily ])ersuaded of his 
ice : yet ail lliis seeracd only uaturai to \ui CTjiAftA. 



^p 



beatitudes, disclnsing to Lor all t.hnt was in his heart ; inJ 
tively he recalled nU that the p>ets have said of 'woinaMJ 
consoler — woman the inapirer. When he had gained that pa! 
less sympathy, what glorious amends he should make for ti 
few days' indolence to which he now gave way! Thus la 1 
inexperience he went oa, preparing for himself, aa any a 
little wiser could have seen at a glaace, one of the bitterea 
appointments of early life. 

Thursday came, a day of days — such a day as people ; 
hy, months after ; a soft and bright autumnal morning, t 
ing like spring. As Vincent issued from hia own door an 
his way along Qeorge Street to Grange Lane, he saw the i 
of St Roque's walking before him in the same directlonj 
Mr Wentworth himself was not more orthodoxly derio 
every detail of his costume than was the young Nonconfor 
who was going, not to Lady Western's breakfast-party, bat 
the Bower of Bliss, the fool's paradise of his youth. Mr V 
worth, it ia true, waa to see Lucy Wodehouse there, anil i 
true lover j but he walked without excitement to the greet 
which concealed from him no enchanted world of ddighti 
only a familiar garden, with every turn of which he waa peii 
acquainted, and which, even when Lucy was by his tide, 
tained nothing ineffable or ecstatic. It was, to tell the t 
an autumnal garden, bright enough still with scarlet gles 
geranium and verbena, with a lawn of velvet smoothnea 
no great diminution as yet in the shade of the acaciaa an^ 
trees, and everything in the most perfect order in th» 
shrubberies, through the skilful mazes of which some ' 
groups were already wandering, when Vincent passed t 
to the sunny open door. At the open windows within he <s 
see other figures in a pleasant fl.utter of gay colour and 
drapery, as he advanced breathless to take his own place il 
uuknown world. He heard his own name announced,wid 
in, with a chill of momentary doubt upon his high espeoH 
into the airy sunshiny room, with its gay, brilliaal^ t 
crowd, the ladies all bright and fresh in their pretty iQi 
dresses, and the din of talk and laughter confusing his uu 
tomed ears. For a moment the stranger stood embarn 
looking round him, eagerly investigatiRg the crowd for thi 
face, which was not only the sole face of woman in the i 
BO £iir as he was concerned, but in reality the only face he 
la the gay party, where everyboAy eitte^t himself k new i 
b'i<»faft Than iiB Ba.W bet. a'AA \v\a iiow'o^ ^gte qtP— 
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Hpcrceived him, she inado a few steps furward to 
ilheld out her hand. 
Il am so glad to see you — how kind of you to come ! " said 
ff Western ; "and such a beautitiil day — just what I wanted 
any last fHe. Have you seen my friend again since I saw 
i Mr Vincent — quite well, I hope 1 Now, do have some 
M — How do yon do, Mr Weotworthl Tou have been here 
fire minutes, and you have never paid your tespecia to me. 
p under the circumstances, you kiinw, one cannot overlook 
I neglect." 

\\ am too deeply flattered that your ladyship should have 
jnred my entrance to be able to make any defence," said the 
"e tS. St Roque's, who could speak to her as to any ordinary 

" s for circumstances " 

} dear, yes, we all know," cried Lady Western, with hei" 
mgh. " Was it you, Mr Vincent, who were saying that 
itances were everything in Hfe % — oh, no, I beg your par- 
ol* the reverse. I remember it struck me as odd and 
Now, I daresay, you two could quite settle that ques- 
I am such an ignoraniua. So kind of you to come ! " 

s about to protest his delight in coming, and to 

Mte the imputation of kindness, but ere he had spoken 

rds, he suddenly came to a stop, perceiving that not 

y Western's attention but her ear was lost, and that 

y another candidate for her favour had po.ssession of the 

He stepped back intii the gay assembly, disturbing one 

Tie members of which all turned to look at him with 

i curioaity. He stood quite alone and silent for some 

L wailing if, perhaps, he could catch the eye of Lady Wes- 

inded, swept away, carried off even from 

igbliourfaood, while he stood gazing. And here was he 

it of tie sunshine of her presence in the midst of Carling- 

iciety, kuowing nobody, whOe every face smiled and 

' uay but his own : talk an dwcret'wn ! such 

—but Vincent had never in his life felt so 

ronaly alone, so diamaUy silent, so shut up in himself. 

j come to woo society, doubtless he could have plucked 

[it, aaA made a little effort for his object. But he had 

see Her, flattering himself with vain dreams of secmiufj 

" —of wandering by her side through those gardeii- 

if keeping near her whenever she moved — ^and the dream 

ricate d him more deeply than even lie tim^l "' 

Vtrok e to his sober wits with a c\a\V s 



IJflcalion a.uA (liiftppnintnieiit wot to be expressed. He H 
fiileiit, (oUiiwiiig !icr with hw eyes as she glided ahoat fnw 
coiner to IIib otlior of the cniwded room. He had neUhet i 
nor earn fur luiylhiiig elm?. Beautiful as sbe had alwafs h 
Hho nan lovelier thun ever tt.-day, with her fair head nncnw, 
nnd unadorned, her beautiful hair glancing in the eteaar 
•uwiliino, ker tiny bands ungloved. Poor Vincent drewiw 
window, when it dawned upon his troubled penKption tlkst 
wiw Btanding amidst all those chattering langhipg peeritj 
dilont statiju of disiijiiioiiitment and dismay, and from that "^ 
rtfugo wiitchod her iia nhe made her progress. And, alas ! ] 
WcMterTi iwBurod evurybody that tliey were " so kind " to ( 
— »ho dintributtd hor smiloa, her kind words, eTeiywhera, 
buiitnud upon the old men and the young, the baDdsome 
tliu Wupid, with eqiiftl aweetneas. After a whiJe, as he s 
watching, Vincent began to melt in hia lieart. She was ha 
— the hiid tho party's pleasure to think of, not her own. I 
could but help hor, bring himself to her notice again in a 
other way ! Vincent made another step out of his window- 
looked out eagerly with shy scrutby. Nobody wanted his l 
They stared at him, and whispered questions -who he ■ 
When he at lenj|Clh nerved himseli to speak to his next tu 
Vinr, ho met with a courteous response and no more. Boa 
WM not cruel, or repulsive, or severely exclusive, but simply 
not know him, could not make out who he was, and was l 
tnlking that conversation of a limited sphere full of peiw 
allusions into which no stranger could enter. Instead of 
inolTAble hour he cx[ieoted, an embarrassing, unbearable tedlia 
wa« the lot of the poor Dissenting minister by himself an 
the beauty, wit, and fashion of Carlingford. He would ] 
stolen (tway but for the forlorn hope that things might men 
that Lady Western might return, and that the sunshine ha .. 
dreamed of would yet fall upon him. But no such happing 
came to the unfortunate young minister. After a while, a 
fectly undistinguished middle-aged individual charitably eng 
Mr Vincent in conversation ; and aa they talked, and whil* 
young man's eager wistful eyes followed into every new coml 
nation of the Uttle crowd that one fair figure which had b 
witched him, it became apparent that the company was flow" 
forth into the garden. At last Vincent stopped short ia 
L hinguid answer he was mating to Lis respectable interlocnit 
Ah^ • sudden start and acceaa ol im-^^ven^tc. Tftt \t^ 
^^b<; snAdei\]y clouded over. ti\>ft "t^ i«™«A>w:^ 
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With bittemeas, and a sharp pnng at Lis heart, Vi 
ked round and wondered to find himself in the hoi 
ompany, from wliich slie had gnuc. What business 
if No link of connection existed between hini and 
»rld of unknown people except herself. She had brougl 
e ; ehe alone know even bo much of him 
not an inch of ground to stand on in the little aheii 
f when she was not there. He broke off his conversa- 
h bis unknown aympatWaer abruptly, and rushed out, 
! to leave the place. But Bomehow, fascinated still, in 
ed different moods a minute, when he got outside, he 
;ered about the paths, where he continually met ^th 
and stray couples who stared at him, and wondered 
HDetames not inaudibly, who he was. He met her 
ler the shadow of the lime-trees with a train of gi 
ir, and a following of eager male attendants. When 
rward lonely to make his farewell, with <a look 
it to unite a certain indignation and reproach with still 
na devotion, the unco7isciou3 beauty met him with un- 
weetnesB, held out her hand as before, and smiled the 
Kant of smiles. 

'TPU going to leave us already 1" she said, in a tone 
tuf persuaded the unlucky youth to stay till the last 
, and swallow aU his mortifications. " So sorry you 
away bo soon ! and I wanted to show you my pictute»i 
(Other time, I hope, we may have better fortune. "" ~ 
* to me again, you must really be at leisure, a 
•engagements. Good-bye ! It was so kind of you 
id 1 am so sorry you can't stay ! " 
tttlier minute the green door had opened and closed, 
ion was gone, and poor Vincent stood in Grange hsau 
&B two blank lines of garden-wall, come back to 
daylight after a week's vain wandering in the e(u;hanted 
, Iialf atupilied, half maddened by the disappointment 
I^all. He made a momentary pause at the door, gulped 
big indignant sigh that rose in his throat, and, witit 
ned step and a heightened colour, retraced his ste] 
nad whioL no longer gleamed with any nay reflectior 
i^arder, more real, more matteivof-fact than ever it h; 
liridra. What a fool ho had been, to be led into such 
^t^QDl — to be cheated of Lis peace, &iid soducM. Ivo'm. 
i iutnxi cated into such absurdities o? 'Ko^a, ali \i^ 
-Sound of a Bwect-vo\ctt' "" 
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r known the weakness before, to cover 
^th ridicule, and compromise liia dignity bo eotirelyl 
B[ike of the first beautiful woman who amiled upon him ! 
Vincent 1 He hurried to his rooiOE thrilling wf ' 
schemes, and sudden vindictive ambition. That fair *c 
should learn that the 3'(ning J^oiicoiiformiBt was worthy t 
notice. Those self-engrosaed simperera should yet be all 
ont of their follies by the new fame rising up amongst \ 
Who was he, did they ask 1 One day they should know. 
That the young man should despise himself for thia o 
of injured feeling, as soim as he had cooled down, was ii 
but it took some considerable time to cool down ; ai 
mean time his resolution rose and swelled into that her 
which youth always attains so easily. He thought himM 
enchanted for ever. That night, in bitter earnest, he 1 
the midnight oil — that night his pen flew over the papi 
outbreaks, sometimes indignant, sometimes pathetic, on a 
ea remote as possible from Lady Western's breakfast-par^ 
Rwith a sudden revulsion he bethought himself of Salem [ 
I leligarchy, which just now prophesied ao m.uch good of tht 
minister. He accepted Salem with all the heat of paa 
that moment His be the task to raise it and its pastor 
a fame ! 



CHAPTER VIII. 



B events above narrated were all prefatory of the gro 
i accomplished by Mr Tinoent in Cariingford. Indfl 
date of the young minister's fame — fame which, as «v( 
acquainted with that town must be aware, was widely i 
beyond Cariingford itself, and even reached the mctn^ 
gladdened his Alma Mater at Homerton — might almo^ 
L^ a reference to Lady Western's housekeeping-book, if si 
', and the date of her last summer-party. That « 
e young Nonconformist into just tlie state of mind 5rtJ 
wanted to quicken all the prejudices of his education, i 
individual force to all the hereditary limits of thought ii^ 
ha had been bom, An attempt ou We \i5«t ol ^.W CJoif 
to re^oal the Toleration Act, ot leMMta'tB tiD.&1wa.itr~" 



prndnced a more permanent and rapid effect than La^^l 
^*s neglect, &nd the total ignurunce of Mr Vincent <^^H 
hy polite society in Carliugford. N'o slifime to luin. ^^M 
fecisely the same thing in private life which the f^l^^l 
iave been in public. Eepeal of the Toleration Act, ^H 
Ament »f the Test, are things totally impossible ; >^^H 
jwraecution is not to be apprehended or hoped for, ivh^^H 
itfae wrongs of a privileged class can the tme zest of i^^H 
i be found ? Mr Vincent, who had received liis Dissent^^H 
ties ae matters of doctrine, took up the familiar inatrn- 
|now with a rush of private feeling. He waa not con- 
ci tlie power of that sentiment of injury and indignation 
JioaseBaed him. Be believed in Ms heart that he was but 
pg, after a t«mparary hallucination, to the true dntics of 
Bt ; but the fact waa, tbnt this %vound in the tendoreat 
j-^ia general slight and indifference — pricted him forward 
it force of personal complaint which gives warmth and 
public grievance. The young man said nothing 
Western even to his dearest friend — ^tried not to think 
except by way of imagining bow she should one day 
f him, and know his name when it possessed a distinction 
neither the perpetual curate of St lioqiie's, nor any other 
tn that local world, dared hope for. But with fiety zeal 
I to the qneation of Church and State, and set forth the 
) which Christianity sustained from endowment, and the 
b evils of rich livings, episcopal palaces, and spiritual 
It was no mean or ungenerous argument which the 
, Nonconformist pursued in his fervour of youth and 
Ibd self-regard. It was the natural cry of a man who had 
1 life at disadvantage, and chafed, without knowing it, at 
'phalanx of orders and classe.a above him, standing close 
to prevent Hs entrance. With eloquent fervour he 
d apon the kingdom that wa^ not of this world. If 
ildfl were tnie, what had the Church to do with worldly 
muk, (liguities, power 1 Waa his Grace of Lambelh 
:e Paul the tentmaker than his Hohness of Home! Mr 
vent into the whole matter with genuine conviction, 
'lence in his own statements. He believed and had 
Bined in it. In his heart he was persuaded that he hint- 
K disgusted and much misunderstuud in his elected place 
pa Chapel, ministe/isd the gospel more do8e\y \,o ^ia 
tbaii the rector of Caxliugioii, ■«^i.Q "^s.^ 






lii« forty jiuiiniltt ii-ypar froni a tiiiy ancient endo w lu i i^ 
wiw ttptindiiig Iii.i ovtn Utile fortune ou liis church and dot 
TlicMo men had joined Ood and maminoa — they wen- in tfce 
of the Htfitu. Mr Vincent ttiundered forth the lofty ceiuim 

iigeliiit wlioiii the State did not recognise, and witk 
" liiul little enough to do. He bnm^bt forth 
Yi"ii|Hm?i nut iif tlw Himiertonarmooiy, new, bright, and di 
iLiiil Im did in>t know any more than his audience Unt b 
wiiiild liiivo wieldiiil them bo heartily — perhaps would ■ 
havu takwn thoni off the wall— but for the sudden sd^ 
wtibli liii) own inferior place, and the existence of a p.. 
cUm doubly niint againtit hia entrance, had quickened ; 
Nonal conscloiisnosa. Sueli, however, was the stiicutii 
wdke the ininintor of 8a!ein Chapel into action, and p 
titKi nrrliw of locturea on Church and State which, aa ey 
known, nhook Bucioly in Curlingford to its very foundatif 
" Now we'vo got (I young man as is a credit to ti 
Tojier ; " and now ho'» warming to his work, as I was 
afraid nf at first ; for auraehow I can't say as 1 coold » 
uulifi fact ion, when ho first come, that hia heart waa in 
nay, mm mi wu'vb got a pastor as doea us credit, I a 
mi).li to considor a bit of expense. My opiidon is as ws 
tuka tliu Muaio Hall tor them lectures. There's folks n 
to tile MumIo Hall as would never come to Solem, an 
rcBpoiiMiljIo for onr advtintagea, A clever young man ' 
Vincunt ,iin't to bo named along with Mr Tufton ; 
tL-acliunt of the community, that's what we are. I am ft 
jmbliu-apirlted — I always waa ; and I don't mind stand 
slmro. My opinion is as we should take the Mnaic F'" 

" Tf we was charging sixpence a-head oi 
Pigeon, tho piiulterer. 

" That's what I'll never give my consent to^never 
Tozer. " If wo was iinmain' the people, we might cha 
pence a-head ; but mark my words," contmued the bnt 
** there ain't twenty men in Carlingford, nor in no otho 
aa would give sixpence to have their mioda enlightened. X_ 
flir, We'rB conferring of a boon ; and let's do it haudsomelj. 
''ay — let's do it handsomely ; and here's my name down i 
five pound to clear expenses : and if every man in Salei^Jl 
OS Well, there ain't no i-eason for hesitating. I'm a pluiy| 
^I't I don't make no account ol a ^iU\6 ^iA. eS. Tac«a«x'^ 
.i^_»cip;e's at atake," 

■**« etatemeDt was concius 
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if a little bit of money, neitlier Mrs Pigeon nor Mrs Brown 
I have eodureil life had their huabanda yielded the palm 
OKer. And the Music Hall was au^ordiagly tnkou ; and 
, every Wednesday for six weeks, the young Nonconfonnist 
ited Ms ckeoal de bataUle, and brolie his impetuouB spear 
Bt the Church. Perhaps Carliugford was in wiint of a 
at the moment; and the town was virgin soil, and 
yet been invaded by sight or sound of heresy. Any- 
. the fact was, that this fresh new voice attracted the ear of 

BuMc. That personal impetuosity and sense of wrong 
gave fire to the disoonrae, njosed the interest of the 
imuurty. Mr Vincent's lectures Ijecame the fashion 
wyngford, where nobody in the higher levels of society had 
beard before of the amazing evils of a Church Establish- 
1, Bome of the weaker or more candid minds among the 
mce were even upset by the young minister's arguments. 
three young people of both sexes declared themselves 
kJ, and were persecuted to their heart's desire when 
intimated their intention of henceforward joining the con- 
ttion of Salem. The two Miss Hemmings were thrown 
B State of great distress and perplesity, and wrung their 
b, and looked at each other, as each new enormity was 
mt forth. A very animated interested audience filled the 
lliia in the Music Hall for the three last lectures. It was 
EtKer'a conviction, whispered in confidence to all the func- 
tna at Salem, that the rector himself, in a mnMer and blue 
Mes, listened in a corner to the voice of rebellion ; but no 
f of this monstrous supposition ever came before the public. 
iritbattuiding, the excitement was evident. Miss Wode< 
IB tcok tremulous notes, her fingers quivering with anger, 
ithe intention of calling upon Mr Wentworth to answer 
deny these assertions. Dr Marjoribanka, the old Scotch- 
I who in his heart enjoyed a hit at the Episcopate, cried 
px, iear," with hia atardy northern r rattling through the 
■nd clapped his large brown h;»nd8, with a broad grin at 
■■lighter, who waa " High," and one of Mr Wentworth's 
n of Mercy. But poor little Ruse Lake, the drawing- 
•t'b dinghter, who was going up for confirmation nest time 
lijjih'jp cariic to Carlingford, turned very pale under Mr 
AU the different phaaea of conviction ap- 
little hce — first indignation, ftveu &js\i!tit, 
determination to flee out itoTo.BBNi'jVci^. 
J^iid tuld her to attend to bci uftftSics ' 
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a Rose confided to liira lier troubles. Her neeiilewflrl 
J had just heard that the Church was rotten, and 
on its foundations ; tJiat it ■w&a choked vith filthy hu 
State Bupport; that Church to which she had been a1 
give ia her persona! adhesion ! Kuse put away her ci 
and confirmation good-booka, and crossed to the othei 
the street tlint she might not jiusa Masters'^ that empo: 
eyil. She looked wistfully after the youiig Nunconformu 
passed her on the streets, wondering what high martyr-tl 
must be in the apostolic mind which entertjiiiied au higli 
tempt for all the honours and distinctions of this world. 
while Mr Vincent pursued his own wp.y, entirely coaiii 
was natural for a young man, that he was " doing a great 
in Carlingford. He was still in that stage of life when 
imagine that you have only to state the truth dearly to 
beheved, and that to convince a man of what is right is i 
is necessary to his immediate reformatioa But it was a 
any very distinct hopes or wishes of emptying the dn 
Carlingford, and crowding Salem Chapel, that the yom 
proceeded. Such expectations, high visions of a day ' 
when not a sitting could be had in Salem for love or 
did indeed glance into tlie souls of Tozer and his brotb 
cons ; but tUe minister did not stand up and deliver h 
at the world — his outcry against tilings in general — hii 
youthful assertion that he too had a right to all the j( 
privileges of humanity, — as, by means of aermona, h 
poems, or what not, youth and poverty, wherever they 
chance, do proclaim their protest against the world. 

On the last night of the lectures, just as Vincent Iiai 
his place upon his platform, a rustle, ad of some one (rf i 
auce entering, thrilled the audience. Looking over the 
heads before him, the breath almost left the young mi 
lips when he saw the yonng Dowager, in all the glory ( 
dress, threading her way through the crowd, which, oj 
let her pass. Mr Vincent stood watching her progress, 
that it was time for him to begin, and that his heare 
absorbed than he, were asking each other what it was 
had so suddenly paled his face and checked his utteranci 
watched Lady Western and her companion come shm 
ward ; he saw Tozer, in a delighted bustle, leading the 
oae of the raised seats of the orchestra close to the pi 
}fhen tbej were seated, and, not ti.\iA.Ven,'Caa\esfta\^ 
^^ong gasping breath, turned to Im auSieB.!*, 
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i:^ to his eyes. Ife began, lialf fflechaaically, to spei 
lade a Budden patise, his miud occupied with other thj 
fc Tery skirts of the crowd, far back at the door, stood 
of Back Grove Street In that moiaeiitary pause, 
tr standing alone, with the air of a person who liad ' 
{Consciously in sudden surprise and consternation. 
hsk face looked not less confused and startled than Vin- 
imself was conscious of looking, and her eyes were turned 
( same direction as his had been the previous moment. 
owd of Carlingford hearers died off from the scene for the 
t, BO far as the young Nonconformist was concerned. He 
bnt of that fair creature in all her sweet bloom and blush 
iity — the man who accompanied her — Mra Hilyard, a thin, 
tagBT shadow in the distance — and himself standing, as it 
between them, connecting all together. What could that 
tty link be which distinguished and separated these four, 
like each other, from all the rest of the world } But Mr 
At bad no leisure to follow out the question, even had his 
been sufficiently clear to do it. He saw the pale woman 
,end of the hall suddenly drop into her seat, and draw a 
lilack veil over her face ; and the confused murmur of 
[ence in the crowd before him roused the young man to 
n position. He opened the eyes which had been hazing 
fitn clouds of imagination and escitement. He delivered 
tore. Though he never was himself aware what he had 
t was received with just as much attention and applause 
IftL He got through it somehow ; and, sitting down at 
with parched lips and a helpless feeling of excitement, 
ed the audience dispersing, as if they were so many enemiea 
rhom lie had escaped. Who was this man with Her! Why 
le oome to bewilder him in the midst of his work 1 It did 
(ur to the poor young fellow that Lady Western came to 
jtnre simply as to a " distraction." He thought she bad 
Mae in it. He pretended not to look as she descended 
\f from her seat in the orchestra, drawing Ler white cloak 
I pretty shiver over her wliite rfionlders. He preti 
It when her voice sounded in his expectant car. 
h, Mr Vincent, how very clever and wicked of yon 
Udy Western. " I am so horrified, and charmed. ' 
[Of yoo attacking the poor dear old Church, that w 
lo sapport through everything ! Anil I am such a. stawuli 
■ 10 stocked to bear all thia ; Wt jou\noti\i 
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^^^H Saying tbU, Lady Western leaned her beautiful 
^^^f ]dr VinceDt's table, aud looked in his fac« with a be 
I insinuating auiile. The poor minister did all be coali 

r eervo his virtue. He looked aside at Lady Western' 

{ to fortify himself, and escape the enervating infiuencft 

^^^^ smile. 

^^^^L " I cannot pretend to yield the matter to your la 
^^^Btaid Vincent, " for it had been previously arranged 
^^^B'Vns to be the last of my lectures at present I am si 
^^^^^liot please you." 

^^^^V " But it did please me," said the young Dowager 
^^^^^'that it was so very wicked and wrong. Where did y 
^^^^B BUch dreadful aeutiments) I am so sorry I shan't J 
^^^^P f^ain, and bo glad you are finished. You never came ti 
^^^B idter my little /Ste. I am afraid yon thought ua stupid 
^^^B lught : but you really must come to me, and I shall 
^^^■^ you. I am sure you never can have looked at the C| 
I the right way : why, what would become of 

Dissenters 1 What a frightful idea I Thauk you fot 
charming evening. Good-night." 
i And Lady Western held out that " treasured splend 

hand," to the bewildered Nonconformist, who only dan 
it, and let it fait, drawing back from the smile with w 
syren beguiled him back again into her toils. But Mr 
turned round hastily as he heard a muttered exclamatic 
Jove I" behind him, and fixed the gaze of aiigry and ii 
repugnance upon the tall figure wliich brushed past 

I haste, Alice — do you mean to stay here all night!" 

^^^V wrathful individual, fixing Us eyes with a defiant sti 
^^^^Vthe minister; and he drew the beauty's arm almost roil] 
^^^^■^^ own, and hurried her away, evidently remonstratin 
^^^H freest and boldest manner upon her civiHty, " B; J< 
I fellow will think you are in love with him," Vincent, 

I quickened and suspicious ears, could hear the stranger 

L that delightful indifference to being overheard whit' 

^^^_ terises some Englishmen of the exalted classes ; and 
^^^^Lof reproof evidently continued as they made their wt 
^^^Bdoor. Vincent, for his part, when he had watched thei 
^^^^F Bight, dropped into his chair, and sat there in the em 
^^^^ looking over the vacant benches with the strangest m 
I feelings. Was it possible that hia eager fervour and 

tiooary warmth were dimioished \i^ \\\es!i^ few words 
I emilet — tfiat the wrongs of Ch^tdianiSXiiAa' 
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all at once, and tbat it was ao effort to retuni to the lofty 
of feelliig nitb which he had «Dtered the place two hours 
As he sat there in his reverie of discomfiture, he could 
Tozer, a single black figure, come slowly up the hull, an 
aary from the group at the door of " chapel people," who 
been enjoying die defeat of the enemy, and were now wait- 
for the conqueror, " Mr Vincent," ehouted Tozer, " shall 
im off the gas, and leave you to think it all over till the 
dag, strl They're all as pleased as Punch and as curious 
en down below here, and my Phcebe will have it you're 
I must say as it is peculiar to see you a-sitting up there 
f yourself, and the lights going nut, and not another soul 
fi place," added the butterinan, looking round with a Buber 
; and in reality the lights diminiiihed every moment as Mr 
eat rose and stumbled down from his platform into the 
; empty hall with its skeleton benches. If they haii left 
there till the morning, it would have been a blessed ei- 
ge from that walk home with the party, that invitation tu 
er, and all the applauses and inquiries that followed. Tfaey 
tite Pigeons to supper that night at the butter-shop, and 
rhole matter was discussed in all its bearings — the flutter 
e " Church folks," the new sittings let during the week, 
Inmnphant conviction of the two deacons that Salem would 
W overflowing. 

r Vincent did not bethink himself of that touching ditty, 
loald not sue the serio-comic lights in which the whole 
abounded. It was all the saddest earnest to the young 
t, who found so little encouragement or support even in 
litliasiasm of his flock. 

bid, ofa, Mr Vincent," said the engaging Phcebe, in a half- 
aside, " how did you come to be hc friendly with Lady 
f How she did listen, to be sure ! and smiled at you 
Mtly. Ah, I don't wonder now that you can't see any- 
in the Carlingford young ladies ; but do tell us, please, 
pm eajne to know her so well 1 " 

miBlbly to himself, a gleam of gratification lighted up Mr 
tat's fooe. ile was gracious to Phcebe, " I can't pretend 
OW her fneJl," he said, with a little mock humiVitj ', ■w\v«b- 
^^matwiis ill the party took up tbeir weapaiw BaiBK.- 



' ""."'.^ ^"*'"> ^'' Vinceat— aU the bettorJ" 
.ojct; ebe didn't come there for do good, job m 
Them great ladiea, when they're prel^^hiSiB 
don t deny she's pretty-loofcing " ' '^ ^ •^•^ug, 

"Oh, mamma, beautiful !" eic'aimed Pbabe. 
r^^'^'lvlt-^'"^ pretty-Wkiiig. « I ^y," contiaoed 
in. u *^ V^,'f'^' "" ^^ spirits-thafs what I 
you PhiEbe. They'll go out «' their way, they will, forte 
hold on a poor «1 y young man (which was not m«,nir.| 
Mr Vmcent, that knows better, being a minister) and 
thqr've got him fast, they'll laugh at him— that's their 
A minister of our connection aa was well acquainted umm 
them Bort of folks would be out o' natura My boy shjdlM 
make no such acquaintances as long as I'm here." 

" I saw her a-speaking to the minister," said Mra Fbi 
" and the thought crossed my mind as it wasn't just -m 
expected of Mr Vincent. Painted ladies, that come oat 6, 
night with low necks and flowers in their hair, to have aU C 
lingford a-staring at them, ain't fit company for a good PMl 
Them'a not the larabB of the flock— not so far aa I undmM 
they're not friends as Salem folks would approve of, Mr" 
cent. I'm always known for a plain speaker, and I i 
deceive you. It's a deal better to draw back in time." 

" I have not the least reason to beUeve that Lady \. 
tern means to honour me with her friendship," said "VinS 
liaughtily — "so it is premature to discuss the matter. Ail 
feel rather tired, perhaps you'll excuse me to-night, f 
over to my rooms, Mr Tozer, to-morrow, if you can spare a 
time and we will discuss our business tiere. 1 hope Mrs 1 
will pardon me withdrawing so early, but I am not veiy » 
mthor tired — out of sorts a little to-night." 

So saying, the young pastor extricated himself from the til 
shook hands, regardless of all remonstrances, and made lua i 
out with some difficulty from the Uttle room, which was eht 
full, and scarcely permitted egress. "When he was gotti, 
three ladies looked at each other in dumb amazement Pho 
who felt herself aggrieved, was the first to break silenca 

" Ma and Mra Pigeon," cried the aggravated girl, " ytn 
been iind hurt his feelings. I knew you would. He' 
liome angry and disappointed ; he thinks none of us 
stand him ; he thinks we're trying to hu.aible him and ll 

I Mtt down, when, to tell live trvitk ■" 

■^Bvv Pbodbe burst into teats. 
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UpOD mi/ word," bmcI Mrs Pigeon, " dear, deary me ! It's 
what 1 said whenever I knew jnu had made up your niinds 
yavng mimster. He'll come a-dangling after our girls, saya 
id a-triiling with their affectioita. Blesa my heart, Phiebe ! 
hsd been my Marin now that's always a-crying about sonie- 
g — but you ! Don't take on, dear — fretting's no good — 
spoil your colour and take away your appetite, and that 
the way to mend matters : and to think of his lifting his 
to my Lady Dowager I Upon mij word ! but there uiu't 
Kcounting for young men's ways no more than for girls — 
being a minister don't make a bit of difference, ao far og I 
»ee." 

Why, what's the matter 1" cried Tozer : " the pastor's gone 
n a huff, and Phcebe crying. What's wrong^ You've been 

E; Bomethin' — yon women with your sharp tongues." 
te Phoebe ajid Mr Vincent have had some words. Be 
^ Tozer — don't you see the child's hurt in her feelings i'' 
Ids wife. 

ir and Mrs Pigeon exchanged looks. " I'll tell you what it 
laid the latter lady, solemnly. " It's turned Lis head. I 
r *pproved of the Music Hall myself It's a deal of money 
vm Aw&y, and it's not like as if it was mercy to poor souls. 
itDch a crush, and the cheering, and my Lady Western to 
B hands with him, has turned the minister's head. Now, 
yon mark my words. He hasn't been here three month 
■od he's a-getting high already. You men'll have your 
es with him. Afore a year's over our heads, he'll be a 
high for Salem. His head's turned — that's what it is." 
Gb, Mrs Pigeon, how unkind of yon !" cried Phoebe; 
he's as good as good— and not a hit proud, nor ever 
id always such a gentleman ! — and never neglects tho 
pocvest whenever he's sent for — oh, it's so unkind of you." 
'' can't see as his head isn't straight enough on his ahoul- 
' Bud Tozer himself, with authority. " He's tired, that's 
it is — and excited a bit, I thouldn't wonder : a man can't 
like he does, and make hisself agreeable at the same time 
no — by a year's time he'll be settling down, and we'll , 
r wb«B we are ; and as for Salem and our connection, they I 
biul a chance, I can tell you, like what they're a-going to | 
now." 

it Mrs Piccon shoot ier head. It waa tbe first doiii 'Cfi'aS. 
^^s^nmmmt of ^olem Cha^ so Ux a& ^U \W 
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CHAPTER IX. 



was a January night on wliich Vincent emerged 
• from Tozer's door, the evening of thnt lecture — a wint 
not very cold, but very dark, the skies looking not 1 
bliu^k overhead, and the light of the lamps gleaming 
on the pavement, which hod received n certain aqimlid ' 
reflection from the recent r^n ; for a sharp, sudden sh{ 
fallen while Vincent hod been seitted at the boEpitable 
the buttennan, which had chased everybody from the 
streets. All the abo^ja were closed, a policeman marcht 
with heavy tread, and the wet pavement glimmered n 
solitary figure. Nothing more uncomfortable couhlfaei 
after the warmth and light of a snug interior, however i 
and the minister turned his face hastily in the direcdd 
lodging. But the next moment ho turned back again, an 
wistfully in the other direction. It was nut to gaze a 
I dark length of street to where the garden-walls of Orui| 

Pondiaoemible in the darkness, added a far-withdrawing 
tive of gentility and aristocratic seclusiou to the vulgai 
aions of George Street ; it was to look at a female figia 
came slowly up, dimming out the reflection on the wa 
aa it crossed one streak of lamphght after another, 
was excited and curious, and had enough in his own : 
make him wistful for sympathy, if it were to be had h 
understanding heart He recognised Mrs Hilyard instj 
as she came forward, not conscious of him, walking, 
woman as she was, with the air of a person walking fa 
at that melancholy hour in that dismal night. She 

*deotlynot going anywhere ; her step was firm and dista 
the step of a person thoroughly self^posaessed and af rai 
thing — but it lingered with a certain meditative aonn 
steady firm footfaiU. Vincent felt a kind of oonviction 
had come out here to think over some problem of that 
ons life into which he could not penetrate, and he e( 
this strange walk involuntarily with the appearance i 
Western and her careless companion. To his rotisei 
flonte incomprehensible link existed between himself 
equally incomprehensMe v)OTfian.\irfcrta him. He ton 
alaioat in spite of himaeU, an4 ■weiA Vi ■oiesX.^wa. "Wns 
^^Jpoked up when she heatd liia aU^j. SivaTeenra^ljflM 



q)Ot> They approached each otlier much Ji3 if they lind 
inged a meeting at eleven o'clock of tiiat wet January night 
he gleaming, deserted streets. 

' It is joQ, Mr Vincent ! " she said. " I wonder why I happen 
meet yon, of all pereona in the world, to-night. It is very 
. Wliat, I wonder, can have brought us both together at 
I im hour aud in such a place) Yoa never came to see me 
tldoiaday — nor any Monday. Yon went to see my beauty 
nd, xnd you were bo lucky as to be a&onted with the syren 
le first glance. Had you been leas fortunate, I think I 
± bave partly taken you into my confidence to-night." 
^Perbaps I am lesa fortunate, if that is all that hinders," 
I Vincent ; " but it is strange to see you out here so late in 
1 dismal nigbt. Iiet me go with you, and see you aafe 

'Thank yon. I am perfectly safe — nobody can possibly be 

irflian such a woman aa I am, in poverty and middle age," 

' fcia strange acquwntance. " It is an immunity that women 

t often prize, Mr Vincent, but it is very valuable in its way. 

Uybody saw you talking to an equivocal female figure at 

o'clock in George Street, think what the buttennan 

lay ; but a single glimpse of my face would explain 

better than a volume. I am going down towards 

Lane, principally because I am restless to-night, and 

know what to do with myself I shall tell you what I 

of your lecture if you will walk with me to the end of 

ft." 

'Ab, my lecture ! — -never mind," eaid the hapless young 

'iter ; " I forget all about that What is it that brings you 

and me to your side 1 — what is there in that dark-veiled 

1 yonder that draws your steps and mine to it ! It is not 

mtei, our meeting here." 

Toa are talking romaace and nonsense, quite inconceivable 

man who bas just come from the society of deacons," said 

Rtlyftrd, glancing up at him with that habitual gleam of 

" We have met, my dear Mr Vincent, because, after 

^ my mind with your lecture, I thought of refreshing 

Vlif by a walk this fresh night. One saves candles, you 
■^ wLen one does one's esercise at night : whereas walking 
4jfone wastes eveiydiing — time, tissue, daylight, invalviaWft 
~ the onljr light that hurts nobody's eyes, an4 cra&te 

"""o Was vejy pretty. 
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thonght the whole exceedingly effective. I should not vx/m 
if it made a revolution in CarlingfonL" I 

"Why do yon Hpeak to me so? I know you didnotpJ 
listen to my lecture," said the young minister, to whom toin 
gleams of enlightenment had come since his last interne* d| 
the poor needlewoman uf Baclc Grove Street. ^^^| 

" Ah ! how can yuu tell that 1 " she siud, ehaiphd^^H 
him in the streak of lamplight. " But to tell tha^^^^| 
continued, " I did actually go to hear yon, and to Ifl^^^H 
people's faces, just to see whether the world at largo— 4ob 
that exists in Carlingford-— was like what it used to be ; am 
I confess I saw something there more interesting than the le 
I say no more than the lecturer conld agree in, Mr Vincent 1 
too, saw something that made you forget the vexed q 
Church and State." 

"Tell me," said Vincent, with an earnestness he was hi 
lurprised at, " who was that man ? " 

His companion started as if she bad received a blow, t 
round upon him with a glance in her dark eyes such, as he 
never seen there before, and in a sudden momentary passioil A 
her breath hard, and stopped short on the way. But the spai 
intense and passionate emotion was as sbortlived as it was vi 
" I do not suppose he is anything to interest you," abe 
swered the next moment, with a movement of her thin mo 
letting the hands that she had clasped together drop to her I 
" Nay, make yourself quite easy ; he is not a lover of my la 
He is only a near relation : — and," she continued, liugeiiM 
the words with a force of aubdned scorn and rage, wbioh 
cent dimly apprehended, but could not understand, "i 
fascinating fine gentleman — a man who can twist ik f 
round his fingers when he likes, and break all her beartsti 
— if she has any — so daintily afterwards, that it would 1 
pleasure to see bim do it. Ah, a wonderful man ! " 

"You know him theni I saw you knew him," s^d the 71 
man, surprised and disturbed, thrusting the first conunon] 
words he could think of into the silence, which seemed to ti 
with the restrained meaning of this brief speech. 

"I don't think we are lucky in choosing our subjecta 
night," said the strange woman. "How about the Udice, 
I^nsdale, Mr Vincent t They don't keep a school 1 
they don't keep a school, Teaching, you know, unless whent 
Jua s voc&tioa fox id as yon liad. & ievi -weeVa a^o,Saii-^ai.ii» 
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iben. Your siater i» pretty, I sappose? and does your 

ler take gre&t care of her mid keep hor out of harm's way I 

bs hava a silly facility of rucning directly in the woU'a 

Why don't you take a holiday and go to aee them, or 

them here to live with you 1 " 

Ton know sometliing about them," said Vincent, alarmed. 
|lBt has happened 1 — tell me. Xt will be the greatest kind- 
to Bay it out at once." 

Hiiflh," said Mrs Hilyard ; "now yoii are absurd. I speak 
ti my own thoughts, as moat persons do, and you, like all 
g people, make persona) applications. How can I possibly 
t about them 1 I am not a fanciful woman, but there are 
I Uiinga that wake one's imagination. In such a dark 
t as this, with such wet gleams about the streets, when I 
t of people at a distance, I alwa.ys think of something un- 
brtable happening. Misfortune seems to lie in wait about 
f bUok comers. I think of women wandering along dismal 
1^ roads with babies in their shameful arms — and of dread- 
teasengeia of evil approaching unconscious houses, and look- 
fl at peaeeFui windows upon the comfort they are iibout to 
joy; and I think," she continued, croeaing the road so rapidly 
I were now opposite Lady Western's hcaiae) that Vincent, 
And not anticipated the movement, had to quicken his 
noddenly to keep up with her, " of evil creatures ponder- 

k the dark vile schemes against the innocent " Here 

iroke off all at once, and, looking np in Vincent's face with 
gleam of secret mockery in her eyes and movement of her 

tto which he was accustomed, added, suddenly changing 
e, "Or of fine gentlemen, Mr Vincent, profoundly bored 
JtWr own society, promenading iu a dreary garden and 
img a disconsolate cigar. Look there I " 
h yoimg minister, much startled and rather nervouB, me- 
Kally looked, ns she bade bim, through the little grated 
lote in Lady Western's garden-door. He saw the lights 
hg in the windows, and a red spark moving about before 
Loom, aa, with a little shame for his undignified position, he 
drew hia eyes from that point of vantage. But Mrs Hil- 
■j was moved by no ancli sentiment. She planted heraelf 
■dte the door, and, bending her head to the little grating, 
I kmg and steadfastly. In the deep silence of the night, 
g with BotJie uneasiness at her side, and not maewKWite'ua 
i( iis position, if be were seen by anyboi^' \)\i«ViiB.'« 
'■H mtber absurd and slightly equ.i\ot».\, N\^ 
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heard tlie footsteps of the man inside, the fragrance of v 
cigivr faintly penetrated the damp air. The stranger was 
dently walking up and down before the house in enjoyme 
that luxury which the feminine ajrangementB of the j 
Dowager's household would not permit indoors ; but tfaest 
eagerness with which this strange woman gazed — the WB 
which she had managed to interweave Mrs Vincent and p 
Susan at Lonsdale into the conversation — the mig 
coming danger and evil with which her words had i: 
very night, all heightened by the instinctive repugnance 
alann of which the young man had himself been com 
whenever he met the eye of Lady Western's companion— 
him with discomfort and dread. His mind, which had 
lately too much occupied im his own concerns to think n 
Susan, reverted now with sudden uneasiness to his n 
cottage, from which Susan's betrothed hod lately departe 
arrange matters for their speedy marriage. But how I 
Western's "neat relation" — this man whom Mrs Hil 
watched with an intense regard which looked like hatred, 
might be dead love — could be connected with Lonsdal^ 
Susan, or himself, or the poor needlewoman in Back C 
Street, Vincent could not fonn the remotest idea. He : 
growing more and more impatient by that dark closed ( 
which had once looked a gate of paradise — which, 
his heart, half-a-dozen words or a single smile cooli 
make again a gate of the paradise of fools to bis bewild 
feet — the steps of the unseen stranger within, and the q 
breath of agLta,tion from the watcher by his aide, being the> 
sounds audible in the silence of the night. At last some 
less movement he mode disturbed Mrs Hilyard in her-w 
She left the door noiselessly and rapidly, and turned to n 
the wet road. Vincent accompanied her without saying a, i 
The two walked along together half the length of Gran^ ] 
without breaking silence, without even looking at each 
till they came to the large placid white lamp at Dr Uu 
banks's gate, which cleared a little oasis of light out of 
heart of the gtoom. There she looked up at him with a 
full of agitated life and moticm — kindled eyes, elevated h 
nostril and lips swelling with feelings which were totally u 
apberahle to Vincent ; her whole aspect clianged by an i 
aon'hsWe inspiration which awoke iemQa.iA% of what might] 
Aeeo beauty in that thin, dark, ■raiiii.e-Bgei^a.wi, 
"jj^Tou are surprised at me and ray whiosl^;^" &%vo&^ 
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led you have good reason ; but it ia astonishing, when one 
iut up in one's self and knows nobody, how excited one gets 
tiie sudden apparition of a person one has known in the 
ir world. Some people die two or three times in a lifetime, 
Vincent. There is » real transinigration of Bonis, or bodies, 
»oth if you please. This is my third life I am going through 
present I knew that man, as I was saying, in the other 
id." 

Tbe world doe« change strangely," said Vincent, who could 
tell what to sayj "but you put it very strongly — more 

Qgly than I " 

More strongly than you can understand ; I know that very 
1," said Mrs Hilyard ; " but you perceive you are speaking to 
lan who has died twice. Coming to life is a hitter pro- 
^ bnt one gets over it. If you ever should have such a 
g to go through with — and survive it," she added, giving 
a wistful glance, " I should like to teU you my experiences. 
Wver, i hope better things. Yon are very well looked after 
Uem Chapel, Mr Vincent. I think of you sometimes when 
ak out of my window and see your tabernacle. It is not ao 
^ as Mr Wentworth's at St Iloque's, but you have the od- 
tige of the curate otherwise^ So far as I can see, he never 
ijneg himseK with anything higher than his prayer-book and 
poor people, I doubt much whether he would ever dream 
tfdying to what you told us to-night." 
Robably he holds a Dissenting minister in too much con- 
^" said Vincent, with an uncomfortable smile on his lips. 
%on't Bneer — never sneer — no gentleman does," said hia 
lion. " I like yon, though you are only a Dissenting 
X. You know me to be very poor, and you have seen mo 
' odd circumstances to-night ; yet you walk home with 
perceive you are steering towards Back Orovo Street, Mr 
t — without an allusion wliich could make me feel myself 
iqaivDcal person, and just as if this was the moat reasonable 
I in the world which I have been doing to-night. Thank 
Vou are u Paladin in some things, though in others only 
inenting minister. If I were a fairy, the gift I would t 
jm ?rith would be just that same unconsciousness of your 
'iOead vantages, whidi courtesy makes you show of mine." 
Indeed," said Vincent, with natural gratificatiou, " it to- 
' no iieedminatiou on my part to recognise at oace "Ctta!!! V 

insiniiated that au ax'^ 



was necessaiy, which is the very h«ght and dimax of fine 
nen," laid Mrs Hiiy^rd ; " and 1 speak vha am, or Dsed i 
an attthority in such mattera. I don't mean to give yim 
explanatdoo either. Now, you most turn back and go b 
Goodnight One thing I may t«ll yon, however," ahe 
tinoed, with a little nanath ; " don't mistake me. There : 
reason in this world why you might not introduce me tg 
ladies in Lonsdale, if any accident bnraght it about tlu 
should meet 1 say this to make yoor mind easy about 
penitent i and now, my good yoang father in the faith, | 
night." 

" Let me see you to your door first," said the wtmd 
young man. 

" No — no farther. Good-night," she said hastily, nhi 
hands, and leaving him. The parting was so sudden tb 
took Vincent a minute to stop short, under way and wb 
qnickly as he was. When she had made one or two rapid 
in advance, Mis Hilyard turned back, as if with a suddm 
poise. 

" Do you know I have an nneasiness about these ladi 
Lonsdale t" she said; '' I know nothing whaCi^ver about 
— not flo much aa their names ; bnt you are their natural 
tector; and it does not do for women to be as n 
and generous in their reception of strangers an you 
don't be alarmed. I told you I knew notbiug. They 
OS safe, and as middle-aged, and as ugly as I am ; instead 
guileless widow and a pretty little girl, they may be hani 
old campaiguers like myself ; but they come into my mi 
cannot tell why. Have them here to live beside you, and 
will do you good." 

" My sister b about to be married," said Vincent, moit 
more surprised, and looking; very sharply into her face in 
lamplight, to see whether she really did not know aayl 
more than she said. 

A certain expression of relief came over her face. 

" Then all is well," she said, with strange cordiality, and i 
heldont her hand lo him. Then they parted, and pursued' 
several ways through the perfectly silent and dimly-^ 
streets. Vincent walked home with the most singular tiffb 
in his miud. Whether to give any weight to such vagtu 
alarming suggestions — whether to act immediately upoa 
indefinite terror thus insinuated into his thoughts — or to 

" waif till he heard ■v.-hethet any real 



I from him altogether aa a. fiintaslio trick of imagiuation, 
lid not tell. Eveutful and eiciting aa the evening had 

he postponed the other matters to this. If any danger 
Kaed Susan, his simple mother could suffer with her, but 

II qualified to protect Ler : but what danger could threaten 
1 1 He consoled himself with the thought that these were 
he days of abductions or viulent love-making. To think 
nttUKent Engliah girl in her mother's house as threatened 
nyBtorious danger, such as might haye surrounded a heroiue 
) last century, was impossible. If there are Squire Thorn- 
nowadays, their operations are of a different character, 
ing rapidly home, with now and then a blast of chill nun 
t face, and the lamphght gleaming in tbe wet streets, Vin- 
Fonnd leas and less reason for attaching any importance to 
Silyard'a hints and alarms. It was tbe sentiment of the 
I and her own thoughts, whieh had suggested such fears to 
lind- — a mind evidently experienced in paths more crooked 
any which Vincent himself, much less simple Susan, had 
known. When he reached home, he found his little fire 
ng brightly, his room arranged with careful nicety, which 
lis landlady's appropriate and sensible manner of showing 
ppteciation of the night's lecture, and her devotinn to the 
ter ; and, lastly, on the l^ble a letter from that httle house 
hisdnle, round which such fanciful fears had gathered, 
r was there a letter which breathed more of the peaceful 
1^ and tranquillity of home. Mrs Vincent wrote to her 
Ir in mingled rejoicing and admonition, curious and de- 
d to hear of his lectures, but not more anxious about 
me and success than about his flannels and precautions 
It wet feet ; while Susan's postscript— a half longer thau 
tier to which it was appended— furnished her affectionate 
er with sundry details, totally incomprehensible to him, of 
ledding preparations, and, more shyly, of her perfect girlish 
Btaa. Vincent laughed aloud as he folded up that woman's 
i No mysterious horror, no whispering doubtful gloom, 
Uided that house from which the pure, full daylight atmo- 
B, untouched by any darkness, breathed fresh upon him 
I these simple pages. Here, in this humble virtuous world, 
no mysteries. It was a deliverance to a heart which had 
I to f^ter. Wherever fate might be lingering in tbe wild 
leaa of that January night, it was not on the threshold 
other^fl house, 



mo- 

>rld, J 

had J 

idld ■ 

dof ■ 



w 



I or OMBLDWPOBD : 



CHAPTER X. 



OS the next eveniBg ^ this there was a tea-meeti«i 
Sjilem OiapeL In the back premises behind the chapel i 
&U needful accommodations for the proTision of that^ 
refreshment-boilers, tea-urns, unlimited crockery and ^ 
In fact. It was one of Mr Tozer'a boasts, that owing to. 
hberaUty of the " connection " in Cartingford, Salem was E 
equipped in this respect, and did not need to borrow earn 
as a spoon or t«apot, a very important matter under the ok) 
stimcea. This, however, was the first tea-meeting whieh ] 
taken place since that one at which Mr Tufton's purse had l 
presented to htip, and the old pastor had taken leave of 
flock. The young pastor, indeed, had set hia face againrtl 
meetings. He was so far behind his age as to doubt ll 
utility, and declared himself totaUy unqualified to preside i 
auoh assemblies; but, in the heat of his recent diaappoiutm 
when, stung by other people's neglect, he had taken up St 
and all belonging to it into his bosom, a cruel use hud I 
made of the young minister's compliance. They had wia 
reluctant consent from him in that unguarded moment aiid 
walla of Cartingford had been for some days blazing with 
cards of the tea-meeting, at which the now famous (in Cm) 
ford) lecturer on Church and State was to speak. Not TV 
with all hia eloquence, had been able to persuade the pasta 
preside ; bat at least he was to appear, to take tea at that t 
elevated on the platform, where Phcebe Tozer, under the 
tronly care of Mis Brown (for it was necessary to divide i 
honours, and guard against jealousy), dispensed the fit^ 
lymph, and to address the meeting. 'There had been thou 
of a grand celebration in the Music Hall to do more honoi 
the occasion ; but as that might have neutralised the adl 
tagea of having all the needful utensils within themselves, 
veuience and economy carried the day, and the scene of t 
festivities, as of all the previous festivities of Salem, wai 
large low room underneath the chapel, once intended t 
school, but never used, except on Sundays, in that o^ku 
Thither for two or three days all the " young ladiea " of' 
chapel had streamed to and fro, engaged in decorations. 
manaf/ti'lured festoons of evergreeua, wmve coTusiwiwA. -^ 

rosea ill pajwr to embeUiah t\ie a>^TO«. TV.s^)™'*^' 



the Sunday school vere framed, and in some coses oblite- 
ed, in Christmas garlands. Cliristmos, iodeed, vaa past, but 
fere still lioUy and red berries and green smooth laurel 
The Pigeim gtrla, Phoebe Tozer, Mrs Brown's niece from 
> conntiy, and the other young people in Salem who were of 
Smently advanced position, enjoyed the preparations greatly 
ratering into them with even greater heartiness than Lucy 
idehouse exhibited in the adornment of St Itoque's, and tak< 
p as mnch pleasure in the task as if they had been picturesque 
B adorning the ahrine of theb favourite saints Catterina 
1 Francesca with their flower-garlands are figures worthy of 
t picture, and so ia Lucy Wodehouse under the chancel arch 
~; Eoque'a ; but how shall we venture to ask anybody's 
llpktliy fur Phoebe and Maiia Figecu as they put up their 
I round the four square walls of the low schoolroom 
Jtreparalion for the Salem tea-party t Nevertheless it is 
HCt that the two last mentioned had very much the same 
tenons and senaatioas, and amid the coils of fresh ivy and 
mil did nut look amiss in their cheerful labour — a fact ■which, 
tnro the work was completed, had become perceptible to 
nsos individuals of the Carlingford public. But Mr Vincent 
t, on this point, as on several others, unequal to the requJre- 
nls of his position. When be did glance in for a moment 
fhii afternoon of the eventful day, it was in company with 
ler and the Itev. Mr Raffles of Mhoehury, who was to take 
L chiur, Mr Raffles was very popular in Carlingford, as 
ere. To secure hiin for a tea-meeting was to secure its 
ile examined into all the preparations, tasted the 
1^ pricked his fingers with the garlands to the immense de- 
li of the young ladies, and complimented them on their skill 
h beaming cheerfulness ; while the minister of Salem, on the 
', stalked about by his side pale and preoccnpied, with 
bI^ keeping himself from that contempt of the actual 
|M around to which youth is so often tempted. His mind 
Sftred off to the companion of iiis last night's walk — to the 
lg«T pacing up and down that damp garden with inscnt- 
! onlcnown thoughts — to the beautiful creature nithin those 
l«d windows, bo near and yet so overwhelmingly distant — 
Mnnehaw they had abstracted life and got it among them- 
K. Mr Vincent had little patience for what he considered 
muin details of eitistence nearer at hand. As soon as he 
i liOBubly manage it, he escaped, regarding with a certain 
Uie appearance he had to moke iu ttu crr^* 



ing Btid willioat finding a single cinl tMsg to aay to t 
decotMOTS. "My joosg bnAber looks sadly low and i 
spirits," said jolly Mr Baffles. "What do yon mean by 
*o unkind to the minister, Hiss Pbtebe, eht" Poor ! 
blushed pinker than ever, while the rest lauded. It 
Kint to be supposed " unkind " lo the minister ; and 1 
reaolved to do what she could to cheer him when she sat 
elbow at the platfonn t^le making t«a for the Tisiton i 
evening. 

The evening came, and there was not a ticket to be boi 
where in Caiiingford : the scbootroom, with its blazing g 
festoons, and its mottoes, its tables groaning with daH 
ptezioned plamcake and heavy bnns, was crowded quite fa 
its accommodation ; and the edifying sight might be si 
Tozer and his brother deacons, and indeed all who wen 
ciently interested in the success of Saleui to sacrifice theffi 
on its behalf, making an erratic but not uusubatantial 
cornen, to make room for the crowd. And in the highest 
humour WHS the crowd which surrounded all the narrow 1 
The urns were well filled, the cake abundant, the compi 
its beat attire. The hdies had bonnets, it ia true, but 
bonnets veca worthy the occasion. At the table on the 
form aat Mr Rafflea, in the chair, beaming upon the asse 
party, with cheerful little Mrs Tufton and Mra Brown i 
side of him, and Phrebe looking very pink and pretty, a 
from the too enthusiastic admiration of the crowd below 1 
tea-urn at which she officiated. Next to her, the ministt 
abstracted looks upon the assembly. He was, oh, so inter 
in his silence and pallor !— -he spoke little ; and when afl 
addressed him, he had to come back as if from a distal 
hear. If anybody could imagine that Mr Raffles conl 
daiigerously with Mr Vincent in that reserve and qnietn 
would be a mistake unworthy a philosophic observer. 
contrary, the Salem people were all doubly proud < 
pastor. It was not to be expected that such a man as he i 
unbend as the reverend chairman did. They preferred 1 
should continue on his stilts. It would have been a pe 
humiliation to the real partisans of the chapel, had he 
woke up and come down from that elevation. The mon 
monplace the ordinary "connection " was, the more prou 
felt of their student and Bcholar. So Mr Vincent leani 
head upon his hands and gaiei ivnmoXea^jei onm iXws liTel 
^WJfj taking in all tlie pftrt,i.ca\aia ot fti* acfc'a«,<Qa\na!3 



aged in mere tea-raaldng aiid tea-consuming — the flatter of 
[tymeDt amoug humble girls and womankiad 'wlia knew no 
J more exciting^ — the whispers which pointed out him- 
tlrangers among the party — the triumphant face of Tozer 
e end of the room, jammed againat the wall, drinking tea 
' Ml empty sugar-basin. If the scene woke any movement 
mm sympathy in the boaom of the young Nonconformist, 
i half ashamed of himself for it. What had the high 
n of an evangelist — the lofty ambition of a man trained 
enlighten his country^the warm assurance of talent which 
1 itself entitled to the highest sphere, — what had these great 
{B to do in a Salem Chapel t«a-raeeting1 So the lofty 
t held apart, gating down from a mental elevation much 
!r liian the platform ; and all the people who had heard hia 
rea pointed him out to each other, and congratulated them- 
B on that studious and separated aspect which was so 
X other men. In fact, the fine superiority of Mr Vincent 
A the present moment the very thing that waa wanted 
nt thur chains. Even Mrs I'igeon looked ou with silent 
e -was " high " — never before had Salem 
m a Euinister who did not condescend to be gracious at a 
leeCing — and the leader of the opposition honoured him 
kr heart. 

ad even when at last the eocial meal was over, when the 
IVere deared away, and with a rustle and flutter the assera- 
'onnpoBed itaelf to the intellectual regale about to follow, 
meant did not change his position. MrRafiies made quite 
Idf his best epeeches ; he kept his audience in a perpetual 
iT of laughter and applause ; he set forth all the excellen- 
tf tbe new minister with such detail and fulness as only 
liDeat could have swallowed. But tlie pleased eongrega- 
l Kill applauded. He praised Mr Tuftun, the venerable 
■f of the community; he praised the admirable deacons; 
fnised the arrangements. In short, jMr RafBea applauded 
^body, and everybody applauded Mr Raffles. After the 
nun hod concluded his speech, the hero of the evening 
Wd himself up dreamily, and rose from Phoebe Toeer's 
He told them he had been gazing at them this hour past, 
Jilg the scene before him ; how strangely they appeared to 
^•landing on this little bright goslighted perch amid the 
">■ of life that surged round them ; that now te ATii W.w'j 
-'-a>/ace with each other, it was not their 60Cia\'^tB.- 
t^bhking of, but that dark unknown eaaatenca *Caa!(. 
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throbbed and echoed around : he bade them remember the' 
night which enclosed thut town of Carlingford, without 
ing the secret of ita eitistence even to the nearest Tillagftj 
those dark streets and houses which hid so many lives 
hearts and tragic histories ; he enlarged upon Mrs Hil] 
idea of the aentimeat of " such a night," till timid 
threw glances behind them, and some sensitive mothers 
to wonder whether the minister could have heard that " 
had fallen into the fire, or Mary BcaJded herself, and took 
wuyto break the news. The epeechwas the strangest 
was listened to at a tea-party. It was the wuywfud c&[ 
pouring forth of a fanciful young mind under an nnquii 
fluenee, having no connection whatever with the " objeot,' 
place, or the listeners. The consequence was, that it wn 
toned to with breathless interest — that the faces grew pale 
the eyes bright, and shivers of restrained emotion ran th 
the astonished audience. Mr Vincent perceived the effect 
eloquence, as a nursery story-teller perceives the rising aoh 
her little hearers. When he saw it, he awoke, as the same nu- 
eery minstrel does sometimes, to feel how unreal was the senl^ 
ment in his own breast which had produced this genuine feelii^ 
in others, and with a sudden amusement proceeded to 
hia colours and make bolder strokes of effect. Hia suco 
perfect ; before he concluded, he had in imaginatii 
the harmless Salem people out of their very innocent recreadffli 
to the dark streets which thrilled round them — ^to the world A 
unknown Ufe, of which each man for himself had some koov- 
ledge— to the tragedies that might be going on aide by side wiA 
them, fur aught they knew. His bearers drew a long breath 
when it was over. They were startled, frightened, enchantei 
If they hud been witnessing a melodnuua, they scarcely could 
have been more escited. He hud put the most dreadful 
gestioua in their mind of all sorts of possible trouble ; T 
down with the consciousness of having done his duty by 
for this night at least 

But when Tozer got up after him to tell about the prosj 
of the congregation, the anticlimax was felt even by die p 
of Salem. Some said, " No, no," audibly, some laughed, 
few rose up and went away. Vincent himself, feeling the 
very hot, and not disliking the little commotion of IdI 
which arose on his departure, withdrew himself from the 
/arni, and made his way to lUe te,t\e -veattj, -wWw 
3 to be had ; for, Januarj niglit >» v^:. ■« 



SALEU CBAPEL. 83 

B tea had establi&hod a very big]i tamperature in the under- 
" B-ol Balera. He opened thB window in the vestry, which. 
^~"t upon the damp ground behind the chapel and the 
tones, and threw himself down on the little Bofa with 
f mingled self-reproach and amnaemeat. Some- 
B ivhen one disapproves of one's self for doing it, one 
■certain enjoyment in bewildering the world. Mr Vincent 
» lather pleased with his success, although it was only a 
Sety (rf "hnmbug." He entertaiued with Christian satisfac- 
n tiie thought that ho had succeeded in introducing a certain 
imary nneaatneas into the Uvely atmosphere of the tea-meet- 
f — and he was dehghted with his own cleverness in spite of 
ntelf. 

Vhile he lay back on his sofa, and pondered this gratifying 
Night, he heard a subdued sound of voices outside — voices 
dstepa that fell with but little sound upon the damp grass. 
Mgud momentary wonder touched the mind of the minister: 
ka could have chosen ao doleful a retirement i It was about 
tlast place in the world for a lover's interview, which was the 
S thing that suggested itself to the young man; the neat 
sent he started bolt upright, and listened with undisguised 
initj. That voice so different front the careless voices of 
too, the delicate refined intonations which had startled him 
lie Bhabby little room in Back Grove Street, awoke an inte- 
t m his mind which no youthful accents in Carlingford could 
la excited. He sat upright on the instant, and edged towards 
i^ien window. The gas burned low in the little vestry, 
i& nobody had been expected to enter, and the illumination 
B bU the sdioolroom windows, and sounds of cheering and 
■notion there, had doubtless made the absolute darkness and 
DCe behind seem perfectly safe to the two invisible people 
r meeting under the cloud of night. Mr Vincent was not 
i into eavesdropping unawares, nor did be engage in any 
I argument to justify hiiuseU for listening. On the 
', he listened honestly, with the full intention of hearing 
he oould — suddenly changed from the languid sentimental' 
painf d1 and self-conscious, which the influences of the even- 
Bud made him, into a spectator very wide awake and anxious, 
jni f g bin ear to catch some knowledge of a history. In which 
tqmatit presentimenta warned him that he himself should 
1^ cODcemed. 

^If yog mus t speak, apeak here," said that voice which Vin- 
■ ; is scarcely the atniua\jliete £ur a taiwi. 
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of your fine taate, to be sure ; but considering the subject < 
iMiiference, it will do. What do jou want with me 1 " 

" By Jove, it looks dangerous ! — what do you mean b 
geat by this sweet rendezvous — murder J" said the man, 
ever he was, who had accompanied Mrs Hilyard to the 
yard of Salem Chapel, with its scattered gravei 

" My nervea are strong," she answered, " It is a pj 
should take the trouble to be melodramatic. Do you ti 
am vain enough to imagiae that you could subject yonn 
all the unpleasant accessories of being banged on my act 
Fancy a rough hempen rope, and the dirty fingers that 
adjust it. Pah t you would not risk it for me," 

Her companion swore a muttered oath. " By Jove 1 
lieve you'd be content to be murdered, to make such an < 
Die," he answered, in the baffled tone of rage which i 
naturally sinks into when engaged in unequal conflict uf 
mination with a woman, 

" This is too conjugal," said Mrs Hilyard ; " it remit) 
of former experiences : come to the point, I beg of yon. 
did not come here and seek me out that we might fas 
amusing conversation — -what do you want with met" 

"Don't tempt me too far with your confounded impertin 
eKclaimei the man, " or there is no telling what may hi 
I want to know where that child is ; you know I do. X 
to reclaim my rights so far as she is concerned. If sll 
been a ward in Chancery, a man might have submitted, 
am a reformed individual — my life is of the most east 
description — no court in Christendom would keep her fro 
custody now. I want the girl for her own good — aha 
marry brilliantly, which she never could da with you. I 
she's grown up as lovely as I expected " 

" How do you know 1 " interrupted Mrs Hilyard, with 
tain hoarseness in her voice. 

" Ah ! I have touched yon at last. Uemembering wh( 
mother was," Le went ou, in a mocking tone, " though 
grieved to see how much you have gone off in late years 
having a humble consciousness of her father's personal ■ 
tages, and, in short, of her relatives in general, I know i 
little beauty — and, by Jove, she shall be a duchess yet." ■ 

There was a pause — something like a hard sob thrilled 
air, rather a vibration than a Bound -, and Vincent, nuJ 
desperate gesture of rage towatda tVe wi\i.o(i\tooTO,\TOia^ 
■^ ■ of applause at that moment aou-aiei, apjiwi^j^* 
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itidow. Then the woiumi's voice burst forth passionate, 

ibdued. 

'oa baTo Been her ! you ! — you tliat blasted her life before 

us born, aud confused her sweet mind for ever — how did 

are to li>ok at mychildl And I," cried the passionate 

forgetting even caution — "/, that would give my life 
by drop to restore what never can be restored to that 
I of your sin and my weakness— 1 do not see her. I re- 
nyself that comfort, I leave it to others to do al! that 
Old pity can do for my baby. You apeak of murder — 

if I had a knife, I could find it in my heart to put an 
3 yonr horrid career ; and, look you, I will — Coward 1 I 

I will kill yon before you shall lay your vile hands on my 

he-wolf ! " cried the man, grinding his teeth, " do you 
how much it would be to my advantage if you never left 
luely spot you have brought me to I By Jove, I have the 

st mind ~" 

uther momentary silence. Vincent, wound up to a high 
3f excitement, sprang noiselessly to his feet, and was msh- 
I the window to proclaim his presence, when Mrs Hilyard's 
perfectly calm, and in its usual tone, brought him back to 
!f. 

iCond thoughts are best. It would compromise you hor- 
and put a stop to many pleasures — not to speak of those 
!nl dirty fingers arranging that rough rope round your 
irhich, pardon me, I can't help thinking of when you 
He your own name with such a vulgar suggestion as mnr- 
/dionld not mind these little details, but i/nu! How- 
X excited myself unreasonably; you have not seen her. 
ikilfitl inference of yours was only a lie. She was not at 
itk, you know." 
[ow the devil do you know I was at Lonsdale 1 " said her 

keep myself informed of the movements of so interesting 
on. She was not there." 

\o,'* leplied the man, " she was not there ; but I need not 
It to your dear wits that there are other Lonsdales in 
nd. What if Miss Mildmay were in her father's lawful 
p u ia lrip nowf " 

r paSp'itated with a cry, the cry as ol * "wii. 
guddeti blind anguish. It was ecVioeA 

Ihould you Aik.e me tti \ai 
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which of the Lonsdalea joa hcmovted vitk ^onr patros 
mntinned the mocking T»ioe : " that in Derbyshire, or tl 
Devonshire, or that in Caioberl&nd ) I am affiicted to 
de^eftted yoar skilful scheme bo eaaily. Kov that you see 
a match for yoo, perhaps yon will perceive that it is bett 
yield peaceably, aod unite irith me in secunng the girl's 
She needs only to be seen to— 

" Who do yon imagine yoa are addressing, Colonel UUdd 
B^d X18 Hilyard, haughtilj ; " there has been enou^ of ' 
yon are mistaken if you think yon can deceive i 
than a moiQent: my child is not in your hands, andnen 
be, please Ckid. But mark what I say," she continued, da 
a fierce, hard breath, " if you should ever succeed in 1 
her — if you should ever be able to snatch her from me- 
confess your sins, and say your last ptayers, for as sure as 
you shall die in a week." 

" She-devil ! mnrderess ! " cried her cnmpanion, not n 
a certain shade of alarm in his voice; "if yoor power wen 
t« your will " 

" In that ease my power should be equal to my will," 
the steady, delicate woman's voice, as clear ia very fine art 
tioa as if it nere some peaceful arrangement of daily Uf 
which she declared herself capable : " you should not e 
you surrounded youiself with a king's guards. I swear U 
if you do what you say, that I will kill you somehow, by ^ 
ever mean^ I can attain — and I have never yet broki 
word." 

An unsteady defiaiit laugh was the only reply. 
was evidently more impressed with the sincerity, and 
to execute her intentions, of the woman than she wit 
Apparently tbey stood regarding each other for another HM 
ary interval in silence. Again Mrs Hilyard was the t 

" I presume our conference is over now," she said, d 
" how you could think of seeking it is more than I can 
stand. I suppose pour pretty Alice, who thinks every J 
can be persuaded, induced you to attempt this, Dun't 
keep you any longer in a place so repugnant to your tai 
am going to the tea-meeting at Salem Chapel to hear my 
friend tbo minister speak : perhaps this unprofitable disc 
has lost me that advantage. You heard him the other 
and were pleased, I trust. Good-night. I suppose, 
jAavuig yo'i, 1 should thank yuu toe having spared 
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inceDt beard the curae upon her and her stinging tongue, 
it burst in a growl of rage from the lips of the other, but 
Ud not see the satirical curtay with whidi this strange 
lan Bwept past, nor the acarcelj controllable impulse which 
e the man lift his stick and clench it in his hitnd as she 
ed away from him those keen eyes, out of which even the 
tn of night could not quench the light. But even Mrs Hil- 
tterself never Itnew how near, how very near, she was at 
moment to the unseen world. Had her step been leas 
tnally firm and rapid — had she lingered on her way — the 
rtatioa might have been too strong for the man, maddened 
nany memories. He made one stride after her, clenching 
(tick. It was jierfectly dark in that narrow passage which 
DDt to the front of the chapel. She might have been stunned 
moment, and left there to die, without any man being the 
r. It was not virtue, nor hatred of bloodshed, nor repug- 
A to harm her, which restrained Colonel Mildmay's hand : 
tt half the rapidity of her movements, and half the instinct 
gentleman, which vice itself could not entirely obliterate. 
Hps he was glad when he saw her disappear from before 
, down the lighted steps into the Salem schoolroom. He 
d in the darkness and watched her out of sight, himself 
1^ any one, and then departed on his way, a splendid 
K, all unlike the population of Grove Street. Some of the 
a people, dispersing at the moment, saw him sauntering 
I the street grand and leisurely, and recognised the gentle- 
Hho had been seen in the Music Hall with Lady Western. 
■ thought he rouat have come privately once more to listen 
icdr minister's eloquence. Priibably Lady Western herself, 
eader of fashion in Carlingford, would appear next Sunday 
I Mr Vincent honour. The sight of this very fine gentleman 
ng his leisurely way along the dark pavement of Grove 
tt, leaning confidingly upon that stick over which his tall 
UD swayed with faahiDnable languor, gave a climax to the 
ing in the excited imaginations of Mr Vincent's admirers. 
ndy but the minister and one utterly unnoted individual ii 
trowd knew what had brought the Colonel and his stick to 
k place. Nobody hut the Colonel himself, and the wateh- 
ttKraaa above, knew how little had prevented him from 
Bg a silent, awful witness of that secret interview upon the 
tlsteiH. 

liwi Mr V incent retumod to the platform, which he did 
*" " ' " the meeting. \\i. ^^& 



CHRONICLES OF CABLINGFOBD : 

flutter of inquiries whetber he was better, and gentle hopes 
Fliccbe that his studies had not been too much for him, n 
appeared to mark ika cagerneBS of his eyes, and tlie curio 
his face. He sat down in hia old place, and pretended to 1 
to Mr Pigeon. Auxiously from under the shadow of his 1 
he inspected the crowd before him, who had recovered 
spirits. In B, comer close to the door he at last found the 
he WAS in search of. Mrs Hiljard sat at the end of a ' 
leaning her face on her hand. She had her eyes fixed npo 
speaker, and there passed now and then across the com 
her close-shut month that momentary movement which y, 
Bymbol for a smile. She was not pretending to listei 
giving her entire attention to the honest poulterer. Noi 
then she turned her eyes from Pigeon, and perused the. 
and the company with rapid glances of amusement and, 
observation. Perhaps her eyes gleamed keener, and her 
cheek owned a slight flush — that was all. Out of her n 
nous life — out of that interview, so full of violence and pa 
— the strange woman came, without a moment's intend 
amuse herself by looking at and listening to all those hi 
innocent people. Could it be that she was taking not! 
Pigeon's speech I Suddenly, all at once, she had taken a p 
out of her pocket and began to writ«, glancing tip now and 
towards the speaker. Mr Vincent's head swam with the wi 
lie was contemplating — was she flesh and blood after » 
some wonderful skeleton living a galvanic life 1 But ^ 
asked jiimself the question, her cry of sudden anguish, her ' 
wicked promiae to kill the man who stole her daughter, i 
over hia mind, and arrested his thoughts. He, dallying I 
was on the verge of life, full of fantastic hopes and disi4>[l 
ment, could only pretend to listen to Pigeon ; but tha ; 
poulterer tamed grattfled eyes towards Mrs Hilyard. He D 
nised her real attention and interest ; was it the height of v 
tary sham and deception t — or was she really taking noteat 
The mystery was solved after the meeting was over. ' 
was some music, in the first place — anthems in which a] 
strength of Salem united, Tozer taking a heavy baai, ' 
Phcebe exerted herself so in the soprano that Mr Vint 
attention was forcibly called off his own meditations, in t 
lest something should break in the throat so hardly bI 
Then there were some oranges, oniAVei speech, a hymn, I 
benediction ; and then Mr "RaWos a^Tao^'^f^va-^ -vs^, mA> 
orer the platform to shake \ioa4s^n^W \f\^^^-^ 



Ocesa was tipng. Mr Vincent, who cnuld no longer take 
Cpge in silence, descended into the retiring throng. Ue waa 
Kxplimented on his apeiM^ and even by some superior people, 
bko had a mind to be fashionable, upon the delightful evening 
^f had enjoyed. When they were all gone, there were still 
^uj^rs, Uie Browns, the Pigeons, Mrs Ttifton, and Mr Baffles. 
^^Mp tDTuing back to them disconsolate, when he was sud- 
^^^Monfronted by Mrs Hilyard out of her cumcr with the 9y- 
^^Btlte hymu-book tjie unscrupulous woman had been writing 
EtOTn out in her hand. 

" Stop a minute !" she cried ; " I want to speak to you. 
■mt your help, if you will give it me. Don't be surprised at 
Sut X ask. Is your mother a good woman — was it she that 
nuned you to act to the forlorn as you did to me last night 1 

3tave been too hasty — I take away your breath ; — never mind, 
tare is no time to choose one's words. The buttennan is look' 
Eut.us, Mr Vincent The ladies are alarmed; they think I 
^^^niritual consolation at this unsuitable moment, h' 
^^^Mnswer my question. Would she do an act of Christian 
^JB'toa woman in distress!" 

B^By mother is — yes, I know she would ; what do you want 
Vserl — my mother is the beat and tenderest of women," cried 
elacent, in utter amazement. 

"I want to send a child to her — a persecuted, helpless child, 
■hom it is the object of my life to keep out of evil hands," 
i^id Mrs Hilyard, her dark thin face growing darker and more 
MUUd, her eyes softening with tears. " She will be safe at 
Lonsdale now, and I cannot go in my own person at present to 
itdceher anywhere. Here is a message for the telegraph," she 
idded, holding up the paper which Vinceut had Buppoaed to be 
UtM of Mr Pigeon's speech ; " take it for me — send it off to- 
light — you will 1 and write to jour mother ; she shall suffer 
10 loaa, and I will thank her on my knees. It is life or death 

"I know — I am aware!" cried Vincent, not knowing what 
16 oaid. " There is no time to bo lost," 

She put the paper into his hand, and clasped it tight between 
iDtli of hers, not knowing, in the excitement which she was so 
NsU trained to repress, that he had betrayed any special know- 
edge iif her distress. It seemed natural, in that strain of 
lesperation, tliat everybody should nnderetand her. " C 
o-monow and tell me," she said, hurriedly, and ihea baatfiWfeA 
yrny, \eitvitig bim with the paper folded close u\\a> \ux \i3nii % 
i^t^j^&gf^^ left it Be turned away Ituia \.\vq ^q^ 
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which awaited his coming with some curiosity nnd imp 
and read the message by the light of one of tjie garlatu 
festive lamps. " Rachel Russell to Miss Smith, Li 
Devonshire. Immediately on receiving this, take tiie t 
Lonsdale, near Peterborough — to Mra Vincent's; leave tl 
at some station near town, and drive to a corresponding 
on the Great Northern ; don't eater London. Blue vti 
— not to be left for an instant. I tmst all to yon." 1 
cent put the message in his pocketbook, t«ok it ottt i 
tried it in his purse, his waistcoat pocket, everywhere fi 
think of — finally, closed his hand over it as at first, & 
high state of excitement went up to the chattering groiq 
little platform, the only thought in his mind being hoi 
rid of them, that he might hasten upon his mission be 
telegraph office was closed for the night. 

And, as was to be expected, Mr Vincent found it 1 
matter to get rid of the Tozers and Pigeons, who were a 
flowing about the tea-party, its provisions, its speeches,! 
nuccess. He stood with that bit of paper clenched in hi 
and endured the jokea of hia reverend brother, tbe ren: 
Mrs Tiiftoa, the blushes of Phosbe. He stood for half i 
at least perforce in unwilling and constrained civil! 
last he became desperate ; — with a wild promise to retn 
sently, he rushed out into the night The station wai 
half a mile out of Carlingford, at the new end, a long # 
Dr Rider's. When Vincent reached it, the telegnqth ell 
putting on hia hat to go away, and did not relish the mot 
detention ; when the message was received and despatd 
young minister drew breath— he went ont of the ofSc% 
hia hot forehead, to the railway platform, where the lai 
for town was just starting. As Vincent stood recoveiif 
self and regaining his breat}i, the sudden flash of a. matcli 
^Lin one of the carriages attracted liia attention. He look 
^Bmw by the light of the lamp inside a man stooping to li 
^Pdgar, The action brought the face, bending down clos* 
* "Window, clearly out against the dark-blue background 
empty carriage ; hair light, fine, and thin, in long but 
locks — a high-featured eogle-face, too sharp for beauty B 
bearing all the traces of superior good looks departed- 
beard, so light that it did not count for its due in the ai 
that remarkable countenance— a figarc full of ease and 1 
grace : all these partic\ilare 'Vincent ivoVA. -wSSix «.' 
in another moment flie\D'ns^K*«!<^"*^ 






■ftd into the darkness. With a Btrange 6uah of triumph lie 
Bed them disappear, and turned away with a smile on his 

The message uf warning was already tingliug along tho 
five wires, and most outspeed the slow human traveller. 
fece, which so stamped itaelf upon his memory, which he 
ed he could see pictured on the air aa he returned along 
lark road, was the face of the mttn who had been Lady 
em's companion at the lecture. That it wna the same face 
li had confronted Mrs Uilyard in the dark graveyard behind 
a Chapel he never doubted. With a thrill of active hatred 
Aerce enmity which it was diflieuit to account for, and still 
! difficult for a man of his profession to excuse, the young 
looked forward to the unknown future with a certainty of 
iog that face again. 

8 drop a charitable veil over the ciincJuaion of the night. 
Uffles and Mr Vincent supped at Pigeon's, along with the 

IS uid Tozers ; and Phtebe'a testimony if 

A feast of reason and a dow of soul, 
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iiiext morning Vincent awoke with a eense of personal 
1 and business, which perhaps is only possible to a 
kged with the actual occurrences of individual life, 
lal duties and the general necessities of existing, do 
be that thrill of sensible importance and use which a man 
*llo ia busy with affaire which concern his own or other 
'• very heart and being. The young Nonconformist was 
ger tike Bentimentalist who had made the gaping assembly 
Hn Chapel uneasy over their tea-drinking. That dark 
erei ocean of life which he had apostrophised, opened up 
. jniine<iiately thereafter one of its most mysterious scenes. 
id shaken Vincent rudely out of his own youthful vagaries. 
the most true of philosophers, contemplating, however 
" ', the secrets of nature or thought, would come to ft 
'iduidBtill over a visible nbyss of human guiit, '»rte\^vei.- 
~ ' ~ KJ^Kstniiut, and courage, yawning; appatwA' 
■e tho poor dia\ertics ot ' 
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and State controversy, or the fluctuations of an uncerlai 
mintl feeling iteelf superior to its work, to such a spei 
passionate life, full of evU and of nuble qualities — of ^ 
suffering more intense than anything phiiosopliy dra 
The thill veil which youthful ignorance, believing in th 
jnacy of thought and Buperior charm of intellectual c 
' lya over the world, ahriveUed up under the fiery lurid 

\t passionate scene. Two people clearly, who had on 
Sach other, hating each other to the death, struggling del 
over a lesser thread of life proceeding from tfaem bt 
mother, driven tn the lowcat extremities of existence, i 
lip like a wild creature to defend her offspring — whi 
philosophy say tn such phenoineua? A wild circle of 
sprang into conscious being under the young man's ha! 
ened eyes — wild iigures that filled the world, leavii 
space for the calm Buggestious of thought, and even 
itself so little vantage-ground. Love, Hatred, Anger, J 
Revenge— how many more ? Vincent, who was no loi 
lofty reasoning Vincent of Homerton, found life look ■ 
under the light of those torch-bearers. But he had a 
this particular morning to survey tlte subject. H( 
cany his report and ezcplanation to the strange woman 
so seized upon and involved Tiim in her concerns. 

Mrs Hilyard was seated in her room, just as he had 
before, working with flying needle and nervous fingei 
coarsest needlework. She said, " Come in," and did 
when he entered. She gave him an eager, inquiring lo 
importunate and commanding than any words, but nevei 
working, moving her thin fingers as if there was som< 
the continuance of her labour. She was impatient of hi 
before he had closed the dour — desperate when he said : 
greeting. She opened her pale tips and spoke, but Vinct 
nothing. She was beyond speech. 

" The message went off last night, and 1 wrote to myi 
said Vincent ; " don't fear. She will do what you i 
everything will be well." 

It was some time before Mrs Hilyard quite conqn 
agitation ; when she succeeded, she spoke so entire! 
usual t«ne that Vincent started, being inexperienced 
changes. He contemplated her with tragic eyea in it 
atartryrdcim ; she, on the contrajy, more uonacious of' 
powers, ber own strength oi Tdfaatanca b.tA mJanSIujc^ 
of aaj sacrifice, had notliing a\)ooi^x 'CD&^riM^I 
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according to nature. Instead of any passionate burst of 
relation, thb is what ate said — 

yoa. I am very much obliged to you. How every- 
!s to be ■well, does not appear to me ; but I will take 
«rd for it. I hope I may take your word for your mother 
Vincent. Vou have a right to know how this is. Do 
it, and must I tel! you now ?" 
e for the first time Viuceiit recollected in what an unjua- 
iirayhehad obtaiued his information. Strangely enough, 
oever struck hi m before. He had felt himself somehow 
)d with the woman in the strange interview he had over- 
The man was a personal enemy. His interest in the 
tras ao honest and simple, amid all the complication 
youthful superficial insincerities, that this equivocal 
was one of the very few which Vincent had actually 
qneBtioned even to himself. He was confounded now 
law how the matter stood. His face became suddenly 
— iibame took possessiuu of his aouL 
heavens, I have done the most dishonourable action !" 
lucent, betrayed into sudden exclamation by the horror 
discovery. Then he paused, turning an alarmed look 
ia new friend. She took it very calmly. She glanced 
iiB with a comic glance in her eyes, and a twitch at the 
of her mouth. Notwithstanding last uight — notwith- 
g the anxiety which she dared not move in her own 
to alleviate. — she was still capable of beiug amused. Her 
" What now 'I " with no very alarming apprehensions, 
a frightful one for poor Vincent. 
viUbe quite juatifled in turning me out of your house," 
, dearing hia throat, and in great confusion ; " but if you 

ieve it, I never till this moment saw how atrocioua 

Djnrd, I was in the vestry; the window wjia open; I 

conversation last night." 
ftnoment Vincent had all the ptinisliment he expected, 
HUt. Her eyes blazed upon him out of that pale dark 
li a certain contempt and lofty indifference. There was 
, Hr Vincent crushed his best hat in his hands, and sat 
am doing penance. He was dismayed with the discovery 
nm meanness. Nobody could dehver such a cutting 
k w Iw was pronouncing on himself. 
tiie vorld mi^ht hnve listened, so far as I am conceTrvfti^ 

an-liile, quietly enough. " I am aotry ^ou si&. 
■"' for yourself than form' "' "" 




csammm eir <UKatiiw^&: 

sifter another pause, " I dou't mean to quarrel. 

my own sake, tliough soriy for youra. Now you kuow 

lllian I can tell you. There were some pleasant flowers of 

t be gathered in that dark garden," she continued, wi 

!r odd upward gleam of her eyes. " We must have s 

[■ olericd ideas rather. At the moment, Lowevc 

Tiiicent, people like Colonel Mildmay and myself motn 

I say." 

"If I had gained my knowledge in a legitimate way, 
the Bhame -stricken minister, not venturing to look her 
face, "I should have said that I hoped it was only f< 
moment." 

Mra Hilyard laid down her work, and looked across 
with undisguised amuaement, " 1 am sorry there is i 
here to perceive this beautiful situation," she aaid. 
would not have their ghostly father commit himself, if 
pented after this fashion 1 Thank you, Mr Vincent, for 
you don't say. And now we shall drop the subject, doii' 
think J Were the deawjns all charmed with the tea- 
last night)" 

" You want me to go now," aaid Vincent, rising, witk 
concerted looks. 

" Not because I am angry. I am not angry," she B^dt 
and holding out her hand to him. " It was a pity, but it i 
inadvertence, and no dishonourable action. Yes, go. 
best to be avoided till I hear how this journey has been mai 
and what your mother says. It was a sudden thought 
sending them to Lonsdale. I know that, even if he hi 
already found the right one, he will search all the othen 
And your Lonsdale has been examined and exhausted ; 
safe there. Yes, go. I am glad you know ; but doa' 
anything to Alice, if you see her, as she is sure to seek ; 
You know who I mean by Alice ? Lady Weatem— yes. 
bye. I trust you, notwithstonding the vestry window 
close it after this on January nights." 

She had sunk into her seat again, and was absorbed in 
needlework, before Vincent left the room. He looked M 
npou her before he shut the door, but she had no look 
spare from that all-engrossing work ; her thin fingers were 
scarred than ever, and stained with the coarse blue Btu£. 
his life after tlie young man never saw that colour wil 
thinking of the stains on those poor hands. 
^ Se went about bis work assiduously all that 



)eopIe, poor people, men and women, "whicli were sinners." 
dark ocean of life with which he had frightened the Salem 
last night, Mr Vincent made deeper investigations into 
lay than he had made hefore dnring aU the time he had 
in Carlingford. He kept dear of the smug comfort of the 
ag people of " the connection." Absolute want, suffering, 
lorrow, were comparatively new to him ; and being as yet 
to philanthropic echemes, and not at all scientific in 
Ustribution of hia ayinpathies, the minister of Salem con- 
bmtseU in a way which would have called forth the 
ondest contempt and pity of the curate of St Hoque'a. 
elieved everybody's story, and emptied bis purse with the 
liberality; for, indeed, visitation of the poor had not 
a branch of study at Homerton. Tired and all but penni- 
'le did not turn bis steps homeward till the wintry after- 
vae sinking into nigho, and the lamps began to be lighted 
the cheerful streets, As he came into George Street, 
V Lady Western's carnage waiting at the door of Mas- 
Alice ! that was the name they called her. He looked 
celestial chariot wistfully. He bad nothing to do with it 
beautiful mistress — never, as anything but a stranger, 
ipping afar off, couJd the Dissenting minbter of Curling- 
If^roach. that lovely vision — never think of her but as of 

let, ineffably distant — never 

[y lady's compliments," said a toll voice on a level with 
it'a eyebrows : " will you j>lease to step over and speak 
ladyship ) " The startled Nonconformist raised his eyes. 
ig footman, whose happy privilege it was to wait upon 
tdy ot bis dreams, stood respectful by bis side, and from 
BUge opposite the fairest face in the world was beaming, 
" "' it of hands waving to him. Vincent believed after- 
he crossed the entire breadth of George Street in a 
stride. 

am so glad to see you, Mr Vincent," said Lady Western, 
Um lier hand ; " I did so want to see you after the other 
Oh, how could you be go clever and wicked — so wicked 
IT iriends ! Indeed, 1 shall never be pleased till you 
, and confess how wrong you were. I must tell you why 
i that night. I could not tell what on earth to do with 
wtber, and I took him to amuse him : or else, you know, 
er could have gone to hear the poor dear old Church 
And how violent you were ton ! Indeed I must 
^ '' ■ it, or I should feel I was au eatm'^ 
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k Ctnrcli. Sow I want you to dine with me, and I 
B ■QBMbodj' to coiUB who will be a. Ta&tch for 
T fond nf clever soaety, though there is so little of it in 
Tell Die, will you come to-morrow ! I am diaeng 
Ofc, [my, do I and Mr Weatworth aiiall come too, and yoa 

t^dj' Western clapped her pret^ htiuds together v 
■lutaatiun. As for Vincent, nil the superior, t 
t be would pnibably have indulged — the contra 
woBM ttm dnwn between the desperate brother and thii 
(■^ BfBue. fluttering on the edge of myateiies eo daft 
«•% hid alM been uiybody else— deserted him totally ii 
MMMI dim She waa not anybody else— 
tW VokIi link M ftom those sweetest lips were of ft 
\Vnmt tbmfHatj to the bewildered young i ~ 

bn» fMM off Btnij|^K<nty to the end of the world if Aa 
ckOMA to cownund him. All unwarned by his previous fa 
pmdiM opftted l^ain to his delighted eyes. 

■Aad I want to consult you about our friend," said 
W«*8fB ; ** it will be so kind of yon to come. I am so pit 
MM bw>« a» CMjngQinait I am sure yon thought us very at 
M IJHM : Mid I WM stnpid, I confe&s," added the beauty, 
iaf AfflM swMt tyte, whicit were more eloquent than gel 
<|[ f Ba tb* >ten wio w*a reconquered by a glance ; " but I 
owv iMOfill dwrty. Good-bye till to-morrow. I shall i 
nika ^IC* ^tt-wmw. Oh, there is Mr Wentworth I • 
(■H Mr WMtwDflb to apetk. to me. Good-morning — aa 
b«L b i tf|m > aix — BOW, yon must not forget." 

S^ «( dH fMt thM Mr Wentworth tw>k his place ha 
aii^ ^^^ >bi« nt tbe cairisge, Vincent passed on, a ohl 
■Hh' Vtt^** I R« imiled to himself at the possibility, S 
k* ^a fc 'id <M to Us lod^ng a wonderful maze of expect 
Ml «fMk thi ywing nua's mind. Why, he asked, in 
l» W |>a ^Hlo lua atna^ nmnecdon with Uer relationa 
llNfirttMft«bit«oaU be, be said to himself with a little 
ibM pwytfw ti tto PK^ridenee which shapes men's 
ftWhff ■ i xhn ^ Uft with Hers by these links of c 
MMUt TW tkM tbrobbed with wi»nder and miracle as 
«K tfe«T WW* Bfl bUd ■() by ber anule. Who could pretUct 
«i%te W tlililH. ArMgb ott tba imposaibilities of fact ADi 
ttk VMMl Mlk Siaea^allfc that delicious haze \sj 
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'thiiig that all these strange circles nf fain wer. 

hia chai-rued feet. 

elevated (nime of mind, scarcely aware of the 

r trod, Vincent reached home. The little maid at tl 

something abont a lady, to vliich he paid no attei 
J occupied with hia own thoughts. With an uncon- 
tminatiou on his face Iio mounted the stflir lightly, 
9 at a time, to his own rooms. The lamp was lighted 
;e sitting-room, and some one rose nervously from the 
a went in at the door. What waa tliit sudden teiTor 
I upon the young man in the renewed glory of his 
kopes 1 It wna his mother, pale and faint, with aloep- 
l eyes, who, with the cry of an aching heart, worn out 
I and suspense, came forward, lioldiiig nut anxtoor 
liim, and dropped in an utter ahundun of 
sa into liis astonished arms. 
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las happened J For heaven's sake tell me, mother, 
lent, as she uank back, wiping her eyes, and altogether 
vd, half with the trouble which he did not know, half 
joy of seeing him again^ — " say it out at 
f me ill this dreadful suspense. Susan 1 

Wliat ta wrong?" 
nydear boy!" said Mrs Vincent, recovering faersetfj! 
mmbling in her agitation — " oh, my affectionate boy| 
i^dng of us in his good heart ! No, dear. It's — it's 
tartieulsr happened. Let itie compose myself a little," 
id take bi'eatli," 

Basaat" cried the excited young man. 
I, poor dear ! — she is very well ; and — and very happy 
■ moment, my darling boy," said Mrs Vincent, " though 
ihe ought to be Imppy under the circumstances — or . 

itSg only a cruel trick — or whether I haven't been J 

td precipitate — but, my dear, what could I do but I 

ron, Artbur? I could not have kept it Itom Wt \^ \ 

Krhiigerat borne. And to put sack a A.Tfii- 
her bead, when it might \)e aU a ia\»EtV<x^H 
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n camvKLu or <naam«0K>i 

would have ouly liceti killing her ; nnd, my deiir boy, nnw I 
your face again, I'm uot bo frigbteued — and surely it c 
cleared up, and all will be well" 

VinceQt, wbose anxiety conquered hia impatience, even 1 
exciting it, kneeled down by hia mother's side and tauk 
bands, which atill trembled, into his own. " Mother, ' 
that I ani very anxioun ; that I don't know what you are 
ring to : and that the sudden sight of you has hlled uie wi| 
sort of terrors— for I know you would uot lightly take a 
journey all by yourself," said the young mou.growiug still! 
anxious as he thought of it—" and try to collect your thoi 
and tell me wlutt ia wiijiig." 

His mother drew ona of lier hands out of his, Inid it a 
head, and fondly smootlied back Ida hair. " My dear good: 
you were always so sensible — I wish you had never left 
she said, with a little groan ; " and indeed it was a 
thought to undertake such a journey ; aud since I caioe 
Arthur, I have felt so flurried and strange, that 1 have nn 
you see, even taken off my bonnet ; but I think uow yoS 
come, dear, if you would ring the bell and order up tbet 
When I see you, aud see you looking so well, Arthur, it « 
as if things could never be ao bad, you know, ify dear," 
said at last, with a little iiuiver in her voiw, stopping and i 
ing at him with a kind of nervous alarm, " it was about '. 
Fordham, you may be sure." 

" Tea direotly," said Vincent to the little maid, whg I 
peared just at this crisis, aud who wax in her turn alanuA 
the brief and peremptory order. " What about ilr Fordb& 
he said, helping his mother to take off the cloak aud waiai 
in which she had been sitting, in her nervous tremor and t, 
tion, while she waited his return. 

" Oh, my dear, my dear," cried poor Sirs Vincent, i 
her hands, " if he should not turn out as he ought, bow . 
ever forgive myself 1 I had a kind of warning in my mini 
first time he came to the himse, and I have always dieaBlli 
uucomfurtable dreams of him, Arthur. Oh! if you onlf < 
have seen him, my dear boy ! liut he was such a getitle 
and had such way^. I am sure he must have mi^d 4 
very highest society — and he seemed so to (i(jjiiv.eiate Sa 
not only to be in love with her, you know, my dear, a 
young man might, but to reolly a^i^xeciate my sweet girl 
Ajrtbur, Arthur, if he sbouW txmi Ci«X,'\»nSi'3iS.\-?(ii' "' 
Sasan will break UcTVeart." 






* Motlier, you drive me frautic. What hn.s Iiu done ! "' cried 
e Vinuent. 

* He Ima done nothing, tny dear, that I know of. It is not 
, Arthur, fur he has beun gone for a month, arranging hia 
ire, you know, before the wedding, and writes Susan regu- 
t, aiul beautiful letters. It is a, dreadful scrawl I got last 
It. I have it in my pockct-bitok. It came by the lost post 
ijg 8uBan was out, thank lieaveiL I'll shi)W it yciu presently, 

' deur, as soon aa I can find it, but I have so many papers in 
' pocket-book. She aaw directly when ahe came in that 
oelhing had happened, and oh, Arthur, it waa au hard to keep 
from hor. I don't know when I have kept anything from 
r before^ I can't tell how we got through the night. But 
Tt moruing I made up the must artful Btury I could — here ia 
idreadful letter, my dear, nt last^ — about being determined to 
I yoD, and making sure that you were taking eare of yourself ; 
•- the knew as well as I did how negligent you always are 
nt wet feet. Are you aure your feet are dry now, Arthur I 
Mny dear boy, it makes me veiy uncomfortable. You don't 
ader to aee your poor mother here, now, after that 1 " 
~ c letter which Vincent got meanwhile, and anxiously read, 
» follows—the handwriting very mean, with a little tremor 
Si, vliich seemed to infer that the writer waa an old man : — 

" UaQAM, — Though I am but a jwor man, I can't abear to see 
Qg going on, and do nothink to atop it. Madam, I beg of 
to eicuae me, as am unknowu to you, and aa can't aigu my 
■at name to it like a man. This h the only way as I can 
l-you a word of warning. Don't let the young lady many 
IM she's Bgoiug to, not if her heart should bi'cak first. Don't 
t nnthiiik to do with Mr Fordham. That's not hia right 
U, and he has got a wife living— and this I say is true, aa 
Vta I have to answer at the judgment ; — ^and I say to you as 
isod, Stop it, atop it ! Don't let it go on a step, if you vally 
jmuig lady's chai^ckter and her life. I don't add no more, 
low ^ftt's all I dare say. being only a servant ; but I hope 
tBAUgU to save the poor young lady out of his clutdies, aa ia 
IB tlttt goetli about seeking whom he may devour. — From a 
twiiher, tliough A Stbasger." 

Ifn Vincent's ntind was en.*'er when this epialiu siaa oaX. ttV 
Hbe^isbiod up before the mirror to taVe oS V«s 
' r cap tidy; sbc glided acryas t\ia 
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take up the ^linwl and cloak vhicli her son had flung upon 
little sofa awyhuw, (lud to fold tbem and lay them togethfl 
a chair. Then the trim little figure approached the taUe 
ivtiiuh stnud It dimly burning lamp, which smoked as lamps' 
when they have it all ttieir own way. Mrs Vincent tn; 
down the light a little, aad then proceeded to remove the g 
and chinmey by way of seeing what waa wrong — bringing- 
own anxioua patient face, still retaining many traces o' 
sweet comeliness which had almost reached tlie length of b 
in lier daughter, into the full illumination of the smoky bl 
Notwithstanding the smoke, the presence of that little n 
made the strangest dilTerence in the room. She took n 
various evidences of htter and nntidineas with her mind's i _ 
she examined the lamp. She had drawn a long breath of k 
when she put the letter into Arthur's hand. The aenst 
lightened responsibility seemed almost to relieve her anxiet| 
well. She litdd the chimney of the tamp in her hand, whal 
exclamation from her son called her back to the eonsidetal 
of that grievous question. She turned to him with a hi 
deepening of all the lines in her face. 

" Oh, Arthur dear ! don't you think it may bo an end 
don't you think it looks like some cruel trick ) Yoii i 
believe it's true?" 

" Mother, have you an enemy in the world ? " ciaed "Vint 
with an almost bitter afTectionateness, " Is there anybody 
ing that would take pleasure in wounding yon 1 " 

" No, dear ; but Mr Fordham might have one," aaii 
widow. " He is not like you or your dear father, Arthur. ■ 
looks as if lie might have been in the army, and had se 
great di;al of life. That is what has been a great cousoUtic 
me. A man like that, you know, dear, is sure to have eun 
80 very difl'erent from our quiet way of life," said Mrs Via. 
holding up the chimney of the lamp, and standing a 1 
higher than her natural five feet, with a simple conscioiisi 
that grandeur of experience: "some one that wished 1 
might have got some one else to write the letter. Hush, Art 
here is the maid with the tea." 

The maid with the tea pushed in, bearing her tray in 
scene which looked very strange to her awakened curiosity, 
minister stood before the lire with the letter in his hand, 
niwiy examining it, seaY, poat-ma.tiL, tawiiNTiting, even | 
S^ ^j'd not look like t\ie aame msa Vno \«A. cnva& ^ 
MW steps at a time, in tHe ^Vow sai o-!N)aa,\8j' 
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rccly haU an Imur ago. HLs teeth were set, and his fiice 
On the tnljle the smoky lamp blnzed into the dim air, 
julxted by the chimney, which Mrs Vincent was nervously 
Imtg with her handkerchief before she put it on, "Vhe liltio 
1, with her round eyes, set down the tray upon the tiible 
ail aiiswi-ring thrill of excitement and curiosity. There 
1 "somethiiik to do" with the minister and his unexpected 
,tor, Viucipnt himself took no notice of the girl ; but hia 
ther, witli feminine instinct, proceeded to disarm this pos- 
) observer. Mrs Vincent knew well, by long experience, 
. when the landlady happens to be one of the Hock, it is as 
t that the pitsCor should keep the little shocks and crises of 
existence Etudiuusly to himnelf. 

'■Doeo it always smnkel" said the gentle Jeaiiif, addressing 
little maid, 
i effect of sn Eudden and discomposing a questiou, at a 
ut when the person addressed was stariug with nil her 
li ftt the minister, npen^mouthed and open-eyed, may be 
Ikr imagined than described. The girl gave a start and 
led exclamation, luid made all the cups rattle on the tray as 
i>et it down. Did what smoke 1 — the chimney, or the nunis- 
', at the landlady's husband down-stairs ! 
'' Doe^ it always smoke 1 " repeated Mrs Vincent, calaily put- 

Ron the chimney, " I don't think it would if jou were very 
) iu puttijig this im. Look hero : always at tliis height, 
A you see) imd now it bums perfectly well." 
*Yes, ma'am ; I'll tell missis, ma'am," said the girl, backing 
fvitli some alarm. Mrs Vincent sat down at the table with 
ha satiBfactinn of success and conscious virtue. Her son. 
Us part, flung himself into the easy-cjiair which she had 
B ap, and stared at her with an inipatiencu and wonder 
ill be could not restrain. 
"lb think you should tjtlk about the lamp at such a time, or 
■"B it at all, iLideed, if it smoked hke fifty chimneys!" ho 
inied, with a tone of annoyance ; " why, niolher, this is 
lotdeatJi." 

" Yes, yea, my dear ! " said the mother, a little mortified in 
t turn ; " but it does not do to let strangers sec when you 
tn trtiuble. Oh, Arthur, my own boy, you roust not get into 
J difficulty here. I know what gossip is in a cougregati 
H Dt»LT would bear hiie of wbat your poor dear pavo. Sii," 
'ii ier eyes, laying her eiiSt o\i &ii.^« 
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my quick temper, Arthw; und whatever you do. dear. J(i 
mnst not expoae juurself to be talked of. You are all we lin 
in the world. Von must be your slater's protector ; forob,) 
this should be true, what n poor protector her mother has b 
Aud, dear boy, tell me, what are we to do ) " 

" Had he any Iriends?" asked Vineent, half sullenly; forh 
did feel ou instinctive desire to blame somebody, and nobcd 
seemed so blomablo as the mother, who bad adniitted a doubtii 
person into her house. " Did he know anybody — in Lonsddl 
or anywhere t Did he never speak of his friends ) " 

"He had been living abroad," said Mrs Vincent, elot^ 
" He talked of gentlemen sometimes, at Baden, and Homhlll 
and such places. I am afraid you would think it very si 
and — and perhaps wrong, Arthur ; but he seemed to know: 
much of the world — so different from our quiet way of Hffri 
that being so nice and good and refined himself with it oil*' 
am afraid it was rather an attraction to Suaan. It was 80 di 
ferent to what she was used with, my deiu-. We used to HSl 
u man who had seen so much, and known so many temptatioil 
tmd kept his nice simple tastes through it all-^oh, dear, i 
li it is true, I was never so deceived in all my life." 

" But you have not told me," said Arthur, morosely, "i 
had any friends!" 

" Nobody in Lonsdale,'' stud Mrs Vincent. " He caiUB tn 9 
some young relative at school in the neighbourhood " 

At this pomt Mrs Vincent broke off with a half scream, h 
terrupted by a violent start and exclamation from her son, vi 
jumped off his seal, and began to pace up and down the no 
in an agitation which she could not comprehend. Thii M 
entirely overpowered his mother, Her overwrought nenwai 
feelings relieved themselves in tears. She got up, tiemfalis 
approached the young man, put her hand, which shook, t" 
his arm, and implored him, crying softly all the time, to teH ll 
what he feared, what lie thought, what was the matter 1 PB 
Mncent's momentary ill-humour deserted him: ho begaO'l 
realise all the complications of the position ; but he could » 
resist the sight of his mother's tears. He led her back gentl 
to the easy-chair, poured out for her a cup of the neglected It' 
and restrained himself for her sake. It was while she took tl 
much-needed refreshment that he unfolded to her the Kbarfi 
the helpless strangers whom, ouly Ibe m^t \mfove, he had a 

niotiior you shall see iot yowa^yj 



wliat she in, i*cept u lady, thougli in tlic strangest circum- 
aicea," said Vincent, " SLo has some reason — I cannot tell 
kttt — for keeping ber child out of the father's hands. She 
pealed to me to let her send it t<j yuu, because he had been 
Lonsdale already, iLiid 1 could not refuse. His name is 
floiiel Mildnnity ; lie lias been at Loiisdalc ; did you hear of 
Bhftmant" 

Mrs Viucent shwik lier head — iier face yrcw more and mora 
rabled. 

"I don't know about reasons for keeping a child from ita 
her," she said, still shaking her head. " My dear, dear boy, 
impts no designing woman has got n hold upon you. Why 
tl you start so, Arthur? what had Mr Fordbam to do with 
e dlild 1 Susan would open my letters, of course, and I dare- 
y aho will make them yeiy comfortable ; but, Arthur dear, 
ong^ I don't blamo you, it was very imprudent. Is Colonel 
UdtQAy the lady's husband^ or— or what I Dear boy, you 
oold have thought of'Susan : Sasao, a young girl, must not be 
ed up with anybody of doubtful character. It was all your 
i heart, I know, but it was very imprudent, to be sure." 
Vincent laughed, in a kind of agony of mingled distress, 
aoBty, and strange momentary umusemeut. Uis mother and 
I vere both blaming each other for the same fault. Eoth of 
em had equally yielded to kind feelings, and the natnral im- 
llse of generous hearts, without any consideration of prudence, 
at his mistake could not be attended by any consequences a 
mdredth part so serious as hers. 

"In the mean time, we must do something," he said. "If he 
a no friends, he has at least an address, I suppose. Susan" 
■and a 6dsIi of indignation and affectionate anger crossed the 
nng man's faee — " Susan, no doubt, writes to the rascal. 
iBon 1 my sister ! Good heaven ! " 

" Arthur ! " said Mrs Vincent. " Your dear papa always dis- 
iproved of such excLunations ; he said they were just a kind 
outb, though people did not thiuk so. And you ought not 
call him a rascal without proof — indeed, it is very sinful to 
me to such hasty judgments. ¥es, I have got the address 
ritten down~it is in my pocket-book. But what shall you 
D t Will you write to himself, Arthur 1 or what 1 To be sure, 
wnuld be best to go to him and settle it at once." 
" Oh, mother, have n little prudence now," crW4 flift o.^\iAft&. ■ 
"if tie wei-e biise enough to propoae man'isugi 'U* 
'^ iiim .' (tint's not au oath — my ialUet ' ' ** 
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would have said as mucli) under such drcumstanccs, don't ] 
think he has the courage to tell a lie as well! I ishaU go iqi 
town, nnd to his address to-morrow, and sea what is to be foi 
there. You must rest io the mean tima Writing is out of 
queatioii ; what is to be done, I must da — and without a 
uiont'a loss of time." 

The mother tonic his hand again, and put her handkecd 
to licr eyes — " God bless my dear bay," she said, with a niotli 
teiirful admiration— " Oh, what a, thing fur nie, Arthur, 1 
y(iu are grown up and a man, und able to do what is ri^ 
such a dreadful difSculty ua this 1 You put me in mind n 
and more of your dear father when you settle so clearly it' 
to bo done. He was always ready to act when 1 used to hi ; 
flutter, wliich was besL And oh, how goiid has the Fat' 
the (atherlesa been to me in giving me such a aoii ! " 

" Ah, mother," said the young minister, " you gave pi 
thanks before, when yon thought the Father of the fathertea 
brought poor Susan a hjtppy lot, Do you say the same ntn 

" Always the same, Arthur dear," cried his mother, ' 
tears — "dwaya the same. If it is even so, is it me, do 
think, or is it Him that knows best?" 

After this the agitation and distress of the first i 
gradually subsided. That mother, with oU her generous ii _ 
deuce and innocence of heart, was, her son well knew, the t 
derest, the most iudulgent, the most sympathetic of oU 
friends. Though the httto — the veiy little insight ho ) 
obtiuned into life and the world had mode him think Iiiin 
wiser tlian she was in somo respects, nothing had ever o 
between them to disturb tbo )>oy's lialf-adoring, half-p 
lore. He bethought himself of providing for her comfuit 
she sat looking at him in the oasy-chiiir, with her eyes ami 
on him through their tears, patiently sipping the tea, whidl 
a cold and doubtful infusion, notliing like the fragrant lynp 
home. He poked the fire till it blazed, and drew her e 
towards it, and hunted up a footstool which he had lun 
kicked out of the way, under the sofa, a month before. TV 
he looked at the dear tender fresh old face opposite to Mm, 
that dose white cap which even now, after the long fa^gi 
journey, looked freUier and purer than other people's caps 
faces look at their best, a thnw cnme upon the young i 
JteArt Nature awoke and yearned in Uini, A mouu 
rlimpse crossed hia Tiaiuii ol a livwwHu \vftv'?»w»*'^««*%' 
"" ' wMcii uever tiUnow, w\iwi \f« ^^ -*■ 
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DBsible for ever, liatl seemed reftl or [iiitcticable, i>r even tlc- 
Ae before. 

Mother, dear," said Vincent, with a tremukins smile, " ymi 
eotno here, Susan and ynu, to mo ; and wo ahnll all be tii- 
ir i^iii' — and comfort eiich other," ho added, with a deeper 
ily still, thinking of bis owii lot 

mother did not answer in many words. She said, " Jly 
toy!" aoftly, followiug him willi her eyes. It was hard, 
I with Susan's dreadful danger before Jier, to hel]> being 
ally happy in seeing him again — in being hia gueat — in 
the full strength of liis manhood and independence. 
gave herself up to that feeling of maternal pride and con- 
as she once more dried the team which would come, 
itbstaitding all her efiorts. Then he sat down beside her, 
K^gned hiinaelf to that confidential (alk which can rarely 
lit between membera of the same family. He had unbnr- 
d his mind unconsciously in his letters about Tozer and the 
gns ; and it caimot be told what a refreshment it was to be 
to utter roundly in words his sentiments on all those sub- 
. The power of saying it ont with no greater hindrance 
Iter mild remonstrances, mingled, as they wore, with qucs- 
iwhich enabled liim U> complete his sketches, and smiles of 
(UDient at his descriptive powers, put him actually in blotter 
r with Salem. He felt remorseful and charitable after 
aaid his worst. 

And are you sure, dear," Siiid Jfrs Vincent, at last reaum- 
tbe subject nearest her heart, " that you can go away to- 
nr without neglecting any duty! You must not neglect a 
Arthur — not even for Susan's sake, Whatever happens 
jron must keep right." 
Iliave no duty to detain me," said Vincent, hastily. Then 
'Ibu glow came over the young man, a flu.'ih of happiness 
stole upon liiui like a thief, and brightened his own per- 
i firmament with a secret unacknowledgable delight ; " but 
>t return eiirly," he added, with a momentary hesitation — 
If yon won't think it unkind to leave you, mother, 1 am 
]td to dinner. I shoidd scarcely like to miss it," he cou- 
i, after another pausi.-, tying knots in his handkerchief, and 
g care not to look at her as he spoke, 
Te dinner, Arthur ) I thought your people only gave U 
Un Vincent, with n siaile. 

ivojile do; btit this — U not ouc ill ^-Ve ¥i^ 
*"'""*" "*''" Iieaitating. " lii iatt, \.W"' 
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Ijc ungracious of me not to go, nnd citwardly, too — for 
curate, I Ijelievu, is to meet me — iiud Lady Western i 
niitumily think " 

"Lady Western!" said Mrs Vincent, with irrcstrain 
pleasure ; " ia that one of the great people in C'Srliugfoi 
The good woman wiped her eyes again with the very ti ' 
and purest demonstration of that adoration of rank wi 
aaid to be an English instinct " I don't mean to be f 
dear," she said, apologetically; "I know these distinctioi 
society are not worth your cnring about ; but to see my Ai 

appreciated as he should be.ia " She could not lindvi 

to say what it was — she wound up with a little sob. " 
with trouble luid anxiety, aud pride and delight, and I 
fatigue added to all, tears came easiest that night. 

Vincent did not aay whether or not these distinctioiu ' 
society were worth earing about. He sat abstractedly, \ 
the knots in his handkerchief, with a faint smile on h 
Theu, while that pleasurable glow remained, he escor 
mother to his own sleeping-room, which he had given up to 
and saw that her fire burned brightly, and that all was com 
able. When he returned to poke his solitary fire, it was t 
time before he took out the letter which hod distuAed 
peace. The smile died away first by imperceptible degrei 
his face. He gradually erected himself out of the mediti 
lounge into which he had fallen ; then, with a little start, i 
throwing dreams away, he took out and examined the M 
The more he looked at it, the graver and deeper become 
anslety in his face. It had every appearance of being gen 
in its bad writing and doubtful spelling. jVnd Vincent stl 
ng^n with an unexplainnble thrill of alarm when he tht 
Jiow utterly unprotected his mother's sudden journey b 
that little house in Lonsdale. Snsan had no warning, n 
guard. He started up iu momentary fright, but as 8U 
aat down again with a certain indignation at hia iiwn tUou 
Nobody could caiTy her off, or do any net of violence ; w 
for tiking advantage of her solitude, Susan, a stnughUbr 
simple-minded English girl, was safe in her own pure a 
right 



CHAl'TEU XIII. 

'«XT morning Mr Vincent got up early, with an iiuicscriljiible 
Hnmotion in all liis thoughts. He wiis to institute inquiries 
|lich mi^t bo life or death to hia sister, but yet could not 
1^ his mind to the contemplation of t^at grave necessity. A 
et«t of private hope and expectation kept gleaming witii nn- 
trtxan light over the dark weight of anxiety in hia heart. He 
fluid Jiot help, in the very deepest of his thoughts about Susan, 
leaking off now and then into a momentary digression, which 
feddenly carried hJtti into Lady Western's drawing-room, and 
ttutled his henrt with a thrill of consuious delight^ secret and 
•, which he could neither banish nor deny. In and out, 
round about that grievous doubt which had suddenly dis- 
ed the quiet history of his family, this capricious fairy 
la)red, touching all his anxious thoughts with thrills of sweet- 
It seemed an action involuntary to himself, and over 
he had no power ; but it gave the young man an equally 
tfVoltintary and causeless cheer and comfort It did cot aeeui 
ilsBible that any dreadful discovery could 'be made that day, in 
lea of the fact that he was to meet Her that night. 
"When he met liis mother at breakfast, the recollection of Sirs 
lUyard and the cliarge she had committed to him came to his 
lind again. No doubt Susan would take the wanderers in — 
3 doubt tbey were as safe in the cottage as it was possible to 
b in a bumble inviolable English home, surrounded by all the 
Smgtb of neighbours and friends, and the protection of h, spot- 
fife which everybody knew; but yet That wan not 

I his strange acquaintance bad cjqiectcd or bargained for. 
Ee folt as if ho had broken faith with her when he realised his 
lodier's absence from her own house. Yet somehow he felt a 
hesitation in broaching the subject, imd unconsciously 
Iflptired himsult for doubts and reluctanca The certainty of 
's gave a forced character to the ii.'isunicd easiness with which 
Bpohc. 

" You will go to see Mrs Hilyard," he said : " I owe it to 
• to explain that you were absent before her child went there, 
bey will be sate enough at home, no donbt, with Susan ; but 
ill, you know, it would liiive been different liaAyov\\)Cttu\iunt" 
ifi^Mt&ui;" said Mrs Vincent^ «ith<uftiw^««iaM^d 



" You will find lier .1 very iutercsting womau," aiiid licr I 
instinctively contending tigalnst thiit uuiucpressed doubt— 
Btraugeat contrast to her surromidiiiga. The very sound of i 
voice curries one a tbuuaind miles from Salem. Had I seen 
in a pitlacc, I doubt whether I should have been equally 
pressed by her. You will bo interested in spite of youradf 

" It is, as you say, very strange, Arthur," said Mm Vinoa 
the dryness in her voice incrensing to the eittent of 1. 1 
cough; "when dues your train start 1" 

" Not till eleven," snid Vincent, looking at his watch ; 
you must please me, and go to see her, mother." 

" That reminds me, deiir," uaid Mrs Vincent, hurriedly, ' 
now I ani here, little as it Hiiits my feelings, you must tali 
to see some of your people, Arthiu-, Mrs Tuftnn, and pec 
the Tozers, you know. They might not hke to hear that 
mother had been in Carlingford, and hod nob gone to see ( 
It will be hard work visiting strangers while I am in thiB dl 
ful anxiety, but I must not be the means of bringing you il 
any trouble with your flock," 

" Oh, never mind my flock," said Vincent, with s 
tience ; "^ put ou your bonnet, and come and sec her, motlui 

" Arthur, you are going by the first train," said his h 

" There is abundant time, and it is uot too early tw6 
persistod tlie minister. 

But it was not so easy t*> conquer that meek little * 
" I feel very much fatigued to-day," she said, turning hari 
luilil but invincible, with the most distinct contrndictiun oi 
words to her son's face ; " if it had not been my anxiety to 
all I could of you, Arthur, I should not have got up to 
A journey is a very serious matter, de«r, for an old wfl 
One does not feel it so muuh at first," continued this phw 
defendant, still with her mild eyes on her sun's face, saev 
the perfect reasonableness of her plea, yet not unwilling til 
ehonld perceive it was a pretence ; " it is the next day una 
it. I shall lie down ou ^e sofa and rest when you are ) 

And, looking into his mother's soft eyes, the young S 
fornust retreated, and made no more attempts to shaka 
Not the invidnerahility of the fortress alone discouraged id 
though that was mildly obdurate, and proof to a[;gniueiit-< 
n certain uneasiness in the thought of that meeting, an tDc 
tiou to postpone it, and stave off tte thou^t of all thftta; 
'-" — surprised Minseli iniVis www rami, '*Pa,-3 1* ^--* 
or, or 'ho'w anj cuov^^i-cnJJviitiw' 
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it, Lc could not by any means imagine, but such was tbo 
[tiitctive seutiment in Lis heart. 

Accordingly he went up to London by the tmin, leaving Mrs 
lyard unwarned, and his mother re[>o3ing on the eofo, from 
' ^, it is bbA to say, she rose a few minutes after he waa 
be, to R-fresh herself by tidjrin^ his bookcase aud looking 

r all his linen and st(i«kiiigs, in which last she found a very 
lolesome subject of contemplation, whicli relieved the pressure 

'ler thoughts much more effectually than could haTB been 
) by the rest which she originally proposed. Arthur, for 

I part, went up to Loudon witli a certain nervous thrill of 
liety rising in Us breast as he approached the scene and the 
tment of his inquiries ; though it was still only by intervals 
it lie realised the raomeutoua nature of those inquiries, on 
3 result of which poor Susan's harmless gii-liah life, ail un- 
nsdous of the danger that tlireatened it, hung in the balance. 
Or Susan ! just then going on with a bride's preparations for 
i fLpinnacliing climax of her youthful existence. Was she, 
leed, really a bride, with nothing but truth and sweet honour 

the contract that bound her, or was she the nport of a vil- 
laua pastime that would brciik her heart, and might have 
ipWTCckecI her fair fame and innoccjit existence 1 Her brother 
t his teeth hard as he asked himself tliat question. Minister 
he was, it might have been u dangerous chance for Fordham, 

II b« come at tbiit moment without am]>le proofs of guittless- 
is in the Nonconformist's way. 

When he got to town, he wliirled, as fast as it was possible 
I, to the address where Susan's guileless letters were seat 
>t daily. It was in a street off Piccadilly, full of ludging- 
)S, and all manner of hangers-on and niiniatrants to the 
arid of fashion. He found tlie house directly, and was some- 
itt comforted to find it really an actual liouse, and not a myth 
Doubtful Castle, or a post-office window. He knocked with 
B real kuockcr, and heard the bell ]>eal through the eompara- 
6 silence in the street, and insensibly cheered up, and began 
look forward to the appearance of a real Mr Fordham, with 
tqueationable private history and troops of friends. A quiet 
>, BCropuloualy clean, entirely respectable, yet distinct in all 
feiiuires of lodging-house; a groom in the area below, talking 
nn Invisible somebody, also a man, who seemed to be cleaning 
nebody else's boots ,- ap-stidfs, at the iirst-ftoos \>8Awm^, & 
' 'U^f "^''^'^g t fashion of -watering ■j.XwaXii, kr4.- 
'•eat to sprinkle the conveisfttVutvoX ^w.'ioi 



Vivlow ; altogether a Buperabimdnnco of mttlc attendants, 
incoupHtible with the integrity of the miall dwelliiig-plado 
private house. Another man, who evidently belonged U 
place, opened the duur, interrupting Yinceiit Huddenly ii 
obaervatioiis — an elduily man, half servant, half nioste 
reality thu proprietor of tlie place, ready cither to wait i 
waited on as octaaion might require. Turuiiig with a 
aturt from his inapectidii of the attendant circumstiinoe^ 
cent asked. Did Mr Fordhani live there) 

The man made a uionieatary but visible pause ; wbaiei 
might betoken, it was not ignoraace. He did not 
the alacrity of frunk knowledge or tdmple nun-informadua. 
|>au3ed, then said, "Mr Fordham, eir'f" Imiking intenli 
Viuceut, and taking in every particular of his appeorauce, > 
and profeaaional looks, with one rjpid glance, 

" Mr Fordham," repeated Vincent, " does he live herel' 

Once more the man perused him, swiftly and cautio 
" No, air ; he does not live here," was the second 

" I was told this was his address," said Vincent, 
you are not ignomnt of him ; where does he live i I biai 
letters come here." 

" There are a many gentlemen in the house in the < 
the season," answered the man, still on tho alert to 
Vincent'a meaning by hia looks — ■" sometimes letters 
coming months after they are gone. When we knows 
home address, sir, we sends tJiem ; when we don't, wi 
them by us till we see if any owner turns up. Oen'Iemai 
name of Fordham ! — do you happen to know sir, what n 
I the country he comes from i There's the LincoluBhirc Fam 
as you know, sir, and the Northumberland Fordhama ; but 
no gen'leman of that name lives here." 

" 1 am sm'e you know perfectly wliom I mean," said Vln 
in his heat and impatience, " I don't mean Mr Fordltaa 
harm — I only want to see Mm, or to geta<)me infomiatiani 
him, if he is not to be seen. Tell me where he does Hve, a 
me which of his friends is in town, that I may ask them, 
you I don't mean Mr Fordham any harm." 

" No, sir !— nor I don't know as anybody means any ha 

said the man, once more examining ^'iuceut's appeal 

" What was it na you were wishing to know t Thou^ I 

acquainted with the gen'kman vn^siM,Ahft 

I rfaopte mity be. "We have amawy wiwoaaos^'^^^Srt'iaSCV.: 

L|Mfase a na.nw.—Wti'xt. was it oa -^wv ™».«-^A&**ft.*A». 



"" 6A1XH (MAfSL, ttt 

I wish to sen Hv Fordham," aaid Vincent, impatiently. 
I have told yoii, air, he don't live here," said the guardian 
['the house. 

Then, look here ; you don't deceive me, rememher. I cnn 
you know all about him," eaid Vincent ; " and, as I tell 
I, I mean him no hanii ; auaiver me one or two simple quea- 
aud I will either thauk or reward you ns you like best. In 
firet place, Is this Mr Fordhaiu a married mau i nnd, Has lie 
gone by nuolher uamel" 

he asked these questions the man grinned in hia fuce. 

ird bless you, sir, we don't ask no such questions here. A 

lleman comes nail lias his rooms, and pays, and goes away, 

such name as ho pleases. I don't ask a certificate of 

if all's right in the pay depai'tment. We don't take 

ting troublesome ; but if n man was to have a doiten 

(t could WB know about it) Sorry to disoblige a 

; but oa I don't know nothing about Jlr Fordham, 

you'll excuse me, as it's the busiest time of the day." 

" WeU, tiien, my good man," said Vincent, taking out his 

what friend he has that I cini apply to ; you 

U do me the greatest service, and I " 

" Sony to disoblige a clergyman, as I say," said the man, 

grilj; " but, begging your pardon, I can't stand jabbering 

I never mas a spy ou a gen'lemun, and never wilt be, If 

1 want to know, you'll have to find out, Time's money to 

With which the landlord of No. 1 Nameless Street, Piccadilly, 
it the door abruptly in Vincent's face. A postman was audibly 
|>rtMching at the moment. Gould that have anything to do 
th the sudden breaking off of the conference 1 The minister, 
Asperated, yet, becoming more ausious, stood for a inoment ju 
* \ facing the blank closed door. Then, desperate, turned 
md suddenly, and faced the advancing Mercury. He had no 
bera for No. 10 ; he was hastening past, altogether regardless 
Vincent's look of inquiry. When he was addressed, however, 
e postman res|)onded with immediate ilirectness. " Fordham, 
' — yes— a gentleman of that name lives at No. 10 — leastways 
' h^ his letters there — No. 10 — where you havejust been, sir." 
" But they say he doesn't hve there," said Vincent. 
" Can't tell, air^haa his letters theit," said the public servant, 
cUledly. 

vtiaa erer perplexed, Vincent followed thei ■ptKS.mMv V 
*■'■' — ■'"'"" " H'iwt sort of a Louse iaiti' \W'«^HJ 
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Highly respectable houfle, Rir," answered tlie tersi 
functicnnry, performing an astounding rap next 

L agony of impatience and uncertain^, the young 
lingered oppoaite the Iiouse, conscious of a lit^lpleasues 
impotence which made liim furioua with Iiiniuelf. 
ought to lie able b> get to tlio bottom of it was clear; linl 
he wus as far as possible from knowing how to do that sbi 
where to pursue his iiiqniries, was indisputable. One thin 
certiun, that Mr Fordham did not choose to be visible a 
Address to which his letters were sent, and timt it was ho; 
to attempt to extract any informaticni on the subject l;^ 
frank inquiries as the minister h&d already made. 
Lalf-bour's walk, and thought it over with no great enl]| 
nient on the subject Then, coming back, applied once n 
the highly respectable uncommunicative door. He had 
taiued hopes that another and more manageable adherent i 
house might possibly appear this time — a maid, or impre 
able servitor of some description, and had a little piece oi 
ready for the propitiatory tip in his hand. His hopes 
however, put to iUght by the appearance of the same tai 
creased in respectability and eompoanre by tlie fact thi 
owner had thrown olf the jacket in which he had formerly 
invested, and now appeared in a solemn black coat, the a 
of respectable and dignified servitude. He fixed his 
severely upon Vincent as soon as he opened the door, H 
evidently disgusted by this return to the charge. 

"Look here," snid Vincent, somewhat startled and 
to find himself confronted by the some face which had f(H 
defied him; "conld you get a note conveyed from mft 
Fordham 1— the postman says he has his letters here." 

"If he gets his letters hero they come by the post," sa 
m>in, insolently, " There's a post-olficc round thi 
don't keep one here. If one roaches him, another will. II 
nothing to me." 

" But it is a great deal to me," said Vincent, with involi 
earnestness. " You have preserved his secret faithfully, wb 
it may be ; but it surely can't be any harm to convey a n 
Mr Fordham. Most likely, when he hears my name," aa! 
young man, with a little consciousness that what he ma 
more than he believed, "he will see me ; and I have to 
town this evening. You viiV\ Ao -qmi o. ^esA aevvice it yo 
the delay of the post, atvig&Vi^i^vttei. ' 
lay do Mr i'ordham a sctviim too" 
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he mail looked with less certainty iii Viiiceiit'a face. — " Seeina 
' some people don't know what ' No ' menus, when it's 
lie replied, with a certain relenting in his voice. "There's 
ft gen'lemiin ought to know, sure enough — something 
in the family or so ; but you see, he dun't live here ; 
rince you stand it out m, I don't mind snying that lie's a. 
l«mait as tHn't be seen in town to-day, seeing he's in tho 
itry, as I'm informed, im urgent jjrivato affairs. It 'a uii- 
nmi kind of a clergyman, and a stranger, to take such aii 
mt in my house," continued tlie fellow, grinning apitefidly; 
I what I say first I aay last — he diiii't live here." 
And he is niit in town 1 " naked Vincent, eagerly, without 
ting the insolence of the speech. The man graduaily closed 
'Jbot upon himself till he had shut it, and stood outside, 
fa iaa persistent visitor. 

£t town or out «f town," he said, folding,' his arms upon his 
p-md surveying Vincent with all the insolence of a lackey 
3raCFW3 ho has to deal with a man debarred by public 
on (iTim tho gratifying privilege of knocking him down, 
n ain't no more infonoation to he got here." 
idi waa tho conclusion of Vincent's attempted investigation, 
rent away at once, scarcely pausing to hear thi? speech out, 
Ike the only means that presented themselvea now ; and, 
J into the first stationer's shop in his way, wrote a note 
"ng Wr Fordhnm to meet him, and giving a friend'?) 
in London, as well as his own in Carlingford, thut he 
communicated with instantly. When he had written 
this note, Vincent proceeded to investigate the 
", all the red and blue books he could lay lus hands 
name of Fordham. It vna not a plentiful name, 
irred sufficiently often to perplex and confuse 
When he had looked over the list of Fordhams in 
nently long to give himself an intense headache, 
his undertaking entirely hopeless, he came to a 
_ What was to be done? He had no clue, nor the 
■ny, tn guide him through tliLi labyrinth ; but he had 
5BP auy trust In tht- honour of the man whom his mother 
wbly received, and to whom Susan had given her heart. 
wy vt tile only precaution which occurred to him, he wrote 
Inrt note tu Susan, begging her not to send any more letters 
MrPordhwH until ber mother's return; and deait'm^Vftt ■aiA. 
' by this pmbibiUnn, but to be very c&teWi d 
it fur ait cxphiiatUm when Mta "V\uccn\ s\\f«\&.. 
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return. He tLouglit Le liiiimelf would ucconijiany liis i 
Jioiiie. Tlif note w«s writteu, as Vincent thuugUt, in the i 
giinrded terms ; but iu reality was euch on abrupt, alai 
]>erfonnauce, hs waa nure to drive a Bensitive girl iuto tLe n 
fnght and uncertainty. Hnviag cased his conscience by ti 
went back to tlie railway, and returned to Carlingford, 3 
lind fallen before lie reached home. Under any other d 
otaiiceH, lie would have encountei'ed bis mother after sui 
ineffectual eatcrprLie, conscious as be was of canying 
notlung but heijjhtcued suapiciou, ivitb very uucomfortaue 
iugs, and would have been iu bis own person too profoti 
concerned about this dreadful danger which menaced liis 
sUter, to be able to rest or occupy himself about other tj 
But the fact was, that whenever he relapsed iuto the ac 
carriage in which he travelled to Carlingford, and when V 
quiet and alone, wrapped in the liaze of din and snu^e 
siteed which abstracts railway travellers from all the wod 
gave himself up to thought, the rosy hue of his own hopes ( 
stealing over him unawares. Now and then he woke up, at 
wake up from n do^e, aud made a passing snatch at hk I 
But again and again they eluded his grasp, and the jnda 
biigbtness which had no foundation in reason, swallowe 
everything which interfered with its power. The effect of 
was to make the young man preternatunilly solemn vbe 
entered the room where his mother awaited him. He felb 
reality of the fear ao much leas than he ought to do, that it 
necessary to put on twice the appearance. Had he really 
OS deeply anxious and alarmed as he should have been, be H 
naturally have tried to ease and lighten the burden of tiift 
covery to his mother ; feeling it so hazily as lie did, no 
precautions oceuired to him, Mhe i-oae up when ha cam 
with a face which gradually paled out of all its colour i 
approached. When lie was near enough to hold unt his 
to her, Mrs Vincent was nearly fainting. "Arthur," she fl 
in a scarcely audible voice, " G!od have pity upon us ; it is t 
I can see it in your face." 

" Mother, coinposu yourself. 1 have no evidence thkt 

true. I have discovered nothing," cried Vincent, in alam 

The widow dropped beavityinto her chair, and sobbed n 

"lean read it in your face," she said. "Oh ! my dear 

liave _yoii seen that — tbat ViUawl ^"ie* \yc covtfesa it! 

my Susan, my Snsaii I I ^iii ae^et iw^g.-i*. :m;^ 

Jdltvd mjr cMld," 
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Kwm this jwaaion it wns difficult to recover Iter, and \'iiicciit 
to r^resent so strongly the fact that he had oecertniiied 
ilg.CWtiuii, nnd that, for anything he cuuld tell, Fordhiim 
p^still prove himself innocent, that ho almost persuaded im 
maztA in persuuding hoi's. 

fiis letters might be taken iii at a, place where he did not 
, for convenience siike," said Vincent. "The man inigbt 
ik me it dun, or something' disagreeable. Fordhaiu himself, 
• anything we eiiu telJ, tmiy be very aagry about it. Cheer 
mother ; things are iio worse than they were List night. I 
6 you my word I have made no discovery, nnd perhaiia to- 
S )»ay bring ua a letter clearing it all «p." 
h ! Arthur, ynu are so young and hopefuL It is different 
[i me, who have seen so many terrors come true," said the 
Otbta, who notwithstanding was comforted. As for Vincent, 
feJt neither the danger nor the suspense. His whole soul 
a engrossed with the fact that it waa time to dross ; and it 
a with a little conscious sophistry that he himself made the 
It of it, and excused himself for his indiSerence. 
" I can't bear to leave you, mother, iu such suspense and 
■ess," he said, looking at his watch ; " but — I have to be at 
/ Western's at half-past sis." 
ItfiB Vincent looked up with on expression of stupified snr- 
e and pain for n moment, then brightened all at ouce. " J[y 
', I have kid out all your tilings," she said, with animation. 
a yon think I would let you miss it, Arthur? Never mind 
king t«> me. I shall hear oil about it when you come home 
night. Now go, dear, or you will be late. I will come and 
Ic to you when you are dressing, if you don't mind your 
itiier? Weil, perhaps not. I will stay here, and you can call 
when you are ready, and I will bring you a cup of tea. I 
I sure you are tired, wiiat with the fatigue and what with the 
)U must tiy to put it off your mind, and onjoy 
nintclf to-night." 

"Yes, mother," staid Vincent, hastening away; the tears were 
: her gentle eyeii when she gave him that unnecessary advice. 
premed his hands fast in hers when he left her at last, re- 
ng tt, nfrnid in her own lieart that tliis trouble had spoilt 
the brightness of the opening hopes whicli slie perceived witJi 
much jvtde and joy. "When he was gone, she wit diiwu Vi-j 
e aiiiitaiy £rej and cried over her Susan in aii utter iovVovKRwa 
sness, nhiidi only a woiinin so gentle, t\w\\i, avA \wv> 
!g/e fvr herself, could feel, llur smii, uv tVvi latto 
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okibg at Iiiiu na she ilici ao, wheu they went to din! 
ad jjut uside the forms which were intended to keep 
yrorlA nt arm's length. It was as her own clogost personal 
a that the little piirty gathered nruund the little table, just 
enough for thcni, whinh was placed before the fire in the 
dining-rooni. Lady Western was not a brilUant tiUker, 
[r Vineeut thought her smallest observiition more precious 
my atteionce of genius. He listened to her witli a fervour 
^'few people showed wlieik listening to him, notwithstand- 
i|^ natural eloquence; but ns to whut he himself Rnid in 

lie was entirely oblivious, and sjtoke like a. man iu a 
k' When she dapped her pretty hands, and adjiu^d the 
bmna and the Noncoiiformist to fight out their quarrel, it 
'ed for Vincent that Mr Weiitworth declined the eontro- 
Thc lecturer on Church and .State was lioiv da cumbcif; 
Aia charity with all men. The curate of St Boque'a, 
rliUnd and infatuated man ! — thought Lucy Wodehouso 
nrer ot Grange Lane, did not come iu his way. He might 
ist, bat it wa;s a sympathetic pity. Mr Vincent took no 
'iriieii Miaa Wodehouse launched tiny arrows of argument 

i. fQiB was the only member of the party who seemed to 

ri Ilia heresies in res]ject to Church and State — which, 
hi bad. forgotten himself, and the state of mind which 
ittem. No Buch world existed now as that cold and lofty 
:iriucb thu young man ot genius had seen glooming down 
|iia life, and shutting jealous harriers against his piiigress. 
Mkn were opened, the coldness gone — and he himself 
iigh on the sunshiny heights, where love and beauty had 
ferentiial abode. He had gained nothing — chimged iu 
K — from his former condition : not even the golden gates 
mHj had opened to the Dissenting minister ; but glorious 
ebuement had eome to the young man's heart. It was 
ii^ WMtem who had asked him to dinner — a distinction 
Mi. his mother was proud. It was the woman of all 
i wbo had brought him to her side, whose aweet eyes 
tBDniag him over, whose voice thnlled to his heart. By 
le he forgot all social distinctions, and all the stings coti- 
;1b them. No prince could have reached more completely 
■1 devation and summit of youthful existence. Ambi- 
ndits BUccesses were \'ulgar in comparison. It was a 
ipb amid the pnwe tmnidts and downtaWa kA Uta, 
two young men were left over theii wne, o. &«ms.- 
'e!l irpiii, the evening. TUe cuTaVc 
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iqnc's ttud the minister of Sjilem found it wonderful 

_ ■ up n conversation, They discussed the adTnnt 

retiring with the ladies lui they snt gtum and reserved i 

each other — not by any means unlike, and, by const 

iinturtd enemies. Sir Wcntworth thought it an adniiml 

;h more sensible than the absurd custom which k( 

itening to a parcel of old fo^cg, who retained the haUt 

;t generation ; and he pn^iOsed that they tihould join tb 

a proposal to which Vincent gladly acceded. When ' 

'urned to the drawing-room, Lucy Wodehoiiae was at thi 

her sister sat at table with a pattern-book before hei 

some impossible pattern in knitting ; and Lady Westei 

Bflt languid and lovely by the iire, with her beantiftil hi 

"lor lap, relieved from the dark background of the billff 

s by the delicate cambric and lace of her handkerchii 

not doing anything, or looking as if she could do ni 

was leaning back in the low chair, with the rich ' 

dress sweeping the carpet, and her beautiful unglova 

ing lightly across each other. She did not move w 

intlemen entered, Sho turned her eyes to them, and 

aweet welcoming smiles, which Vincent knew well 

for both alike, yet which made his heart thrills] 

Wentworth (insensible prig!) went to Lucy's side, and t 
talk to her over her music, now and then appealing ■ 
Wodehouse. Vincent, whom no man hindered, and in 
happiness all the fates had conspired, invited by those 
eyes, approached Lady Western with the surprised delij 
miraculouaty blessed. He could not understand 
'OS permitted to be so happy. He drew a chair betw 
id the table, and, sUtitting out the other group by tun 
: upon them, had her all to himself. She never * 
position, nor disturbed her sweet indolence, by tJ 
movement. The tire blazed no longer. The candle 
burning against the wall, threw uo very brilliant ligl 
this aceiie. To Vincent's wtuaciousness, bewildered as 
by the supreme deliglit of hia position, they were but t 
new world, and neither thing nor person disturbed the uii 
But Miss Wodehouse, when she raised her ej 
her knitting, only saw the young Dowager leaning back 
smiling the natural smiles of her sweet temper ai 
upon tiie young stranger whom she had chosen 6 
i/V^ of. Afiss Wodebo\i!*e H.\ca\\^ wM\B\'Q&si.S»^ 
tight be dangerous tor tlicj'oiins'vuwi,''' 
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•^ that liojlj' Western always looked well Jn a blue dress. 
ib was tbe outside world's intetprctatigii of that triumphant 
■*)l Viawnt's life. 
j ft went on he never could toll. Soft quostiona, spolten 
Invoice which made everythiiiL' eloquent, gently drew fniin 
'H» {Nitticnliirs of his life ; and sweet laughter, more musi- 
thnii that sonfT of Luey's tii which the curate (dull clod !) 
W all his attuutiou, rang silvery peals over the name of Tozer 
I the econoniicu of S.ileni. Perhaps Lady Western enjoyed 
1 conversation almost half as much as her worsltipper did. 
I amused, most delicate and diflicult of all successes. 
) pleased with the reverential devotiou which had a 
BhnesB and tender humility conjoined witli sensitive pride, 
ikh was novel to her, and more flattering than ordinary adora- 
. "When he saw it amused her, the young mau exerted 
^^ solf to set forth his miseries with tlieir ludicrous element 
Uy developed. They were no longer miseries, they were hap- 
iGisea which brought him those smiles. He said twice enough 
turn him out of Salem, and make him shunned by all ilio 
inoctiou. He forgot everything in life hut the lovely crea- 
e beside him, and the means by which he c<iuld arouse her 
Brest, and keep her ear a little longer. Such was the posi- 
B of affairs, when Silas "Wodehouse came to the plain part of 
r pattern, where she could go on without counting ; and sce- 
j Zjsdy Western ko much amused, Iwcanie interested and set 
'f to listen too. By this time Vincent had come to more 
iTirte concerns. 

"I have been iimuiriiig to-day after some one whom my 

r knows, and whom I am anxious to hear about," said 

" I cannot discover anything about him. It is a wild 

n to ask if ym know him, hut it is just possible ; theru 

t BUd) curious encounters in life." 

"Wliat is his namel" s.iid Lady Western, with a smile as 
Unnt as a sunbeam. 

" His itanie is Ford ham— Herbert Fordhani : I do not know 
e he comes froia, niir whether he is of any profession ; nor, 
id, anything but his name. I have been in town to- 

Horo Vincent came to a audJen stop. He had withdrawn liia 
from that MUiilo of hoi's for the moment. Wlien ho raised 
I d^n, the beautiful piftlire was changed a-s \t \j'^ mi^t. 
Sjcpd iijMin him dilated and almost -wWi. %« 
Bcrhand^, which had beQttAym?,Nv^'Ovf 



crossed, giusped eftch other in a grftap of sudden anKHish t 
aelf-control. He stopped short with n pang too bitter i^ 
strange for utterance. At that touch all hia fancies disMH 
into the air. He came to himself strangely, with a sense Sd^ 

aud desolation. In one instant, from the height of .t 

bhss (Iowa to the miserable flat of conacioua imimiwrbM 
Much a downfall was too nmch for man to endure with< 
allowing it. He stopped short nt tlie aspect of her face, 

"You have been in town to-day]- she repeated, pointed 
■with white and trembling lipa. "■'^ 

"And could hear nothing of liim," auid Vincent with n 
bitterness. " He was not tu be heard of at liis address " 
"Where was that!" asked Lady Wostem ti-raiu «.it 
some intent and anxious gaze. ° ' 

Vincent, who was sinking down, down in hopeless cin 
jealousy, miserable fierce rage and tlisapiwiutmcut, answtai 
>' 10 Nameless Street, Piccadilly," without an umiec 
word. 

Lady Western uttered a little cry of excitement and wonda 
She knew nothing of the black abyss into winch her comttfuiii 
had fallen any more than she knew the sylendid heictol 
wliiidi her favour had raised him ; but the sound ofher M 
voice recalled her to herself. She turned away from Vincent « 
pulled the bell which was within her reach — pulled it once n 
flgain with a nervous twitch, and entangled her bracelet ia 
bell-pull, so that she had to bend over to imfasten it Vine 
sat gloomily by and looked on, without offering any asaistai 
He knew it was to hide her troubled face and gain a mom 
to compose herself ; but he was scarcely preijared for hep (t 
avoidance of the subject when she next spoke. 

" liey are always bo late of givuig us tea," she said, Mm 

from her chair, aud going up to Miss Wudebouse : " I caa* 

I you have finished your pattern ; let me see how it looks. Th 

is pretty ; but I think it is too elaborate. How many thin 

! has Mary done for this hvZMX, Mr Wentivortli ?--and do tdl i 

j when is it to be!" 

What did Vhicent care fi>r the answer ( Ho sat U 

in that sumo place which had been his bower of bliss all t 
I evenbie, watclimg her as she moved about the room; t 
I bpantiM fiEure went and came with a certain restlesiiw 
I m 
Kim 
■bU 



mreh-mt mlial to ta, torn ™« comet to mother. 
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1 tte tea placed in .1 remote corner, and mjide it there ; ami 
iistcd on bringing it to the Miss Wddchouses with Jicr oivn 
* disturbed ; licr sweet coni])08iire was gone. 
Dcent aat and watched her nnder the shade of his haiids, 
I feelings as miaerable an ever moved mtm. It was not 
aw for having disturbed her ; — feelings much more personal, 
Dttification mid disappointment, and, alwvo aU, jonlousy, raged 
his heart. Wurmer and stronger than ever waa his intureat 
Mr Fordiiara now. 

After a miserable interval, ho rose to take his leave. When 
I came up to her, Lady "Western's kind heart ouce mure awoke 
Ilia behalf. She drew liim aside after a momentmy strugglo 
Itli Lersolf. 

" I know that gentleman," she eaid, quickly, with a moment- 
f flush of ciilour, and shorteuing of breath ; " at least I knew 
ID once ; and the address you mention ia my brother's address. 
yon. will teU mo what you want to know, I will ask for you. 

y brother and lie uaed not to be friends, but I suppose . 

'hat did you want to know)" 

" Only," said Vincent, with involuntary bitterness, " if lie 
a a man of honour, and could be trusted ; nothing else." 
The young Dowager paused and sighed ; her beautiful eyes 
Ttened with tears. "Oh, yes — yes; with life — to death!" 
i said, with a low accompaniment of sighing, end a wistful, 
daiickoly smile upon her lovely face. 

Vincent hastened out of the Louse. He ventured to say 
J to liimself as lie went up Orange Laue in the starless 
gh-t, with all the silence and swiftuea.'i of passion. He dared 
Dit trust himself tu think. His very heart, the physical organ 
sclF, seemed throbbing aud bursting with conscious pain. 
I she loved this mysterious stranger whose undecipherable 
tadow hung over tlie minister's pa&) To Vincent's fancy, 
J else could account fur her agitation j and was he so 
!, and to be trusted 1 Poor gentle Susan, whom such a fate 
1 doom was approaching as might have softened her brother's 
uwt, Inid but little place in liia tliimghtw. }le was not glad 
' Unit favourable verdict. He was overpowered with jealou.s 
gs and passion. Alas for his dreams 1 Ouce more, what 
nmfall and overthrow had come of it ! once more he had come 
a to his own position, and the second awakening was harder 
lan the iirat. When he got iome, and !oun4 \^ t&o^'M, 
mi, waiting to hear all about t\ie gteo-V \aA]S V«i^ 
it ia iwpimUAe to expresa m -wotd^ iW;"*'*' 
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erable impatience anil disgust with himself unil hU fiite W 
overpowered tlie young iii;m. He bad a. biui Iieadai^he, 
Viiiccnt said, she wn^i mre, and he did not coDtradlct her. 
WBS au unspeakable relief to him when she went to her 
mtini, and delivered him from tlic tender scrutiny of her ^ 
those eyes full of nothing but love, which, in'ttie iiritatJ 
Ilia spirit, drove him desperate. He did not toll lier nbunt 
unexpected discovery lie had mndu. The very name of Ford 
would have choked him that uight 
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>^E nest morning brought no letters except from Susan, 
hnin, if Bo true os Lady Western called him, was not, Via 
thought with bittembHS, acting as nn honourable man shoo) 
this emergency. But perhaps he might come to Carlingfoi 
the couise of the day, to see Susan's brother. The s 
the young minister was changed when he made hla ap[ 
at the breakfast table. Mrs Vincent made the most a 
inquiries about his health, but — stopped abruptly in i 
them by his short and ungracious answer — came to a ( 
pituse ; and with a pang of fright and mortification, adc 
lodged to herself that her son was no longer her boy, H 
entu^ heart she knew, but a man with a life and coooer 
his own, possibly not patent to his mother. That breakfast 
not a cheerfid meal. There had been n long silence, bn 
only by those nnxiaus attentions to each other's personal t 
fort, with which people endeavour to smooth down the en 
rassment of an intercourse apparently confidential, into H 
some sudden unexplninable simdnw has fallen. At kst 
cent got up from the table, fliUi a little outbreak of E 
tience. 

" I can't eat tins morning ; don't ask mc. Mother, got ; 
bonnet on," said the young man; "we must go to see 
Hilyard to-day," 

" I'es, Arthur," said Mrs Vincent, meekly; ahe Lad di 

iniaed uof to see Mrs lUljatd, ul "«\iom Wv gsntle respM 
fffla suspicious ; but, atwfei t^Vw s 



t women, at wliicli ti mau amitchea the reins out of Iiia 
iser's hand, cind has his way, the alnrmed nnd nnxiuua 
htr let her arms fall, and gave Id without a atniggle. 
the fact is, I heard of Mr Fordliaiii last night," aiud Vin- 
^ wnlkiug about the ruom, lifting up and setting duwn ngniu 
rtractctlly the things on the table. " Lady Western knowa 
l^ it appear ; perhaps !Mrs Hilyard dues tuo." 
"Lady Western knows him I Oh, Arthur, tell nio^ — what 
I she sayt " cried his mother, clasping her hands, 
"She Baid he cuuld be tnisted — mth life— to death," Biiid 
very low, with an inaudible groan in hia heart. He 
pi^ared for the joy and the teara and the thanksgiving 
which his words were received ; but he eould not have 
Beved how shar]>ly his mother's exclamation, " God bless ray 
tan 1 now I am happy about her, Arthur. I could be cou- 
rt to die," would go to his heart, fiuaon, yes ; — it was right 
be happy about her ; and as for himaelf, who cared 1 He 
it up his heart in that bitterness ; but it filled him with an 
atatiun and restlessness which he could not subdue. 
' We must go to Mrs Hilyard ; probably she can tell ns 
16," he said, abruptly; "and there is her child to speak of. 
bme myself," he added, with impatience, " for not telling 
Wore. Let us go now directly — never mind ringing the 
1; all that can be done when we are out. Dinner? oh, for 
no's sake, let them manage that ! Where is your bonnet, 
ibert the air will do me good after a bad night" 
f^Tes, dear," smd Mrs Vincent, moved by this last argument. 
rinat be his headache, no doubt, slie tried 1o persiutde her- 
Stimulated by the sound of his footstep in the next room, 
» Inst very little time over her toilette. Perhaps the chill 
IMlDiy air, sharp with frost, air full of natural exhilaration 
liwncsliment, did bring a certain rehef to the young Non- 
'cinist's aching tcmplea and exaspemted temper. It was 
difficulty his mother kept time with his long strides, as ho 
Ad her along the street, not leaving her tunc to took at 
n, which was naturally the most interesting point in Car- 
ud to the niiuister'a mother. Before she had lialf prepared 
it for this interview, he had hurried her up the narrow 
ati^rcnse which led to Mrs Hilyurd's lodgings. On the 
ng, with the door half open, stood Lady Western'.^ big 
un, fully oecRjiyin^ tiie narrow standing-grounA, ani aVci.- 
^SmSaSltK.^ i'/osA over the whole shabby bouse. "Si^^ 



for surely the woman must bo roapectable to whom people I 
messages by so grand a functionftry. The wgUt of tna 
struck Vincent like anotliec pang. Siie I»ad sent to take cou 
no doubt, on the evidently unlooked-for information which 
Btartlod her so Inst night. 

'* Come ill," siiiil the inhabitant of the room. She 'was { 
ing a note for which the footman waited. Things "were ju 
usual in that shabby place. The coarse stutf at wliich she 
been working lay on the table beside her. Seeing a vt 
with Vincent, she got u]> quickly, and turned her keen 
ni>ou the new-comer. The timid doubtful mother, the yl 
man, somewhat arbitmry and self<willed, who had brought 
companion tbero against her will, the vciy look, half h 
lialf suspicion, which Mri^ Vincent threw rouud the room 
plained matters to this quick observer. She was mistress a 
position at once. 

"Take this to Lady Western, John," said Mrs Hil 
" She may come when she plenseB — I shall be at home all 
but tell her to send a moid next time, ftir you are mucl 
magnificent tor Back Grove Street. This is Jlrs Vincei 
know. Your son Lta brought you to see me, and I hope 
have not come to say that I was too rash in asking a Chri 
kindness from this young man's mother. If he had nol 
haved like a paladin, I should not have ventured upon it; 
when a young man conducts himself so, I think his mothei 
good woman. You have taken in my child I" 

She had takeu Hrs Vincent by both bauds, and placet! 
in a chair, and sat down "beside her. The widow had > 
word to say. What with the praise of her son, whidl 
muuc to her ears^what with the confusion of her own j 
tion, she was painfully embarrassed and at a loss, and ajixii 
fall of explanations. '* Susan has, I have no doubt ; but 
sorry I left home on Wednesday momiug, and we did not \ 
then they were espected ; but we have a spare room, and & 
I don't doubt — — " 

"The fiict is, my mother had loft home before they I 
have reached Lonsdale," iutequised Vincent; "but my ( 
would take care of them equally well They are all safe 
note came this morning, announcing their arrival. My motl 
said the young man, hastily, " returns almost immediately. 
^riU mate no difterence to Ibe strangers." 

sure Susan will make ttvem coYtio"rtii3it,,a;^5^ 
well aired," said MwN' 
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tcaiMon to leave home, and did not eveii know of it till the 
ght before. My dear," ahe said, wjth liesitition, " did you 
': M» Hilyard wonld know? I brought Susan's not* to 
ow you," she added, laying down that simple performance in 
iiich 8uaan announced tlie receipt of ArtLur's letter, nnd the 
baequent arrival of " a govemees-lady, and the moat beautiful 
rl that ever was seen." The latter part of Susuu's hurritd 
' n which she declared this beautiful girl to be " very odd 
'II sort of grown-up buby," was carefully abatmcted by the 

it niother. 
The strange woman before them took up the note in botli 
I hands and drank it in, with an almost trembling eagerness. 
B seemed to read over the words to herself again and again 
dt moving lips. Then she drew a long breath of relief. 
"Mias Smith ia the model of a governess-lady," she said, 
rning witli a composure wonderfully unlike that oiigemess of 
;xiety to Mrs Vincent again — " ahe never writes but on her 
y, whatever may happen ; and yesterday did not happen to 
I iter day. Thank you ; it is Christian charity. You must 
t be any loser meantime, and we must arrange these Batters 
B you go away. This ia not a very ini]>osing habitation," 
e aaid, glancing round with a movement of her thin luoutji, 
i comic gjeam in her eye— " but that makes no difference, hu 
' aR they are concerned. Air Vincent knows more about inu 
la lie has any right to know," continued the strange woman, 
rtiit^ her head towards him for the moment with an amused 
ince — "a man takes one on trust sometimes, but a woman 
ist always explain herself tti a woman : perhajjs, Mr Vincent, 
It will leave us t<igether wliile I exjilain my fircumstances to 
armotherl" 
" Oh, I am sure it — it is not necessary," said Mrs Vincent, 

If Alarmed ; " but, Arthur, yim were to ask " 

"What were you to xisk'i" said Mrs Hilyard, laying her 
lid with an involuntary movement upon a tiny note lying 
I on the table, to wliieh Vincent's eyes had ab-eady wau- 
0. 

The fact is," he sniil, following her hand with bis eyes, 
at my mother canio up to inquire about some one called 
irdltam, in whom she is interested. Lady W&stcm know.i 
," said Vincent, abruptly, looking in Mrs Hilyeid'a iwFA. 
Ladjr WeBtem kaows him. Vou perceive \,\i».\. sVe ^wa 
HU to ask me about iini tJii.s nioming. \es" ataA S.\\% 
i^hokiug at thu youu^ uaau, not ■witUou*- a. ^VaAe *: 
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roiii|);iKHUiii. " \'<iii uro quite light ill juax caududiont; I 
Alicu uiiU li*.' "*'''''! ill kivo with each other before abe in 
Sir JiMC'i'li. He Iiiih tint been heard of for n lung time, 
du ymi wiiiit to know, and how is it he has abowed 1 
now I" 

" It ia for SiiHiin'M salte," cried Mrs ViriKeijt, i 
" uli, Mrs Hilyiird, yim will feel for me better thau any n , 
tiiy Didy diiii^'liter ! 1 gut aa naonymoixa letter the night be^ 
I luft, 1 Mil Bii (tmxied, I filmoat forget what uiglit h «»»- 
Tuondiiy iiiglit — wliifli arrived wlieii my doar child was oat L^ 
never kupt riiiythiiig fiuiii lier in all her life, aiid to conoulil 
woJi dread till— find how we got through that night " 

" Mother, tho dutiiib are surely not necessary nnw," add h 
iii]|iiititiiit will. " Wa want to know what are this niiiit'a ^if 
I'viiitiitn itiid hi» character — that is all," he added, with imslc^ 
ahli! Utti'nioBS. 

Mm Hilyard tiwk up her work, and pinned the long ea 
BPiim to liisr knoe. " Mrs Vincent will tell me herself," 
Nidd, looking Htniight at him witli Iter amused look. Of ( 
lior stTFingu [Kicnliaritiiis, thia faculty of amusement was tT 
fltranguHt. Intense restrained potion, anxiety of the mostdi. 

Iierato kind, a wild will whidi would pause at nothings i 
ilended with and left room for this uufailing perception of n 
hidieniUM jMissibllity. Vincent got up hastily, and, ( ' 
tho window, looked out upon tbe dismal prospect o 
throwing its shabby shadow upon those dreary graves. 
lively he looked for tho spot where that conversation must h 
been Iield wlileh lie hod overheard from the vestry window; S 
came most strongly to his mind at that moment As his molber 
went through her story, how Mr Fordham had come accideiilallj 1 
to the house — how gradually they had admitted him to tliiar ' 
friendship — how, at last, Hasan and he had become eiii::LL:<:J [" 
each other — her son stood at the window, foUowing in bi. !i: :,.; 
all the GventM of that evening, which looked so loiijj .i_"i. 
wiw only two or three evenings bacL He recalled U. Inn 
his nisli to the telegraph office ; and agftiu, with a slhirj. -h' 
opposition and enmity, recalled, dear as a picture, the i.ulv.... 
caiTiage just starting, the flash of light inside, the face- m.> iI._.;., 
evident against the vacant cushions. What had he to i] 
that face, with its ei^le outline and scanty long locks I 
r, in tbe meshes of fate \ie Se\\. \viTOae\l wi \Yi»<^«d, V 
_ impossible to forget tlus man. B^a cM«e. wai. V " 
fii wj(Ii Ms mind tuU ut i\uA xKcoftttctwu. "^ 



a a pause, and Mrs Hilyuitl xat silent, taking i 
m eyei every particular of the gentle -willow's charftc 
tly, Ba Vincent could see, following her conduct bnck to 
jirings of gentle but imprudent generosity aud coufidencc 
t people Sitid to bcr, from which her present didicnltiea 

id you admitted liiin first ( " »iud Mrs Hilyord, iatec 

y, " becHUse 'I " She jiaused. Mrs Vincent hecafl 

•asaed and nervous. ^_ 

was very foolish, very fuuliah," said the widow, wringing 
nda ; " but he came to make inquiries, you know. I on- 

him civilly the firut time, and he came again and agaiji. 
fid so natural He had cuine down to see a young n ' 

uAaol in the neighbourhood. " 

Hilyord uttered u sudden exclamation — very slight, I4 
f amjible ; but it attracted Viucent's attention. Ue cm 
it her thill liiw were closed, her Mgure slightly erected, fl 
I keen gleam of interest in her face. " Did he find hi: 
it" ^0 asked, in a voice so ringing and distinct that the 
iniiiister started, and sat upright, bracing himself for 
itig about to happeu. It did not Hoali upon hiiu } 
hot meaning might be ; but his jiulses leapt with a p 
ifalill of some temjieat ur earthquake about to fall. 

ij he never could find her — it did not turn out to be o 

U, I tliink — what is the matterl" cried Mrs Viiieentj 
lotb know MonietUing I don't know — what has happened* 
i' liAve I said anytliiiig dreiidfuH — oh, what does it 

IMribe him if you can," said MraUilyard,iu a tone which, 
md cftlm, tiuglud through the room with a passionate 
H irHch nothing but extreme escitemeiit could give. 
4 taken Mrs Vincent's hand, niid held it tightly with :i 
.'mnpaesionate compulsion, forcing her to speak. As for 
t^ the horrible suspicion which stole upon turn unmanned 
tedy. He had sprung to Ida feet, and stood with his 
Ud (m his mother's face with an indescribable horror and 
iL It WHS not her he saw. With hot eyes that blazed 
p aooketo, he was fixing the gaze of desperation upon a 
liB his mind, which he felt but too certain would corre- 
{irttli the faltering words which fell from her lips. Mra 
it^ for her part, would have tJirowu herself wilffl^ i\\itiu 
' * ■ ^ if/- iead altogtsther in a frigUteued altevn^t St 
■"^ auddt^a qomiuotiuu meant, had b\\o ftoXla 
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fixctl and supported by that strong yet gentlo grasp upon 
bund. " Describe him^ — tuke time," said her atnuige amtpi 
iiguiii — not Imikiiig at her, but viuting in iin iudeacribable 
lit iiOHsion for the words wliich she could [rame in her mil 
fure they were said. 

" Tiili," said the widow's faltering alarmed voice, fttlling 
ft strauge uncertainty through the intense BtiUuesa, iii 
wordd, with gasps betweeu ; " not — a very young man — a 
— with a Bort of e.tgle-loolc — light hair — long and thin, ftfl 
fine as silk — very light in his beard, so that it scaroelj aha 
Oh, Gild help lis! what ia it) what is it f— You both 1 

Neither of them spoke ; but the eyes of the two met 
single look, from which both withdrew, as if the comiuunicii 
were a. crime. With a shudder Vincent approached his 
and, speechless though he waa, took hold of her, and diew 
to him abruptly. Was it murder he read in those e7es, 
their desperate concentration of will and power 1 The i 
of tliem, and recollection of their dreadful splendour, i 
even Susan out of his mind. Susan, poor gentle soul! — ' 
if she broke her tender heart, in which no devils JnH 
" Xother, come — coine," he Raid hoarsely, raising her up in 
arm, and releasing the hand which the extraordinaiy 
be^de her still clasped fast. The movement roused Jtxs' 
yard as well as Mrs Vincent. She rose up promptly fr« 
aide of the visitor who had brought her sueh news. 

" I need not snggest to yon that this must be acted 
once," she said to Vincent, who, in his a^tation, saw hCi 
hand, with which she leant on the table, clenched hard . 
grew white with the pressure. " The man we have to disati 
spares nothing." She stopped, and then, with an sSca^ 
wp to the hnlf-fainting mother, who hung upon Tinceat^l 
and took her hands and pressed them dose. " We hem 
thrust our cliildren into the lion's mouth," she cried, V 
momentary softening. " Go, poor woman, and save yone 
if you can, and so will I — we are companions in inisfai 
And you are a priest, why amuot you curse him) " ah 
claimed, with a bitter cry. The next moment she had t 
down a travelling-bag from a shelf, and, kneeling down 
trunk, began Ut transfer some things to it. Vincent W 
mother, and went up to her with a sudden impulse. "I i 
'et me bless you," said flia -sonw^ laim. 
ionats hand the Aark^eaAVa^?,'^ 



mother away. He could not aiwaJc as he supported i 
tiara; nha, cHuging to him with double weakiie88,J 
ily BUpport herself at all in her agitation and wondo: 
got into tlie street. Site kept looking in his facQ 
ul appeal that went to his heitrt. 
Q, Arthur, tell meV She sobbed it out unavare^4 
id over before he knew what ahe was saying. And I 
be tail her! " We must go to Susan— poor SuaanI"' 
soung mail cotild saj'i 
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p eiune to a dead stop as they passed the doors of 
ch were aj.tr, taking resolution in the despcrateness 
ertainty; for the feelings in the widow's mind 
id to one burning impulse of terror for Susan, bufej 
1 by a wonderful ainonnti of ikying anxieties abouC 
ITS as well She know, by many teachings of exper' 
would be said by all the conneution, when it wi 
1 the minister's mother had been in Carlhigf ord with- 
to see anybody — not even Mrs Tufton, the late 
»ife, or Mrs Tozer, who was so close at hand. Though 
BS rocked, Mre Vincent knew her duty. She stopped 
r bight and distress nith the mild obduracy of wliicli 
pable. Before rushing away out of Carllngtord to 
daughter, the motlier, notwithstanding her anxiety, 
Oigat the injury which she might possibly do by thia 
le credit of her son. 

', the chapel is open — I should like to go in am 
1^, with a little gasp ; " and oh, my dear boy, taki 
' upon nie ! To see the state you are in, and not t^^ 
hing, is dreadful. You must have a v ' - ' - - 
lit down a little — let us go in," 
ity — yea; it will he a fit place," cried Vincent, 
■awing what ho was saying, and indeed worn out 
olenco of his own emotions. This little persistent 
tr, vbo wa3 not absorbed by any one ^Raawm- 
i all the common cares of lite ■wltliVeT \ 
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hor severest trouble, awtike the young man to himself. He Ua. 
recollocted that this enemy who had atolen into hia housi va 
not to be reached by one wild rush, and that everythinn e«dl 
not be suffered to plunge after Suaan'a happiness inloli^ -oik 
criminate gulf of rain. AJi his own duties pricked at hialm 
with bitter reminders in that moment when he stood by the ^ 
of Salem, where two poor women were busy inside, with id 
and bmahea, preparing for Sunday. Tlie minister, too, hut 
prepare for Sunday. He could not dart forth, breathing ft«_ 
and flame at a moment's notice, upon the sei-pent who bi 
entered his Eden. Even at this dreadful moment, iaatt^^ 
fever of audi a discovery, the touch of liis mother's hand oi 
his arm brought him back to his lot. He pushed open 
inenn door, and led her into the scene of hia weekly kl 
with a certain sickening disgust in his heart which troM 
appalled his companion. Sha was a dutiful woman, 8nh». 
by long experience of that inevitable necessity against wh!ii . 
resistance fails; and he a passionate young man, natunllvi 
rebel against every such bond. They could not undentg^i 
each other ; but the mother's troubled face, all consciooB l£ 
Tufton aud Tozer, and what the connection woald say, I 
all the weight of his own particular burden back upon Vi 
mind. He pushed in past the pails with a certain im p ,„.,„, 
which grieved Jfrs Vinoeut. She followed him with a plmil 
and disapproving look, nodding, with a faint little amil^'to ' 
women, who no doubt were members of the flock, and . ' 
spread an evil report of the pastor, who took no notice of 
As she followed him to the veatry, she could not help thinhiH 
witli a certain strange mixture of pain, vexation, and^ I*^ 

pride, how different his dear father would have been. . 

Arthur, dear boy, has my quick temper," sighed the tronUn 
woman. After all, it was her fault rather than her son's. 

" This is a very nice room," said Mrs Vincent, sitting . 
with an air of relief ; " but I think it would be better to 
the window, as there is iio fire. You were always very an 
tible to cold, Arthur, from a child. And now, my dear 
we are undisturbed, and out of those dreadful glaring 
where everybody knows you. I have not troubled you, 
for I saw you were very much troubled ; but, oh ' " 
me anxious now." 

"Keep you anxious 1 Yaw nst me to utake 
ywzid snytliing you cau think o(," aoiiftift^avwv^' 
■ ]ow with a hasty and fictce mvii'iwiw»,V(- 
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mA " Qood heavens, mother ! wliy did juii let 
o your innocent house 1 " 
Bl» he, Arthur i " asked Mrs Vincent, with a blanched 

'Bo is " Vincent stopped with his hand upon the win- 

whcjv he bod overheard that convereatiou, a certain awe 
lEng (iver him. £ven Susan went out of his mind wbeu he 
^t of the dreadful calmness with which his strange ac- 
Sntance had promised to kill her cnmpimion of that night. 
i Av started ulready on this mission of vengeance 1 A cold 
iS came over him where he stood. " I cau't tell who he is," 
ndaimed, abruptly, throwing hiinaelf down upon the little 
" but it was to bo in safety from him that Mra Hilyard 
r daughter to Lonsdale. It was he whom slie vowed to 
illie found the child. Ah !— lie is," cried the young man, 
_ to his feet again with a sudden pang and smothered 
ition as the truth dawned iipon him, " Lady Weatem'a 
, What other worse thing he is I cannot tell. Ruin, 
and horror at tlie least — denth to Susan — not much less 

"So you } Oil, Arthur, have pity upon me, my heart is 
ikbife" said Mrs Vincent. *' Oh, my boy, my boy, whom 
UiU die to save from any trouble 1 don't teU me I have 
Inyed you. That cannot be, Arthur — iJitit cannot be 1 " 

poor minister did not say anything — his heart was bitter 
_... him. He paced tip and down the vestry with dread- 
^toughts. What was She to him if she had a hundred 
ibosl Notliing in the world could raisu the young Non- 
tmnUBt to that sweet height which she made beautiful ; and 
b^ond that difference came the cruel recollection of those 
It* and tears — pathetic, involuntary confessions. If there 
umther man in the worid whom she cmdd trust " with life 
I death ! " wliat did it matter though a thousand frightful 
ibinotionB involved poor Vincent with her kindred) Ha 

I to remind himself of all this, but did not succeed. In the 

II liiao, the fact glared upon him that it was her brother 
<1mA tlimed this deadly blow at the honour and peace of his 
i%inilble house ; and his heart grow sad with the thought 
i htrwever indifferent she might be to him, however unat- 

ailiA, hero was a distinct obstacle wliich must cut off aU that 
' ig tantalising intercourse which at pvesei\t "Hwa a.iJi 
' ' itanding every other Mndrarice. U* "iVwi^^ 



under Lis feet. He wus bitter, aggiieved, indignant 
troubled mother, who sat by there, half nfraid to cry, watt 
him with frightened, onicioua, nucomprchending eyes, hiid 
him a sharp and pcrsuiial injury, tihe could not fancy hsm 
W83, uor what she could luive done. She followed him i 
mild tearful glauces, waiting with a woman's comj>elIed patit 
till ho should come to liiniself, and revolving thoughts of Sd 
and supply for the pulpit there, with an anxious pertinacity, 
iu her way Mrs Vincent was a wise woman. sSie did not a{ 
— she let liiin wear himself out first in that sudden apprelh 
siou of the misfortune {Kirsonal to himself, which was at ~ 
moment so much more poignant and bitter than any other irt 
When he had subsided a little — and fillet of all he threw up 
window, leaning out, to his mother's great vexatiiiu, with h b 
disr^ard of the draught, and receiving the chill of the Janui 
breeze upon his heated brow — she ventured to say, ga ' 
" Arthur, what are we to do ^ '' 

"To go to Loiisdiile," said Vincent. "Wlien we cam 
here, I thought we conld rush off directly ; but these wo 
ontdde there, and this place, remind me that I am nut ft 
man, who can go at once and do hia dnty. I am in fettm 
Bolem, mother. Heaven knows when I mtiy be able to 
away. Sunday must be provided for first, No natural in 
diate action is possible to me." 

"Hush, Arthur dear— oh, hush ! Your duty to your Sodc 
above your duty even to your sister," said tke widow, wil' 
tremulous voice, timid of saying anything to luin whose m 
she could not comprehend. " You must find out when the J 
train starts, and I will go, I have been very foolish," falH 
the [loor mother, " as you say, Arthur ; but if my poor chili 
to bear such a dreadful blow, I am the only one to take cil 
her, Susan "- — here she made a pause, her lip trembled, 
she had all but broken into tears— "will not npbrud 
dear. You must not ueglect your duty, whatever happti 
and now let us go and inquire about the train, Arthur, I 
you can come on Slonday, after your work is over ; ixA, i 

' my dear boy, we must not repine, but accept the orrangemv 
of Providence, It was what your dear father always siud 

I his dying day." 

I Her face all trembling and pale, her eyes full of tears 

were aot slied, her tender humility, which never attempte 

jj^feoce, and those motbecly, UeimAoa^, -v\A^xi,V uiviceud 

LtSSmfor the firftt time davmcAwvnn'^'ra'^'ui'^t&.^j^^H 
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not certiuu to take, moved the young Noiiccmformist out of hia 
lersotuil vexation and misety. 

" This will not do," he said. " I must go with you ; and we 
iQUst go directly. Kuson may be less patient, less believlDg, 
I ready to take our word for it, than you imagine, mother. 
ue ; if there is anybody to be gi>t to do this preaching, tlie 
kbing will be easy. Tozer will help me, perhaps. We will 
£te no more time here." 

"I am quit* rested, Arthur dear," Kiiid Mrs Vincent ; "and 
it -will be right for me to call at Mrs Tozer's too. I wish I 
could have gone to Mrs Tufton'a, and perhaps some others of 
r people. But you must tell them, dear, that 1 was very 
lurried — and — and not very well : and that it was family bum- 
sa that brought me here." 

"I do not see they have any buKiness with the matter," said 
e rebellioud minister. 

*' My dear, it will of course he liuown. that I was in C'arling- 
rd ; and I know how things are spoken of in a flock," said 
tfrs Vincent, rising ; " but you must tell them all I wanted to 
I and could not — which, indeed, will be quite trae. A 
iter's family ought to be very careful, Arthur," added the 
QHch-experienced woman. " I kuow how little a thing makes 
oiscMef JTi a congregation. Perhapx, on the whole, I ought 
lot to caU lit Mrs ToKer's, ns there is no time to go elsewhere. 
Jut etiU 1 should like to do it. One good friend is often evcry- 
hing to a young piiatnr. And, my dear, you sliould just say a 
' n passing to the women outside." 
" By way of improving the occasion 1 " Raid Vincent, with a 
"a BCiini. "Mother, don't torture yourself about me. I shall 
t very well ; and we have plenty un our hands just now 
ritlkOut tlunking of Salem. Come, come ; with this horrible 
iloud overhanging Susan, how can you spare a thought for such 
■flcs na these!" 
" (>h, Arthur, my dear boy, must not we keep you right!" 
aid Ilia mother ; " are not yon our only hope 1 If this dreadful 
i yon tell mc is true, my cldld will break her heart, and I 
rin be the cause of it ; and Susan has no protector or guardian, 
Ajthur dear, that can take care of her, but you." 

Wipiug her eyes, and widking with a feeblo step, Mrs Vincent 
followed her sun out of Salem ; but she looked up with gentle 
Interest to liis pulpit as she passed, and said it 'wna % co\& ^^ 
t the rlanwrf!. with anxious carefulness. Sbe "Mas t\'.it i«maiBi 
>—r "filpnble stand in g-gi'ound by au^^ VWi twn-^'a'^ 4 



ftiixiety. Susan, whose heart would be broken by this IjUi, 
was her mother's apecinl object in life ; but the thought of tint 
coming sorrow which wna to crush the girl's heart, made Ha 
Vincont oiily tlie more anxiously concerned to condUate ni. 
plense everybody whoao influence could be of any importui«(i 
hor HOD. 

So thoy Oftrae out into the street together, and weut nn to 
Tozer'a shop. She, tremubus, watchful, noting everything; 
now lost in thought as to how the dreadfid truth was to te 
broken to Susau ; now in anxious plana for itnprossing i 
Arthur the necessity of considering his people — be, sliii 
with personal wounds and bitterness, much more deeply alai 
than his mother, and burning with conscioiiauesa of all thft 
plications which she was totally ignorant of. Fury agains. _ 
villain himself, bitter vexation that he ivas Lady West«n^ 
brother, auger at his niotlier for admitting, at Sriaan for gi»' 
hiiu her heart, at Mrs Hilyard for he could not tell wha^ 
cauae she had added a climax to all, burned in Vincent's m 
aa he went on to George Street with his mother leaning OQ _„ 
arm, who asked him after every wayfarer who passed tibnt 
Who was that ( It was not wonderful that tho young 
gradually grew into a fever of excitement and restless mi 
Everything conspired to exasperate him, — even the fact & 
Sunday cuiue so near, and could not be escaped. The whirl 
hia brain came to a climax when Lady Western's cartia^JtH 
past, and through the mist of his wretchedness he saw the tfd 
and the beautiful hand waved to him iu sweot recognition, t 
heaven ! to bring tears to those eyes, or a pang to that heottt 
to have her turn from him shuddering, or pass hitn wth «l 
looks, becansc her brother was a villain, and he the avengtri 
that orune I Hia mother, almost running to keep up with t 
unconsdously quickened pace, cast pitiful looks at him, bK~ 
ing what it was*. The poor young fellow could not live 
even if he would. It was ii combiuation of mise 
stirauhited to tlie intolerable point by tho mission 
had now to enter Tozer's shop. 

"We heard you was come, ma'am,'' said Tozer, 
"and in course was looking for a call. I hope yoa i 
stay awhile and help ua take wire of the pastor. Ha. 
that care of himself as his friends would wish," said 1 
ft .mAn. "Mr Vincent, air, I've & dcaV ta sa^ \o -jav. ■«! 
H^^l^urc, Old Mr Tuftoii, \\c tn.5 a itsi. Xo «< 
^Bhmbxzous as ever we can Ve, ua aa ktc <j\4 



;er Btraight, ma'nm. He's but a young mnn, and he'am 
a deal of popnlarity, and any one more thonght on ioM 
iction, I dou't know as I would vish to see ; but iti 
do to let bim have his head turned. Them lectureftfl 
1 and State couldn't but be remarked, being delivered, 1 
\j say, in the ivorld, all on lis making a sacrifice to do 
by our fellow-creatures, eeein' what we hfid in our 
tut man is but mortal ; and us Salem folks don't like 
ligns of that weakness in a pastor ; it's our duty to see 
d'a not turned." 
d, I trust there is veiy little fear of that," snid 5Ir8 
onsed, and set on the defensive. " My dear boy hoKl 
to be appreciated, and to have people round bim whoa 
lerstand him. As for haviDg his head turned, thntw 
pen to a man who did not know what intelligent ap* I 
was ; but aft«r doing go well na he did at college, audS 
S dear father's approval, I must say 1 don't see axsf 
ppiehend that, Mr Tozer. I am not HurpriHcd at all,f 
ft, — I always knew what my Arthur could do." 
Ore of this," said Vincent, impatiently. " Look here, I 
ne on h special business. Can any one be got, do youJ 
ireadi on Sunday 1 I must go home mth my motherfl 

Y !" Tozer ojtened his eyes, with a blank stare, ii 
k off his apniii. " You was intimated to begin tliat 
(lie Miracles, Mr Vincent, if you'll excuse me, on 
Baleni folks is a little .isharp, I don't deny. It would 
disappointment, and I can't say I think as it would j 
bH if you was to go away." 
t help that," said the tnifortunate minister, to whontl 
. at this moment was doubly intolerable. "Thdt 
Iple, I presume, will hear reason. My mother hasff 



internipted Mrs Vincent, with the deep-^ 
fing anxiety. "jVrthur dear, let me explain it, f<wj 
O suscei>tible, My son is all the comfort we have a 
, Mr Tozer," said the anxious widow. " I ought notsj 
lU him how much his sister wanted liim, but I v 
did BO ; and now I ought to bear the penalty. 

toxiaiis about Susan ; hut, Arthur dear, never n 
bt too go by m^cself, and on Monday you t: 

" * T a/Wat's »iid his ffock was lus firet i 
"iiday, as Mr Tozer St 
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" Oh, Pa, is it Mrs Vincent ! and yr>u keep her in the 
ma we nre all as anidous as «rer wc i»ii be to see her," 
tebc, who siiddunly cume upon tlie scene. " Oh^ pie 
come up-8t«ira t« the drawing-room. Oh, I ant a.i glad 
you I and it was so unkind of Mr Vincent not to let ua 
ynu were cnniinj,'. Mammn wanted to ask you to come 
for she thought it would be mure comfortable than a bad 
rooms ; and we did think the minister would have toh 
said Pbojbe, with reproachful looics ; " but now that yuil 
come back again, after sudi a ioHg time, please, Mr Vil 
let your mother come up-staire. They say you don't th; 
good enough to bo trusted now ; but nh, I don't thin 
cuidd ever be like that ! " continued Phoebe, pausing \ 
door as she ushered Mrs Vincent into the drawing-ruoi 
giving the minister an appealing rcmonstrative glance 
she dropped her eyelids iu virginal humility. Pww Vi 
jiaused too, disgusted mid angry, but with u certtun conf 
To fling out of the house, dash off to his rooms, make his 
preparations for the journey, was the impulse which poa 
him ; but his mother was looking back with wistful cut 
wondering what the two could mean by pausing behind 
the door. 

" I am exactly as I was the last time I saw yoo, ti 
on Tuesday," he said, with some indignation. " I wiU 
you, please, My mother hua no time to spare, as 
to-day — can Mrs Tozer see her! She has been agitata 
worn out, and we have not really a moment to spare." 

" Appoariiigly not — ^uot for your own friends, Mr Vim 
KJiid lira Tozor, who now presented herself. " I hope I » 
well, ma'am, and proud to ace you in my house, thou^ 
say the miiustcr don't show himself not so kind as WW 
wished. Phffibe, don't put on none o' your pleading lo 
for shame of yourself, lliss ! If Mr Vincent h.ia thom 1) 
Ungford as he likes better than any in his owu Hock, it ^ 
concern of ours. It's a thing well known as the Salem 
are all in trade, and don't drive their carriages, nor giva 
selves up to thb world and vanity. I never saw uo goocl 
for my part, of folks sacrificing theirselves and their good I 
as Tozer and the rest set their hearts on, with that Miui 
and them advertisings and things — not as I was meaning 
bmid yoa, Mr Vineetit, particular not before your mother, 
Stmnger— bat we was a deal coiB.lort5io\e.T \yfSwe them It 
^^d things, and taking off joui a.ttctvti'jti Itiatii "j^^ « 



[fore this speech was finished, the whole party had asaem* 
ia the drawing-room, where a, newly-lighted fire, hastily 
gbt to on the apur of the moment by Phasbe, van aputter- 
icarily. Mrs Vincent had been placed in an ann-ehtiir at 
ide, and Mrs Tozer, spreading out her black silk apron and 
png her cap, set herself doggedly on the other, with a 
ttisa of her head and careful averting of her eyea from tlie 

1 pastor. Tozer, without his aprou, hail drawn ii chnir 
e table, and was drumming on it witli the blunt round 

if bis fingers ; while Pliixbe, iu n slightly pathetic attitude, 
•'tor general conciliation, hovered near the minister, who 
teA aU over, aiid clenched bis hand «ith an emphasis most 
iglble to bis frightened mother. The dreadful pause was 
n by Phffibe, who rushed to the rescue. 
)lt| Mb, how can yon ! " cried that young hidy — " you were 
pttj^ng and teasing Mr Vincent, you know you were ; and 
I dbes know that beautiful lady," said Phcebe, with her 
. [ndietically on one side, and another glance at him, still 
.flppenling and tenderly reproachful^—" and — and likes to 
(■860 her — it's — it's the naturalest thing tliat ever was. 
ifaietv he never could think anything of anybody else in 
l|^rd after Lady Western ! and I am sure, whatever other 
It may aayi I — I — never can think Mr Vincent was to 

words were iutorrnpted by her feelings — she sank 

Suie A seat when she had concluded, and put a Land- 

ktf to her eyes. As for Tozer, he still drummed on the 

A certain human aymimthy was in the mind of tlio 

laa, but he deferred to the readier utterance of Lis in- 

BBid it was any concern of ours," said Jlrs Tozer. 
ja"t our way to court nobody as doesn't seek our com- 
but a minister as we've uU done a deal to make comfort- 
nil took an interest in equal to a son, and has been made 
faa about as I never see in our connection — it's disnp- 
n, I will say, to sec him n-going off after worldly folks that 
me no more about rehgion than I do about playing the 
Not OS Phoebe doesn't piny the piano better tiian most — 
ok things ain't in my thoughts. I do say it's disappojnt- 
A giTes folks a turn. If she's pretty-lookin'^-as she may | 
••what I can teU— it niii't none of the paatot'& ^jw&mvsfe. 
" ' '"'" " Js 'Ae ruin of a young m;w\ ; aivi "wVtw 
are making sacrifices, aud goca uS sA^^'^ 
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Btmiigcrs, I don't My if it's right or wrong, but I say it"; 
pointin', and what wasn't looked for at Mr Vincent's ha 

Vincent had llttened np to this point with rooderat« 
rcstimnt — partially, perhaps, subdued by the alarmed a 
flion of his mother's face, who had fixed her ansious eyea 
liim, n«d vainly tried to convey telegraphic warnings ; bi 
name of Lady Western Btuug him. " What is all this ab 
lie asked wiUi assumed coldness. " Nobody sujipoBes, 
that I am to render an accoimt of iny private friends 
managers of the chapel. It ie a mistake, if it has entere 
imagination. I shall do nothing of the kind. There is 
of t£is. When I neglect my duties, I presume 1 shall '. 
it more seriously. In the mean time, I have real bosili 

" But, Arthur dear, I daresay some one has niisunde 
you," sold Ms mother ; " it always turns out so. I call 
day before yesterday, Mrs Tozer. I left home very sudd« 
great anxiety, and I was very much fatigued by the jo 
and I must go back to-day. I have been veiy selfish, tak* 
son away from his usual occupations. Never mind m^ -— 
dear ; if you have any business, leave me to rest a littJ 
>fra Tozer. I oan take such a liberty here, because I knt 
is such a friend of yours. Dim't keep Mr Tozer away fn 
business on my account I know what it is when time ' 
able. I will just stay a little with Mrs Tozer, and you 
me know when it is time for the train. Yes, I came 1 
hurriedly," said the gentle diplomatist, veiling her an] 
she watched the gloomy countenances round her. " V 
heard some bad news ; I had to ask my son to go tfl 
yesterday for me, and — and I must go home to-Jny w 
much comfort. I feel a good deal shiiken, but I dare ~ 
away any longer from my dear child at home." 

" Dear, dear ; I hoije it's nothing serious aa has h^ipc 
said Mrs Tozer, slightly mollified. 

" It is some bad news about the gentleman Susan wa 
to marry," said Mrs Vincent, with a rapid calculation 
ueceasities of the position; "and slie does not kno' 
Arthur, niy dear boy, it would be a comfort lo my 
fcpow about tlie train." 

" Oh, and you will be bo fatigued !" siud Phoebe, ' 
liape it's nothing bad. 1 am m interested about Miss Y 
VJif Pa, do go down-stairs aui\ooVa,t \iic ts&w«^ \H^. 
'■■- ■■ n the soia a \vn\e oj\4 teA^ "Vwa-ej 
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twn journeys in three days !^it would kill you; and, oh, 

It hfipc it ia nothing very bad. T have so longed to see 

id Mr Vincent'^ sister. He told me all about her one 

Ib the gentleman ill'i But do lie down and reat 

yoHT fatigtte. Mamma, don't you think it would do 

incentgood?" 

'U have a bit of dinner presently," Kiiid Mrs Tozer. 

!, go nnd fetch the wiiie. There is one ihiug in trouble, 

lakes folks Cud out their real friends. It wouldn't bo 

^Western the minister would think of taking hismotlier. 

Mjiag anything, Tozer — nor Mr Vincent needn't think I 

imytluug. If I speak my miiid a bit, I don't bear 

IttBbQ'a a deal too feelin', Mrs Vincent — she'e oyer- 

B what she is; and if 1 must speak the truth, it's 

Htiog to see our pastor, as we've all made sacrifices for, 

_ after the ungodly. I inn a mother myself," continued 

Rr, changing her seat, as her husband, followed by the 

it Vincent, went down-stairs, "aud 1 know a mother's 

iiaX itfter what I heard from Mrs Pigeon, and bow it's 

Hm^h all the connection in Carliugford— " 

Tiiicent roused herself to listen. Her sou's cause waa 

r hands. 

me Vincent went angry and impetuous down-stairs. 

ot Bubmit to any inquisiition," cried the youug m;ui. 

ilone iiotliiiig I am ashamed of. If I dine with a 

I -will suB'er no questioning on the subject. What do 

What riglit has auy man in any connection to in- 

with my actions! Why, you would not venture to 

wnr servant so 1 Am i the servant of this congrega- 

im I their slave? Must I account to them for every 

of my life i Nobody in the world has a right to make 

Innnnd upon me." 

miniBter ain't a servant, we pays him his salary at the 

1 expects him to please us," said Tozer. sulkily, " If 

t for that, I don't give a sixpence for the Dissenting 

>IL Thoin as likes to please themselves would be far 

. a State Church, where it wouldn't disappoint nobody; 

tbig to be Imrd on yon as has given great satisfactdon, 

niy views ; but if the Obapcl folks is a little particular, 

niir a pastor's duty to bear with tliem, and return 

ST. I don't 887 as I'm dead iigain' yoii,Wt.B ftua 

U«J the battennan, .softening ; " they're jeA(W%, 

■|rojv; but I couklu't find it in my Vai't, ' 
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fur iny own pnrt, to be linrd on n man as was led airi 
beautiful creature like that. But there can't no gont 
I it, Mr Vincent ; take my advice, air, as have seen a di 
I 'World — there can't no good come of it, A man as go 
I with Lady Western, and thinking as she means to niak< 
lx)f him, ain't tho man for Saleiu. We're different sort 
I And we can't go ou together. Old Mr Tufton \rill tell 
i, as has gone through it all — and that's w] 
I both him and me Lad a deal to say to you, as are a yu 
I and should take good advice." 

It was well fur Vincent that the worthy butter 

lengthy in hia iiddreas. The Bharp impression of n 

I and indignation which possessed him calmed down v 

I outpouring of words. He bethought himaelf of his di{ 

character. A B<iuabble of self-defence, in which t 

I name of the lady of his dreams lunst be involved—; 

encounter of words about her, down here in this mean 

which the very thought of her was alien, wound up Ij 

worshipper into supernatural self -restraint He edgej 

table in the bock-parlonr to the window, and stood ll 

ing out with a suppressed fever in his veins, biting hi 

t bearing his lecture. On the whiile, the best way,i 

I would have been to leave Carljngford at once, as anO 

r would havo done, and leave the Sunday to taJcc caroj 

But though ho gruaiiod under his bomb;, the young ^ 

mist was instinctively confined by them, and had the 

a man trained in necessary subjection to clrcnmstan 

turned round abruptly when the buttennau at last) { 

" I will write to one of my friends in Honierton," be 
I you will make an apology for me in the chapel. 1 1 
I could get Beecher to come down, who is a very clevi 

I'luid 08 for the beginning of that course of sermons { 

He stopped short with a certain suppressed disgUfl 
l-Leavens ! what mtwkeryit seemed, Amid these ngmt) 
1 overwhelmed with deadly fear, hatred, and gd 
I indeed pause to snatch a burning lesson, or apprupl 
I trembling himds a consolatory promise ; but with. ^ 
I solemn future of his sister's life hanging on a tood^ 
I the bappines.^ and peace of his own involved in a feii 
certainty, with dark unsuapected de\)ths of injury and 1 
I opening at liia feet — \a \iiwi (A i»yoiM» tft. wn 
a preachmeats, ioeSettnaV-s^^^ai^^ 



For tiie first time iii the commotion u! 
ments and. turelxidiiigs t^t ^rhk'!) liu guve 
itter oonvictioTi of uncertainty in everytliing wliicU con- 
IiiB heart, a doubt of lus own ability tii teocli came to 
ut's mitid. He stoppGil sLort witli an intolerable pang of 
ieace and uelf-disgust. 
i what of that, Mf Vinueiit 1 " 8nid Tozer, " I can't say 
nk it'll be well took to see a stronger in the irtilpit after 
Jntimatioua. I mude it my business to send the notices 
irt nigUt ; and after saying everywhere as you were to 
a eoorse, as I alwaya advised, if you had took my advice, 
^« way til stop talk to put tJiem off now. Old Mr Tuf- 
m know, he was n different man ; it was ex}jerience os 
IfrHne ; and I don't mean tu say nothing against experi- 
' and tjie worthy deacon. " There ain't much true godli- 
tke my word, where there'a a shriDking from disclosin" 
te of your soul ; but fur keeping up a congregation there's 
g I kuuw on like a course— and a clever young man as 
iiiied his subjects, and knows the manners of them old 
.Utd can give a, bit of a description aa tnkes the interest, 
vhat I'd set my heart on for Suleni. There's but three 
p«we in the chapel as isn't engaged," said the butterman, 
l-BOftening gkuce at the piator ; "and the Miss Heni- 
. Beat over thifl morning tu aay as they meant to come 
r the time you was on the Miracles ; and but for this 
'Ot the women, as you'll soon get over, there ain't a thing 
ts Me tu stop UB filling up tu the must influential chapel 
connection,— I mean in our parts." 
-subdued swell of expectation with which the ambitious 
UU concluded, somehow mode Vincent more tolerant 
I his undiminished excitement. He gave a subdued 
Orer all thl!i that waa expected of him, but not without a 
iUBWering thrill in his own troubled and impatient heart. 
V«ek can't make much difference, if I am ever to do any 
' udd the young man. "I must go now; but if you 
ti the matter for me, you will smooth the way. I will 
njrinothcr and sister here," he went on, giving himself 
ir It nwtnent to a Uttle gleam of comfort, " and everything j 

pan better. I am worried and anxious now, and don't m 

what I am Jtbout. Give me some paper, and I will write fl 

uker. You will like him. He ia a g(>n4 leWow, u-wft. ^ 

mUK^ better than I do," added poor "Vmceat m'lii. * — 
^^K|^z/r don-n hy the big table. He -wij& &a\i&!^^^ 



tn his condition at that moment, and ToEcr appiecittel 
inoinentsiy humbleneKs. 

"I am not the man to dMart my minister when M 
trouble," said the bravd buttenuan. "Look you 'hm, 
Vincent ; don't fret yourself about it. Til take it 
ttnd I'd like to see the man in Salem its vould say to tlie 
trary again' me and the pastor both. Make your mind 
I'll manage 'em. As for the ■women," said Tozer, scratcMl 
head, " 1 don't pretend not to be equa! to tiat ; but ray 
is as reasonable as most ; and Phosbe, she'll stand up Iti 
whatever you do. If you'll take my ad-rice, and be a tut 
dent, and don't go after no more vanitieB, things oil ' 
wrong but a week or two will make them right." 

"With this consolatory assurance Vincent began to 
letter. Before he had concluded it, the miud came to Ii 
cloth for dinner, thrusting him into a comer, where be 
plished his writing painfully on his knee with bis ink 
window-sill, a position in which Phrebe found him 
ventured down-stairs. It was she who took his letter from 
and ran with it to the shop to despatch it at once ; and '. 
came back to tell him that Mrs Vincent waa resting, ami 
was 80 pleasant to see him back again after such a ^imi 
never espected you would have any patience for us when' 
you knew Lady Western so well. Oh, she is so sweetly b 
and if I were a gentleman, I know I should fall deep II 
with her," said Phcebe, with a sidelong glance, and not T 
hopes of calling forth a disclaimer from the minister ; b 
poor minister, jammed up in the comer, whence itwa 
uecessary to e.<ctiicate his chair preparatory to sitting' ii 
a family dinner with the Tozers, was, as usual, uueqnM' 
occasion, and had nothing to say. Phcebe's choir vn f 
minister's side during that substantial meal ; and the lai| 
which burned behind Mrs Tozer at the head of the tM 
the steaming viands on the hospitable board, and the 
atmosphere of cheese and bacon which entered when tin 
was opened, made even Mrs Vincent pale and flush a Hi 
the heroic patience and friendliness with which she bent. 
powers to secure the support of these adherents to her m 
could have wished, Arthur, they were a little more rc 
she said, faintly, when the dinner was over, and theyi 
/jwt on their way to the UaVn ■, " Wt I am sure they wi 
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young Nonconfumiist heaved a teropoatuotis sigh, and 
away not without a reflection upon the superficial enio- 

uf women who at such a time could be glad. But Mrs 
it, ftff her part, with n fatigue and sickness of heart which 
acealed from herself as much as she could, let down ht-r 

and cried qnietly behind it. Perhaps her slinre of tlii; 
exhaustion had nut been the mildest or kust hiird. 



CHAPTEE XVr. 

[oiiniey was troublesome and tediou.';, involving a change 
iiHie railway to another, and a troubled glimpse into the 
' ly streets of London by the way. Vincent had left his 
a he thought, safe in the cab which carried them to the 
t njlway station, and was disposing of the little luggage 
had wiUi them, that he might not require to leave her 
J Then he heard an ajudona voice calling him, and found 
e behind him, afloat in the bustle and confusion of the 
, diAOdf uUy agitated and helpless, calling upon her Arthur 
npatient accents of distress. His annoyance to find her 
RoreBsed her confusion and trembling. "Arthur," she 
L out, " I saw him — I saw him — not a minute ago — in 
3 ladies ; oh, my dear, mn after him. That 
> way he went. Arthur, Arthur, why don't you go? 
1 me — I can take care of myself." 
■as it — how did he go J — why didn't you stop him, 
rl* cried the young man, nishing back to the spot she 
Kolhing was to be seen there but the usual attendant 
at mlway porters, and the alarmed cabman who had been 
{ Ilia eye on JIrs Vincent. The poor widow gasped as 
gad and saw no traces of the euomy who Itad eluded 

, jkitbur, my dear boy, I thought, in such a case, it ought 
% num to speak to him," faltered Mrs Vincent. " He 
llMt way — that way, look ! — in a cab, with somebody iii 
nil." 

roshod away in the direction she indicated, al d, \iWift 

uBused to, and of course quite wusiiie \» 

but few things cowYi Ibe t 
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:1g3S thjin to (lasli luto the whirl of Tehicles in t] 

'rent uf the New Hoad, vith any vaia hope of identifyu 
which had ten minutes' start, and no more diatinctivo 
identity than the spectrum of a bine veU. He roahec 
again, angry witli himself lor losing breath in so vain an aU 
just in time to pUice Ida mutlierin a airriage and jump in 
her before the train started. Mrs Vincent's anxiety, hei 
tions which he could not hear, her doubts whether it mlg 
have been best t<> have missed the truiu and followed MrFoi 
Niggravated the much-tried ^Mitience of her son beyond eudt 
lliey set off upon their sad journey with a degree of i 
feeling on both sides, such an often gives a. miserable oot 
tion to a mutual anxiety. But the mother, wounded and 

" ig more than ever the difference between the boy wl 
er own and the man who had thoughts and imps 

lich site knew nothing, was naturally the first to reoov 

mate wistful overtures of peace. 

" Well, Arthur," she said, after a while, leaning forw 
him, her mild voice making a gentle murmur through 1 
of the journey, " though it was very foolish of me not U 
to him when I saw him, still, dear, he is gone and out 
way; that b a great comfort — -we will never, never ]( 
come near Susan again. That is just what I waa afniid 
liave been saying to myself all day, ''WTiRt if he shouU 
Lonsdale too, aiiJ deny it all? ' but Providence, you se^ 
lias ordered it for us, and now he shall never come near n 
child again." 

" Do you think he has been to Lonsdale 1 "' asked Vim 

" My piKir Susan ! " said his simple mother, " she i 
liappier tlian ever when we come to her with this dreodftiJ 
Vea ; I suppose ho must have been seeing her, Arthur- 
am glad it has happened while I wa^ away, and befoite we 
and now he is gone," said the widow, looking out of t] 
rioge with a sigh of reUef, as if she could still see the 
which he had disappeared^" now lie is gone, there will 
need for any dreadful strife or arguments. Ood always . 
things for us so much better than we can arrange them I 
selves. Fancy if he hail come to-morrow to tear her de 
to pieces ! — -Oh, Arthur, I am very thankful ! There 
nothing to do now but to think best how to break it to b( 
bad ladies with him ■, il ia dreadful to think of Bucli t 

Arthur, do you ima.g^lV6■\\.lio\illi^w \i«-«\\feV-aBi| 
in a blue veil" 



'AWnOTeil!'' — Mra Hilyard'a message BuddetJy occurred 
Vluoent's mind, witb it-i sjtecial mention of that article of 
*se. " If this man U tho man we suppose, he has nccoin> 
d one of liis wjshee," said the minister, slowly ; " and she 
i kill him as xnro os he lives." 

' Wlio will kill him '! — ^I hope nothing has occurred about 
tr friend's child to agitate my Huson," said his mother, " It 
9 all the kindness of your heart, my dear boy; but it wan 
y imprndeut of you tn let tjusan's name be connected witii 
body of doubtful chameter. Ob, Artfiur dear, we have both 
B Teiy imprudent ! — you have so much of my quick temper. 
ns a pnuishmcnt to mo to see how impatient you were to- 
■; but Susan takes after your dear father. Oli, my own boy, 
_p — pray for her, that her Ueart may not be broken by this 
sdful news." 

And Mrs Vincent leant back in her corner, and once mora 
down her veil. Pray! — who was he to pray fori SuRan, 
I and innocent, disappointed in her first love, but uil- 
1 by any worldly soil or evil passion) — or the other suf- 
i involved in mora deadly aiirt, himself palpitating witli 
i^ impulses, broken loose from all Lis peaceful youthful 
ingB, burning with discontents and aspirations, not spiritual, 
t (rf the world 1 Vincent prayed none as he asked himself 
t bitter question. Ho drew back in his sent opposite his 
iber, and pondered in his heart the wonderful difference 
ire«ii the objects of eompaasion to whom the world gives 
dy tears, and those of whom the world knows and suspects 
Susan ! he could see her mother weeping over her in 
( white and tender innocence. ^Vhat if, perhaps, she broke 
' young heart 1 the shock would only send tie girl with moro 
g devoticjii to the feet of the great Father ; but as for 
', all astray from duty and sober life, devoured with a 
J fancy, loathing the way and the work to which he 
I been trained to believe that i'ather had called bi>ii — who 
Right of weeping? — or for Her, whom his alarmed imagina- 
D could not but follow, going forth remorseless and silent to 
fil her promise, and kill die man who had wronged her 1 Oh, 
I t&eat of tears ! — falling sweet over the young sufferers 
1 Borrow blessed — drying up from the horrible complex 
Always where other souls, in undisclosed anguish, went 

ir and farther from God ! 
TO^j^^ thoughts the niotLer and son \i\iniei era i? 
It was the 




tkcy arrived in Lonsdule — a night starless, tint piorolng 
cold, Tliey were the only paaaeiigerB who got out at the li 
Btation, where two or three lamps glared wUdly on tlie m 
uud two pal^ portets made n faint bi]»tle to forn-ord the 
convoy tit ciirriagos upon its way. (Jno of these meu In 
uuxiuusly at the widow, as if with the aiiddeu impulse of 
ing a question, or communicating some news, but was cttUe 
by hia superior before he could speak. Vincent tiDConsde 
observed the look, and was surprised and even nbirmed '_ 
without knowing why. It returned to hia mind, as he govi 
mother his arm t« walk the remaining distance home, 
did the man put ou that face of curiosity and wonder 1 Bu 
be sure, to see the mild widow arrive in this unespeetcd 
in the middle of the icy January night, must have been sat\ 
ing enough to any one who knew her, and her gentle deed 
life. He tried to think no more of it, aa they set out upon 
windy road, where a few sparely-scattered lamps blinked vil 
and mode the surromidiiig darkness all the darker. The stn 
woit half a luilu from the Ijjwn, and Mia Vincent's cottage 
on the other side of Lonsdale, across the river, which 
sighing and gleaming through the heart of the little p 
Somehow the sudden black shinu of that water as they m 
it, cros-sing the bridge, brought a shiver and Hash of wild 
giuation to the mind of the Nonconlormist. He though 
suicides, murders, ghastly concealment, and misety; and 
the face of the porter returned upon him. What if somi 
liod happened while the watchful mother had been out of 
wayl The wind came sighing round the corners with »i 
effectual gasp, as if it too had some waniiug, some nveaut 
deliver. Instinctively he drew hia mother's arm cloaer, 
buriied her on. Suggestions of horrible unthongLt^f 
seemed lurking everywhere in the noiseless blackness id 
night. 

Mrs Vincent shivered too, but it was with cold and 
agitation. In her heart she was putting tender words t()g« 
framing tender phraaes^cousulting with heraelf how she 
look, and how to speak. Already she could see the half'« 
ened ^rl, starting up all glowing and sweet from her safe 
nnforeboding of evil ; and the widow composed her face O 
the shadow of her veil, and sent back with an effort tlie 
tears from her eyes, that Susan might not see any traces iu 
flee, till filiL' had " prepared Wi" a.^\Ui\(i Iot "CwoS. ^«ad£d 
MittMo blow. ^ ''^ 



Tlie cottage was all dark, aa wrts iifttural — iloubly dark to- 
glit, for tliei'o was no light in the skies, auJ the wind had 
tiiiguiahcd the lamp which Btood nearest, aud on ordinary 
icn&ions threw a doubtful flicker on the little house. " Susan 
ill soon hear ua, she is such a light sleeper," said &Irs Vincent. 
King the bell, Artliiir. I don't like using tlie knocker, to dis- 
rb tlie neighbours. Everybody would think it so surprising 

hear a noise iik the middle of the night from our house, 
re — wnit a moment. That was a very loud ring; Susan 
t be sleeping very soundly if that docs not wake her up." 

There was a little pause ; not a sound, except the tinkling of 
e bell, which tkey could hear inside as the peal grndnally aub- 
led, waa in the air; breathless silence, darkness, cold, an in- 
n preternatural chill and watchfulness, no welcome sound 

Awakening sleepers, only their own dark shadows In the 
irfat^ listening like all tlie linshed surrounding world at 
at closed door. 

" Poor dear ! Oh, Arthur, it is dreadful to come and break 
IT sleep," sighed Jlrs Vincent, ivhofie atriun of suspense and 
pectation heightened the effect of the cold : " when will she 
sBp as Bound again '( Give auirther ring, dear. How terribly 
irk and quiet it is ! Ring again, again, Arthur ! — dear, dear 

B, to think of Susan iu such a sound sleep I — and generally 

e starts at any noise. It is to ^ive her strength to bear what 

coming, poor child, poor child !" 

The hell seemed to echo ont into the silent raud, it pealed bo 
early and loudly through the shut-up house, but not another 
uud disturbed the air without or within, llrs Vincent began 
I grow restless uud alarmed. She went out into the road, and 
tied up at the closed windows ; her very teeth chattered with 
iziety and cold. 

" It is very odd she d()BS not wake," said the widow ; " she 

ist be rousing now, surely. Arthur, don't look as if we had 

1 news. Try tu commiind your countenance, dear. Hush I 
ot't you hear them stirring ? Now, Arthur, Arthur, oh remeni- 
er not to look so dreadful as you did in Cartiugford ! I am 

re I hear her couiiug dowu-atairs. Hark ! what is it t Eing 

aiiii Arthur — again I" 

Tlie words broke confused and half -articulate from her lips ; 
vaguo dread took ]>ossessiou of her, as of her son. For his 
i he rang the hell wildly without paudug, im4 a.^^*^ '^ 
ti«r to the echoing door with a. sound -mtocli afcemft^ *io "«.- 
Ub-Asc^ and back K,mugh the datknes®. It -w-is wiA * 
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Bleep of youth Vincent tluiuglit of, as, without a wonl to Bay,li( 
thundered hia summons on the cottage door. He was nut him- 
self awure what he was afraid of ; but in his mind he suv the 

porter's alurmed and carious look, nnd felt the ominous n 

thrilling wth load clangour of hia own vain Appeals througliibi 
deserted house. 

At length a sound — the mother and son both rushed spen 
leas towards the aide-window, from which it came. The v . 
dow creaked slowly uiwn, and a head, which was not Susan'i^ 
looked cautiously out. " Who is there s" cried a strange TOJaj 
" it's some mistake. This ia Mrs Vincent's, tliis ia, and no- 
body's at home. If you don't go away I'll spring the nttl^ 
and call Thieves, thieves — Fire. ! What do yoi 
rousing folks like this in the dead of night 1'' 

" Oh, Wilhama, are you there '( Thunk Qod ! — then lU ll 
well," said Mrs Vincent, clasping her Lands. " It ia ] 
need not be afraid — I and my sou : don't disturb iJiss 8 
since she has not heard ns — but come down, and let u 
don't disturb my daughter. It is I — don't you know aj 

" Good Lord !" cried the speaker at the window ; then Ui 1 
different tone, " I'm coming, ina'am — I'm coming." ZnctilK- 
lively, without knowing why, A'incant drew hia mother's 
within his own, and held her fast. Instinctively the WJ 
clung to him, and kept herself erect by hia aid. Tliey did art 
say a word — no advices now about composing his countenancei 
Mrs Vincent's face was ghastly, had there been any light to ne 
it. She went sheer forward when the door was open, as thpugh. 
neither her ej-es nor person were susceptible of any other mutiuK 
An iueKpressible air of desolation upou the cottage parloiu; 
where everythuig looked far too trim and orderly for pewl 
domestic occupation, brought to a climax all the fanciful sug- 
gestions which had been tormenting Vincent. He cidlcd 
hia sister's name in an involuntary outburst of dread and 
dteraent, " Susan ! Susan !" The words pealed ijito the I 
night echoes — but there was no Susan to answer to the caU. 
" It is God that keeps ber asleep to keep her happy,'' 
lib mother, with her white hpa. She dropt from Lis arm 
the sofa in a dreadful jiause of determination, facing th«n 
wide-open eyes- — daring them t^i undeceive her — resolute 
K iear the terrible truth, whlclv a\reaiv 'vft \i«( \i««t sha 

Kb&tMu ia asleej}, asleep '." aho ca^, ift i^- to 

^Hl|B ilwaya facing the {rigUV""" "^ 



! eyes whielj knew better, but would not he undeceived, 
s Bhivering miduight, the mothyr's dreadful looka, the sudden 
ting to all tills fright and woDdcr, were too much for the 
ified guardiau of the house. She fell on her kncea at the 
low's feet. 

' Ob, Lord ! Miwi Susau'.s gone ! I'd have kep ber if I had 
iti Ueni. I'd fiave said her mamma would never send no 
ittemtui but Mr Arthur to fetch her away. But she's gnne. 
I Lord! it's killed my missis^ I knew it would kill ray 
la. Oh, good Lord ! good Lord ! Hun for a doctor, Mr 
Blur; Jf the mMsiaisgone, vrhat ahall we dol" 
Vincent ttoew tlie frightened creature off with a savage carc- 
sa of which he was quite unconscious, and raised hia 
IT in his anus. She had fnllen back in a dreary raomen- 
' fit which was not fainting — licr eyes fluttering under their 
"3a, her lips moving with Sinutds that did not come, 
I shock had struck her as such shocks strike the mortal frame 
n it grows old. When sound burst at last from the moving 
, it wna in a babble that mocked all her efforts to Bpeak. 
i Bhe was not imcouBciona of the sudden misery. Her eyes 
mdered about, taking in everything around her, and at last 
id upon a letter lying half-open on Susan's work-table, almost 
I only token of disorder or agitation in the trim little room, 
It first ^gn of rsvival sho showed was pointing at it with a 
Htbtfnl but impatient gesture. Before she could make them 
Heretand what she meant, that " quick temper " of which Mrs 
heent accused herself blazed up in the widow's eyes, ^e 
M herself erect out of her son's arms, and seized the paper. 
iat Vincent's letter U> his sister, written from London ;iter 
l&ftd ffuled in his inquiries about Mr Fordham. In the light 
Till dreadful midnight the young man himself perceived how 
^ng and peremptory were its brief injunctions. " Don't 
^^6 to Mr Fordham again till my mother's return ; probably 
IbQ Iwiiig her home ; we have something to say to you on 
iml^ect, and in the mean time be sure you do as I tell you." 
B Vincent gradually recovered herself as she read this : she 
"I it uvcr under her breath, getting biick the use of her speech, 
n was not much explanation in it, yet it seemed to take the 
IE, in the mother's confused facidties, of an apology for Susan, 
be was frightened," said Mrs Vincent, slowly, with strange 1 
) about her Ji;)s^"she was frightened." 1\\!A-wTa tSi j 
" foaJd take in at onco. Afterwards, ramuteV'^ Wi-voAR, 
'"'Self up, and canie to self-commani aui co'm.'^'^"^'^'^' 
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Oiily na bIio recovered lUtl the truth reveal itself clyavly evei 
Vinceiit, who, after the first shock, biid been occupied euti 
by hia mother. The young man's head thrnhhed and tuij 
lis if with b!mv3. As she njit up and gazed nt liiin with hec i 
recovered looks, through the dim ice-cold atmosphere, llgl 
fniiilly with oue caudle, they both woke up to the reoU^ 
their position. The shock of the discovery was over — " 
was gone ; but where, and with whom I There waa still 
thing to hope, if everything to fear. 

" She ia gone to her aunt Alice," said JIrs Viucent, i 
more looking full iu tJic eyes of the womau who had been 
in charge of the house, aud who st-uod shivering with coM 
Dgitatiojj, winding and unwinding round her a. thin shaw 
which she had wrapped up her arms. " She has gone tfl 
nunt Alice — she was frightened, and thought something 
happened. To-morrow we can g(i and bring her home." 

" Oh, good Lord ! No ; she ain't there," cried the frightt 
witness, halt inaudible with her chattering teeth. 

"Or to Mrs Hastings at the farm. Susan knows what 
I can trast her to. Ai'thur dear, let us go to bed. It's i 
fortable, but you won't jiiind for one night," said the wii 
witli a gasp, rising up and sitting down again. She dared 
trust herself to hear any explanation, yet all the time &c«d 1 
devouring eyes upon the face of the womau whom she w( 
not suffer to speak. 

" Mother, for Heaven's sake let us uuderstand it j le 
speak — let \i& know. Where has i:4usan gone^ Speak 
never mhid interruptions. Where ia my sister I" cried ViiK 
grasping the terrified woman by the arm. 

" Oh Lord ! If the missis wouldn't look at tiie like ikli, 
ain't to blame 1 " cried Williams, piteoualy. " It was the 
afore yesterday as the ladies came. I come up to help 1 
with the beds. There vras the old lady as had on 
bonnet and the young miss iu the blue veil " 

Vincent uttered a sudden exclamation, and looked at 
mother ; but she would not meet liia eyes — would not ackl 
ledge any recognition of that fatal piece of gauze. She get 
little gasp, sitting bolt upright, holding fast by the back of a cl 
but kept her eyes steadily and sternly upon the woman's fa 

" Wetidied the best room for the lady, and Mtsa Susan'a J 
eloaet ; and Mary had out the beat ahteta, for she saj 
"M&ry — where'a Maryl" crie4'5A.TiiN™cftw\i "" 
^Uknow no more nor i\\)a\w," cnuOi. ^VWww 



* nlong Tvitli Miss Siisaii— wbcryvor that muy 
lO in the blue veil." 
[•a !" cried Vincent, 
ub his Diother did nut echo his cry. Her strained hand fell 
J her hip with » certain relaxatitm and relief ; lier gaze grew 
rigid J incomprehensible moisture came to lier eycR, " Ob, 
ttn', there's comfort in it!" said Mrs Vincent, looking like 
elf again. " She's taken Mary, tiod bless her ! site's known 
a doing. Now I'm more easy; Williams, you can 
Ipwn and tell ua the rest." 

CktonI" cried Vincent, fiercely. '-"Oood heavens! what 
UOl a blundering country girl do herd— go on." 
) vomen thought otherwise ; they exehiinged looks of 
^thy and thanktulnew ; they excited the impatient young 
) beside them, who thonght he knew the world, into the 
at exasperation by that pause of theirH, His mother even 
1 her bonnet off her aching head, and ventured to lean 
k under the influence of that visionary consolation ; while 
Bit, aggravated to the intolerable pitch, sprang up, and, 
BIDore seizing Williams by the arm, shook her unawares in 
'iwlence of liis anxiety. "Answer nie!" cried the young 
"you tell us everything but the most important of all. 
!s this girl^and Mary — who was with my sUter when 
tirenl away '( " 

% Lord ! you shake tlic breath out of me, Mr Arthur — ynii 

I the woman. "Who! why, who should it he, to bo 

li; him ns had the best right after yourself to take Miss 

lamma '! You've crossed her on the road, poor 

1 adherent of the house, wringing her liands ; 

s going to her ma — that's where she was going. 

' ' " sr gave lier a tnm ; and then, to be sure, when 

ic, the very first tbing he thought upon was to 

it groaned aloud. In his first impulse of fury he seized 

nd rushed to the duor to pursue them anyhow, by any 

Then, remembering how vain was the attempt, came 

'n, dashed down the hat he had put on, and seized upon 

my book in his pocket, to see when he coidd start upon 

iimi. Minister as he was, a muttered 

i teeth — villain i coward ! destroyer ' 

Ti-ns brolcen in the strangeat -wwj \i-^ 

!s fliother'a voice. 

hwud, with dry towcs, ^^lA 
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to form the words ns if they choked her ; " and of covm 
you say, Williams, 5Ir Fordiam had the best right. 
t«k6 her to his mother's — or — or leave her in my son's 
Carlingford ; and as she has Mary with her — Arthur," « 
his mother, fixing a warning emphatic look upon him a 
raised his astonished eyes to her face, " you know that ii 
right ; after you — Mr Kordham is— the only person— that c 
Imve tiiken core of her in her journey. There, I am si '' 
I'crlmiKi, Williiiiiia, you had better go to bed. My sou 
linvu soincthiug to talk of, now I feel myself," 

" I'll go light the fire, and get you a cup of tea — oh L 
what Mi^ Susan would say if she knew you were here, a 
got such A fright I" cried the old servant; "but nowy( 
composed, there's nothing aa'll do you good like a cup oftfl 

" Thank you — yos ; make it strong, and Mr Arthur will 1 
Biiine too," said the widow; "and take care tlie kettle is hen) 
and then, Williams, you must not mind ns, but go to bed,'* 

Vincent threw down his book, and stared at her with n 
thiug nf that impatience and half-contempt which had b 
moved him, " If the world were breaking up, I suppose wq 
could still drink tea 1" lie said, bitterly. 

'■ Oh, Arthur, my dear boy," cried his mother, " don't ym 
wo umst put the best face on it nowl Everybody must 

know that Susan has been carried away by a O God, 

give me ! dou't let me curse him, Arthur. Let us get ( 
from Lonad^Je, dear, before we say anything. Words wil 
no good. Oh, my dear boy, tiU we know better, Mr Ford 
is Susan's betrothed husbaud, and he has gone to take a 
her to Oarlingford. Hush — don't say any more. I am i 
to compose myself, Arthur, for my child's sake," ciid 
mother, with a smile of anguish, looking into her soa'a 
How did she drive those tears back out of her patient I 
how did she endure to talk to the old servant about w* 
to be done to-morrow — and how the sick lady was next do 
till the excited and sliiveriiig attendant could be despatcha 
stairs and got nut of the way) Woman's weaker nature 
could mingle the common with the great ; or 
that could endure all things — which was iti The young'l 
sitting by in a sullen, intolerable suspense, waiting till iT 
jiracticable to rush away thrtingh the creeping gloc 
after the fugitives, could no mote \niAe«6ta.iid these phenM 
of love and woo, than lie co\i\i itatvaVt* "iXvc ^'u«&a 
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.Y raorQiiij;, but black aa midniglit ; bitter c<iUl, if bit- 
cold coulii be, thau that to wficli tliey entered wJien 
firet came tc> the deserted bouse ; the little parlour, oh, 
ocfully trim and tidy, witb the tire Inid ready for lights 
wtiich even the mother, anxious tibout her eon, had not 
tiie heart to light ; the cundle mi the tuble between them 
ing dimly this speechless internal ; eome shawiH liud ready 
be with them when they went back ngnin to the eorUest 
; Mrs Vincent sitting by with her bonnet on, and its Teil 
sing half over her pale (ace, sometimes rousing up to cast 
Bii looks of ansiety at Let eon, sometimes ptunfully saying 
itbing with a vain effort at smiling — what o'clock was it t 
1 did he think they could reach town 1— little ineffeetnal 
Dpts at the common iutercourae, which seemed somehow to 
en the dreadful silence, the shivering cold, the utter desola- 
of the scene. Such a night !— its minutes were hours as 
Btole by noiseless in murderous length and tedima — and 
diiaax of ita misery was in the little stArt with which Mrs 
ent now and then woke up out of her own thoughts to 
S that pitiful efibrt to tidk to her auu. 
1^ were aitting tlms, waiting, not even Teiituring to look at 
O^er, when a sudden sound startled them. Nolhlng more 
a footstep outside approaching softly. A footstep — surely 
iteps. They could hear them far off in this wonderful still- 
making steady progress near — nearer. Mrs Vincent rose 
tFetching her little figure iuto a preternatural hysteric sem- 
le of height. Who was it 1 Two people — surely women — 
llhat women could be abroad at such an hour 1 One lighter, 
huvier, irregular oa female steps are, coming this way — 
nqrl Her heart fluttered in the widow's ears with a sound 
.aU but obliterated those steps which still kept advancing. 
!, Rudden silence ! A p.iuse, then — O merciful Heaven 1 — ■ 
I it be true — a tinkle at the bell — a summons at the closed 

n Vincent had flown forth with open arms — with eyes 
led. The poor soul thought nothing leas than that it was 
Idld returoed. They curried her back BpeecXvYesa, Sa ^ *isb- 

■{ too cruel and bitter to have ex-pTemo-n,. '^■«'i . 
Lsuier, iJeepy, nervous, and !u\\ ol XTu\iQ\^ttd 
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known U> eitlier mother or son — the other with n certwu iw.A- 
fill inspiration in her dark fncc, and eyen that gleamed out 'if it 
na if they had concenimtcd into them nil the blackness o{ tbi 

" You are going back, and ao am I," Mrs Hilyard s.'ud " 
came to say a word to you before I go away. If I have Im 
anyhow the cause, forgive me. God knows, of all things in U 
world the last I dreamt of was to injure this good womuii 
invade her imiocent house. Do yim know where they lut 
gone J^did she leave any letters ? — ^Tell me. She shall be ])»■ 
cious to me as my own, if I find them out'' 

Mrs Vincent freed herself from her son's arms, and got ^ 
with her blanched face. " 3Iy daughter— followed nie — to Cu- 
liugford," she siud, in broken words, with a determination 
sat almost awful on her weakness. " We have had the j 
misfortune — to cross each other — on the way. I am. goii 
after her — directly. I am not afraid — of my Susan, S 
all safe in my son's house." 

The others exchanged alarmed looks, as they might hare' 
had a child suddenly assumed the aspect of a leader. She, 
coidd scarcely steady her trembling limbs to stand upright^ 1 
their looks with a dumb denial of her own anguish. " It 
very unfortunate — but I am not anxious," she said, slowly, wM 
a ghastly smile. Humim nature could do no more. She tu 
down again on her seat, but still faced thcm^ — absolut-e in k 
self-restraint, rejecting pity. Not even tears should fall npC 
Susan's sweet name — not while her mother lived to defend 
in life and death. 

The Carlingford needlewoman stood opposite her, gazing wii 
eyes that went beyond that figure, and yet dwelt u[)on it, all 
wonderful a spectacle. Many a terrible secret of life unknei 
to the minister's gentle mother throbbed in her heart ; bat el 
stood in a pause of wonder before that weaker woman. B 
sight of her stayed the passionate current for a inomeitt,» 
brought the desperate woman to a pause. Then she tunwd 
the young man, who stood speechless by his mother's side — > 

" You are a priest, and yet you do not curse," she said. " 
God aa careless of a curse as of a blessing I S/ie thinks He H 
gave the Innocents yet. She does not know that He stunda 
like a man, and sees them murdered, and shines and rains 
the same. God ! No — He never interferes. Good-by^" t 
udded, suddenly, liuldiuguut to lunitWOautraii -0.^30^ 
'arthatdreadfxd mumeut, Hs e^e &ufi. -^- ■-»—»" 
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fle to furnish details of my Inltcr days. 
b here will tell you of tho lite it wi 
|d moke a iligtiuguished end after all, c 
her mind ^'hera I s]>eak madly, to be a 
BStand me. There — not a worf. 
I nm beyond preaching now — Good-bye." 
Ka," said Vincent, chitcbing her hand 
I that horrible intention in your eyoM ; I will sny n 
Hajaaeh an errand a 
H eyes in their blituk brightness paused at him for a n 
I before they passed to the vacant air on which they m 
pfixed — iMtuaed with a certiuu gimico nf troubled auinse- 
L &R lightuiug of fornicr thiya. " You flatter me," she said, 
p^, with the old habitual uoTemcnt of her mouth. " It ia 
punce niiybody has taken the trouble to read any intention 
Vt^es. But don't yon understand yet that a woman's in- 
ni is the last thing she is likely to perform iu this world i 
8a have meaningH now and then, we poor ereaturcs, but 
ueldom come to much. (Jfiiid-bye, good-bye !" 
am caiiDot look at nie," Mid Vincent, with a conacious 
Utcncei reason or argument being out of the iiueation. 
Ut is it you see beliind there J Where are you looking 
[thoec dreJwlful eyes 1 " 

it brought her eyes back as ho spoko, with an evident effort, 
t them npon Iiia face. "I once remarked upon your high- 
ung;" said the strange woman. " A prince could not have 
m fiuer mauuera than you did in Carlingford, Mr Vincent, 
E disappoint me now. If I see ghosts behind you, what 
I Xwt people that have lived loug enough, come to soo 
it before they die. But tliis is not exactly the time for con- 
Maa, linwevcr interesting it may be. If you and I ever see 
folher ag£un, tilings will have happened before then ; you 
pnriiaps, may have found the ghosts out, 1 appoint you to 
[to see me after you have come to life again, iu the next 
L Gwd-iiight. I don't forget that you gave me your 
jng when we parted last." 

|a was turning away when lira Vincent rose, steadying her- 
^ the chair, ai)d put a timid hand upon the aUMi^et'awwv. 
■^who you are," said the widow ■, "'A \a j:Si. a 
n older wiiinan tbau -js^ 



miiiiater's wife. You liavo aometliiiig on ynur mind. My«W 
ia frigliteiicd you -mil do aometliiiig— I c-iimot tell -whnt 'Vol 
ate much cleverer thjiii I am ; but I am, as I sn.y, «a ^ 
nan, iwid ft— n minister's wife. I am not — afraid of anj' 
thing. Yes ! I know God does not always save the Innovmt 
na you say — but He kuowa why, though we don't. Will ji 
go with me t If you liave gone a.stray when you -were yowu 
said the mild woman, raising up her little figure with an m, 
fable simplicity, " 1 will never aak any questious, and it will a 
mutter — for everybody I care for knows me:. The dr«6! 
things you think of will not happen if we go together, 
ft minister's wife thirty years. I know human nature and 
goodnias. Come with me." 

" Mother, mother I what are you saying ] " cried 
who had all the time been maldug vain attempts to inteir 
this extraordinary speech. Mrs HUyard put him away will 
quick gesture. She took hold of the widow's hand with t 
firm, supporting, compelling pressure under -which, tin i 
before, Mrs Vincent had yielded up all her secrets. She tun 
her eyea out of vacancy to the little pale woman who ofierad '. 
this protection. A sudden mist surprised those gleaming e 
— a sudden thrill ran through the thin, alight, iron figure, nj 
which fatigue and excitement seemed to make no im|)res^ 
'Hie rock wis strickeu at last 

"No — no," she sighed, with a voice that trembled. "N* 
no 1 the lamb and the lion do not go together yet in this p 
world. No — no — no. I wonder what tears have to do in i 
eyes ; (ih, God in the skius ! if you ever do miracles, do ona ; 
Uiia woman, and save her child ! Pmyiug and ciyiiig i 
strange fancies for me— I must go away; but first," sh« a 
Btill holding Mrs Vincent fast—" a woman is but a woman tl 

„11 ^if it is more honourable to be a wicked man's \vife thu 

have gone astray, as you call it, then there ia no one in the w 
who can breathe suspicion up)n me. Ask this other f 
woman here, who knows all al.ont nie, but te.irs me, like ; 
Feivrsme! Whatdoyousupposetherecanbcttifear, MrVini 
you who are a scholar, and know better than these soft worn 
said Mrs Hilyard, suddenly dropping the widow's hand, 
turning round upon the young minister, with an mstent t^ 
in" off of aU emotion, which had the strangest homfying 
f/;S« the little agitated compw^y, "«v ^T^^^I^™" 
fJtlie name of Rachel Russell, ite «ioi^\ >^^ 
tliL- world ever believe hann, d« -J""* ' 



ke refuge in my ancestress. But we go different wn; 
B diifereut end^ Ui uccompliBli," slie continued, v '" 
■eturniiig gleam of the Bubdued horror — " Good- 
liglit ! " 

Stop lier, Ailliur — stop her ! — Siisan i^-ill be at Carlii 
n wt; get there ; BoBau will go nowhere else but to 
cried Mrs Vincent, as the door closed on the nocturnal 

-" 1 »ni as sure — as sure 1 Oh, my dear, do you 

an have any doubt of my own child 1 As for Suaau 
ray — or being carried off — or falling into wickedness- — 
eaid his mother, puttiug back her veil fi'om her palo 
W I liave got over thia dreadful night, I kiiow better 
r must breathe such a thing to me. Tell her so, dear, 
■ 80 ! — call her bock — they will be at C'arlingford wh( 

t drew his mother's arm through liis own, and led 
ibe darkness, which was moniing and no longer night.'' 
lonra longer and we sluiU sec," he said, with a hard- 
entL Into that darknestt Mrs Ililyard and her com- 
ad disappcored. There was another line of railway 
little distance of Lonsdale, but Vincent was at pains 
» Ilia fellow-travelhsrs na he placed hia mother once 
L carriage, and onee more caiighl the eye of the man 
rious look had startled him. When the grey morning 
dawn, it revealed two ashen faces, equally speechless 
rbed with thoughts which neither dared cummunicate 
tber. They did not even look at each other, as the 
noise and motion wrapped them in that little sepamt 
being, One possibility and no more kept a cert ' 
t in both their thoughts, otherwise lost in wild chuos 
II uncertainty worse thau death, 



lear^^J 

he^H 



CHAPTER XVIII. 
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V height of day when the ti-avellers 
It would bo vain to attempt to describe their 
IrcH^Ii Loudon in the bustling aunsliuiB o\ A.W WviAjK 
^b^e rigil of that night, and in ftie In^tWi »a&- 
^HBcnf of (Jicir inii)d8. Vincent Y'jm>:\ii\)ciaijgted 
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yenrs after, cert.ijii cheerful atreet-comers, round wUieli 
turned on tlieir way from one station to wiother, witU st 
of recollection, and an intense consciousness of nil the lifn 
lating about them, cyeu to the attitudes of the boys that 
the crossings, and their contrnat with each other. His n 
miide dismal atteiupts now and then to say something ; H, 
was looking pale ; that after all he could yet preadi, and 
hia coutve nn the iliraclea ; that it would be such a ooiof 
rest when they got home ; but at lost became inaudible, 
lie knew by her bending across tfl him, and the motion at 
]iarched lips with which she still tried to smile, that the i 
still continued to make those pathetic little speeches w 
knowing that she had become si>ecchlcss in the rising tide 
agony. But at last they reached Carlingford, where ever; 
was at its brightest, all the occupations of life afloat I 
streets, and sunshine, lavish though ineffectual, bright«iiii 
whole aspect of the town. When they emerged from " 
way, Mrs Vincent took her son's ami, and fur the " 
made some remark with a ghastly smile — but 
from her lips. They walked up the sunshiny street 
with such sUent speed as would have been frightful tu Id 
had anybody known what was in their hearts. Mrs F 
who was coming along the other side, irossod over oa pi 
to accost the minister, and he introduced to his mother, o 
driven frantic by the total blank unconsciousness with 
the two swept post her ; " taking no more notice tlian it I 
never set eyes ou me in lus born days ! " as she deacri: 
afterwards. The door of the house where Vincent live 
oi)ened to them briskly by the little maid iu bolidt^ 
everything wore the most aickcning, op[ire6sive brig 
withiji in fresh Saturday cleanliness, Vincent half 
mother np the steps, and held fast in hu owr 
the hand which he had drawn tightly through his 
there any one here 1 Has anybody come for n 
he asked, with the somid of his own words ringing aluil] 
his ears, "Please, sir, Mr Tuzer's been," said the girl, ■ 
with amiUng confidence. She ci>uld not comprehend the 
with which the }-oung man startled all the clear and 
atmosphere, nor the sudden rustle of tlie little figure * 
which moved somehow, swaying with the words as if 
n wind. "Mother, you are gom% U* W\.yA'," cried ' 
id the little maid flew in terror to ccW^w ivnatoew,, 
of water, But when aWn «»his ^ittdti^kfe \ttP<iSMx 
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lunger in tlie briglit ball with its newly-eleaned 
rhitencd floor, Wlieu ehe fullowed them up-stairs with 
; itvas the minist«r wbo bad dropped into the easy-chair 
boe hidden on the talile, tind his mother v;aa standing 
fa. Mrs Vincmit looked up when the girl caiue in and 
unik you — that ttill dn," looking in her fiicc, and not 
le cariied. Slie was of u dreadful paleness, and looked 

I that were terrible to that wondering observer upon 
ittendant " Perhaps there have been some letters i»r 
" said Mrs "Vincent. " We — we ejqieeted soraebot 
think ! a young lady came here? — and when ahe foui 

one " 

Miss Phojbo ; " said the girl in amazement — " to s 

UiBs Phcclie I " re]>eHted the widow, as if she did nol 
id the words. Tlten she turned to her son, or 
down the ruitled locks on his head ; then lield out h 

II to arrest the girl as she was going away, 
reaa got anything in the house," she asked— 
Id lueat^ or anything ! Would you bring it up, plea 
-soup would perhaps be best — or a nice chop. 
bas got, and bring it up on a tray. You need not lay i 
—only a tray with a napkin. Yes, I see you knowj 
ian." 

jr 1 " cried Viiicent, miaing hia head in utter fright oi 
left tjie room. He thought in the shock his mothepl 
a had gone. 

lave eaten nothing, dear, since we left," ahe said, w 
laldug amile. " I am not going cruzy, Arthur. 
f dear boy ! I nill not go crazy; but you must eat 
I, and not be killed too. Snson is not here," said Sirs 
vith a ghastly, wistful look round the room ; " but w^ 
ling to distrust her at the very first moment, far ledP 
r, Arthur, Oh, my dear, 1 must not speak, or somM 
happen to me ; and nothing must happen to you c_ 
liave found your sister. You muat eat when it comeqj 
Vou must go away. Perhaps," said Mrs Vincent, s" 
I and looking her sou direct in the eyes, as if to re 
sUtnt that could arise there, " she has lout her way:- 
ho missed one of these dreadful trains — jicrhaps she 
iym>Dg rsUwRy, Artliur. Oh, my dear \>oy, "5wi."cwisi\. 
ijjagto eat, and then you muat go ^'^&^lIuv^%^laialv 
KjuoiKx/y to take care of lier bat ■j-ovi," H 



Vincent returned his mothei^'a look witli a wild inqu] 
gate, but with liia lips he said "Yes," not daring to j 
worda the ten-ibie thoughts in liis heart The two aaid ni: 
to each other of the horror tliat possessed tliem both, or o 
dreadful hoKe of uncertainty iu whiuli that Susan whoa 
brother was to go and bring home as if from an innocent 
was now euveloixtd. Their eyes spoke diiFurently iis they k 
into each other, and silently withdrew agiuu, each from < 
not daring to oommmiicate furtlier. Just then n slight : 
came below, to the door. Mrs Vincent stood up direct 
iLn agony of listening, trembling all over. To be s 
nothing. When nothing came of it, the poor mother sank 
agMU with a piteous patience, which it was heartbreakil 
look at ; and Vincent returned from the window which be 
thrown open in time to see Fhcebe Tozer disappear front 
door. They avoided each other's eyes now ; one or 
sobs broke forth from Mrs Vincent's breast, and her t 
with a dreadful funereal step fnim one end of the r 
other. Not even the uunnolation of consulting together ' 
was to be done, or whnt might have happened, was left f 
They dared not put their position into words — dared u 
much as inquire in their thoughts where Susan was, or : 
Lad befallen her. She was to be brought home ; but »' 
or from what abyss neither ventured to say. 

Upon their misery the little maid entered again vtifh 
tray, and the hastily-prepared refreshment which Mrs Vfi 
had ordered for her son. The girl's eyes were round and 8t 
with wouder and curiosity ; but she was aware, with femai 
Btinct, that the miiiiatet's mother, awful little figure, v< 
eyes, which nothing escaped, was watching her, and heta 
vatioiis were nervous accordingly. " Please, a' 
said the girl — "please, sir, missus sent to know was the i 
gentleman a-coming'l — aud please, if he is, there ain't n 
as missus knows of, as he can sleep — witJi the lady, and 
and all ; and the other lodgers as well " — said the handmi 
with a sigh, as she set down her tray and made a desg 
eudeavour to turn her biick upon Mra Vincent, and to read 
iuterpretation uf all this iu the unguarded countenance 
minister ; " and please, am I to bring up the Wooater B 
and would the ladylike some tea or anythiuki And ffl 
would be partickhr ob^gcd '\l jow -woMld s«.v. Miss Fhc 
' y.tQ. ask. tUe-aeBtlmatt ta Vs., Vat -rfusss^jj 
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to be auro," said Vincent, imputiently ; "he can 
1, tell your miatreaa — that will do — we don't want 

nt is going to leave town agfun tliia aftemoou," 
3r. " Tell your mistress that I shall be glad to 
onversation with her after my son goes away — aud 
jr bring the sauce — but it would have saved you 
leen more sensible, if you had put it on the tray 
lace. Oh, Arthur," cried his mother again, when 
the little maid fairly out — " do be a little ]>rudent, 
hen a miniatet lodges with one of his fiock, he must 
arances — and if it were only for my dear child's 

Susan moat not be spoken of through our anxiety ; 
—Where can she be 1— Whore can she het" 
lear, you must keep up, or everything is lost ! " 
, for the frst time moved to the depths of his 
outcry of despair. He came to her and held her 
,ds, and laid lus face upon them without any kiss 

close clinging touch of itself expressing boat the 
their WTctohedness. But Mrs Vincent put her 
I her, when the door again bounced open. " My 
! ifl the sauce, and you must eat your chijp," 
up .and drawing forward a chair for hi m ; 
trembled so, grew steady as she put everything in 

bread, and set his plate before him. " Oh, eat 
"thur dear — you must, or you cannot go IhrougU 
widow, with her piteous smile. Then she sat 
&ble by him in her defensive armour. The watch- 
ihe flock " were all around spying upon the dread- 
rhich had overwhelmed them ; at any moment the 
nion whom Vincent had sent for mi' 

all the gaiety of his holiday. What they said 
L with tills consciousness — aud the mother, in the 
luapenae and terror, sat like a queen inspected on 
with possible traitors round her, but resolute and 
ing iu her extremity, determined at least to be 



m you think where to go r' she said, after a little 

st under her breatL 

an first," said Vincent — " to inquire after— 

m't ssy anything, mother — 1 am on\v b. wa-n ol'wx 

Krdiag to the information I get.— fi'nV \! " 

S^Aoei belore anotlicr Sunday-- 
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*I«aaec Mr Bndw when ha 
k to 1^' Ae ^U, villi s m^ " 
Bople, Aitimr; 



^k^»&re,aa^I^l«<fsHeHe. Qh,.ArtlHir,i 
tkcLardhatrepAjvp^Hs! if ■jdnlmg eomeB badijif 
(aMcka*«r«a4we»kaBcl Doat joa Uiink she iriB 
bet IfX«»lndttoLoHd^Iwm»otbeaUe t 
Tfati^A 1- il-^-TTcfiiil. in!ifTnnj oh. nilliiiT.i 
d»j«liaak8HM«iBgati>t Sfe n^ tw afnud t( 
lad AhI: tob vwrid fce ta^j, bnt Ae uener eould diitra 
pMT Mtb^whovM tfce fast ta pot hn in danger; 
think «f av dt^ dald goii^ olhcr thae or faei^ andm 
■^ me, Aithnr I Vj dear, job n« not fading anytlun 
ooB never go thn^k it aB ntlnmt sobm support, 
Hfa^ tiy bi est & fittk, i^ own tK^; and ah, Aithaq 
But I dor* 

"IhMe Tonn and people will wony you t 
ttaj here^" said tte BBinicta', with an impatient si^ 
(hraghC (tf hs owB difEcnhieB ; " bnt I mast not lose til 
going haA with job to Lonsdale, and yoa mnst not tm 
jomaelf, and this is hhhc in the way, whatever happens, 
word to Lonsdale that jon aie to have a message by telt 
inunediatelf — ^without a moment's loss of time — ii she 
back." 

" Yon might say alien, Arthur, not if," said his motlin; 
a little flash of tender resentment — then she gave wqr foC 
moment, Bod leaned her head ogunst his arm and heldhu 
with that presanre and close clasp which spoke more tbs 
words. When she raised her pale face again, it was to e 
him once more to eat. " Tty to take something, if it wen 
a mouthful, for Susan's sake," pleaded the widow. Hi 
inade a dismal attempt as slie told him. Happy are the 1 
that Jinve not seen such dieaAia\ VTeXjeacea ni meals whett 
Wore the only poasiblo!oo4\ Wietit^iefWHVOTilw&jM 
'■Liiia (Icsperato effort to takft"a«me sav^t^.;' '.v~"-~^ 



v&y and wrote a crafty female letterj which elo brot 
to reiid. He would have smiled at it had the 
89 tnigic. It waa addressed to the minister of "the con- 
" at Lonsdale, and set forth hdw ahe was detiuited at 
ford by some family afikira — liow Susan was visiting 
Hid travelling, and her moUier woa not sure where to 
I her — and tow it would be the greatest favour if he 
Bee Williams at the cottage, and have a message de- 
d to Mrs Vincent the moment her daughter returned. 
lu sot think it would be better to confide in him a littl 
I him what anxiety we are in?" said Vincent, when 1 
ia letter. T-Ti'.i mother took it out of iiis hands withil 

y- 

, Arthur, though you are her brother, you are only 
nd don't understand," cried Mrs Vincent, "Nobody 
live anything to say about my child. If she comes to- 
ihfi will come here," continued the poor mother, pausi 
ively once more to listen ; " she might have 
Bcouewhere ; she may come at any moment- 
t, Arthur dear 1 Though these telegraphs frighten 
tk as if they must bring bad news, I will send 
' when my darling girl comes ; but oh, my dear, though 
Bftdfnl to Bend you away, and to think of your travelling 
ttw and breaking the Sunday, and very likely your people 
; it — oh, Arthur, God knows better, and will not bhime 
nd if you will not take anything more to eat, you should 
e time, my dearest boy ! Don't look at me, Arthur — 
lay good-bye. Perhaps you may meet her before you 
'peihapa you may not need to go away. Oh, Arthia. 
jn't lose any more time ! ' ' 
is scarcely time for the train yet," said the 
up slowly ; " the world does not care, though i 
wng ; it keeps its own time. Mother, good-bye. Ood 
vliat muy have happened before I see you again." 
, Artliur, say nothing — say nothing 1 What can happen 
cbild to come homel" cried his mother, as he clasped 
ids and drew her closer to him. She leaned against her 
mst, which heaved convulsively, for one moment, and 
B. BhB did not look at him as he went slowly out of the 
iesving her to the unspeakable silence and solitude in 
VWry kind of terror started up and cte\)t iCounV. ^mX. 
i^iiw^* Aad left the house hia moliiei'a ai\x\e\'^ »,i\iV«^ 
» excited to passion, Soiue ouft V.UQiisjsA. «i 
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'toteted; tUere was a sound of voices and steps on tli 
audibly approaching this room in which she sat with liei 
Bat it was not Susan ; it was a young man of Arthur' 
with his travelling-bag in his Imnd, and his Bemtona 
pocket. He had no suspicion that the sight of him branj 
chiU of despair to her heart as he went up to shake hsut 
his friend's mother. " Vincent would not come buck 
ducc me," said Mr BeeclicT, " but he said I should ' 
here. I have known Lim many years, and it is n great p 
to moke your acquaintance. Sometimes he used ' 
your letters years ago. Is Miss Vincent with you ) 
sant to get out of town for a little, even though one 
preach ; and they will all be interested in 'Omerton to h« 
Vincent is getting on. Made quite a commotion in f 
they say, with these lectures of Ha, I always knew 
make an 'it if he had fair-play." 

" I am very glad to see you," said Mrs Vincent, 
jnst come up from Lonsdale, and everything ia in a coi 
When people grow old," said the poor widow, busying 
in collecting the brotan pieces of bread which Artii 
crumbled down by way of pretending to eat, " they feel 
and being put out of their way more than they ought 
can I get for youl will you have a glass of wine, and di 
soon as it cau be ready) My son had to go away." 

" Preaching somewhere ! " aakod the lively Mr Beeche: 

" N-no ; he has some — private business to attend U 
Mrs Vincent, with a silent groan ia her heart. 

" Ah ! — going to be married, I suppose i " said the nu 
'Onierton ; " that's the natural consequence after a mai 
charge, Miss Vincent is not with yon, I think you 
take a glass of wine, thank you; and I hear one of the fl 
Bent over to ask me to tea — Mr Tozer, a leading man, I 
among our people here," added Mr Beecher, with a Ut4 
placence. " It's very pleasant when a congregation ia hoi 
and friendly. When a pastor's popular, you see, it ah 
acts upon his brethren. May I ask if you are going 
Tozer's to tea tu-nightl" 

" Oh, no," faltered poor Mrs Vincent, whom prudea 

from adding, " heaven forbid 1 " " They — did not knoi 

here," she continued, faintly, turning away to ring t! 

Mr BcccheT, who flattered biiaaeK on. bia penetration, 

slightly when her back was tuinoi. "Jeiiwws. ftiali. 

saked me," said the preacher, -yiViSi D.l!wi-3 «~J»i-« 



*^0a. How was he to kiinw the blank of misery, the 
^edfeverisli activity of thought that possessed tliat mild 
'*)ium, aa she gave her orders aboat the removal of the 
tod ^e dianer which already was being prepared for the 
pft But the lively young man from 'Omerton perceived 
tlrae WR8 something wrong. Vincent's blitck looks when 
K Mm &t the door, and the exceeding promptitude of that 
tion to tea, were two and two which he could put together, 
iduded directly that the pastor, though he had made " an 
U not found to suit the connection in Carlingford ; and 
lesibly another candidate for Salem might be required ere 
" I would not injure Vincent for the world, ' ' he said to him- 
[rat if he does not 'it it, I might." The thought was not 
umt. Accordingly, while Vincent's mother kept her jilace 
1 the anguish of her heart, thinking that perhaps, even 
dreadful extremity, she might he able to do something 
hur with his people, and concihate the authorities, her 
aa thinking, if Vincent were to leave Carlingford, wliat 
int distance from town it was, nod how very encouraging 
rpzers to aak him to tea. It might come to something 
«m preaching for a friend ; and if Vincent did not " 'it 
I a change were desirable, nobody could tell what might 
All this smiling fabric the stranger built upon thodia- 
ad looks of the Vincents and Phcebe's invitation to tea. 
t hy him and keep up a little attempt at couversatinn — 
rintend hia dinner, and tell him what she knew of Salem 
' Bon'a lectures, and his success generally, as hecame the 
t'a mother^was scarcely so hard as to he left afterwards, 
10 vent out to Tozer's, all alone once more with the 
■wti the sounds outside, with the steps that seem to 
t tiie door, and the carriages that paused in the street, 
ling dreadful thrills of hope through poor Mrs Vincent's 
It hearty Happily, her faculties were engaged by those 
ft and oft-repeated tremors. In the fever of her onxicty, 
■tattled with an expectation that at last this was Susan, 
not enter into the darker question where Susan might 
m, and what had befallen tbe unhappy girl Half an 
ter Mr Beecher left her, Phcebe Tozer came in, affec- 
aul anxious, driving the wretched mother almost wild 
Kmad of her step and the apparition of her young-wo< 
d, to b^ snJ praj that Mrs Vincent won\d jom \,\i!fni «S. 
ftto^^**" "And 80 this ia Mr "Vinceiita towto." 
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id you must be eo dull wlieu he Is gone. OU, do c( 
'let us try to amuse you a little ; though I am sure no 
could ever be such good company aa tlie ministei' — oh, 
nor quarter I " cried Phoebe. %ven in the midst of hei 
the mother was woman enough to think that I'hoebe ah< 
much interest in the minister. She declined the invital 
gentle diatinctness. She did not rettirn the enthnsia 
which was bestowed upon her. " I am very tired, thai 
Bftid Mrs Vincent " On Monday, if ail is well, I wil 
see your mamma, I hope you will not catch cold cor 
ia this thin dress. I am sure it was yery kind of yoi 
am very tired to-night. On — Monday." Alas, Monda 
this horror last so long, and she not die } or would aH 
by that time, and Susan in her longing arms 1 The lij 
out of her eyes, and the breath from her heart, as that 
question stared her in the face. She scarcely saw 
withdrawal; she lay back in her chair in a kind of 
trance, till those stumbling steps and passing carriagt 
again, and roused her back iuto agonised life and hooUt 
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^^HTincent had shaken hands with hiB friend at the d 

I^^E Imrried past, saying something about losing Uie tnun, 

» to escape conversation ; but, with the vivid perceptior 

citement, he heard the delivery of Phcebe's message, 

the complacence with which the Homerton man r^ai 

invitation which had anticipated his arrival. The you 

conformist had enough to think of as he took bis v 

more to the railway, and tea at Mrs Toner's was anjftl 

|M attractive to his own fancy; yet in the midst of his m 

^^^Riess he could not overcome the personal sense of ai 

^^^Mlt'hich. this trifling incident produced. It came like a 

^^^Bcritating pain, to aggravate the dull horror which I 

l^^^^hrough him. He despised himself for being able to 

11 it at all, but at the same time it came back to him, dat 

awares again and again into laia feoi^^a. Little aa 

for the entertainments and at^nVw-a. ol\a&?ji^,Ww 

^^«is of a certain exnaperation m toacoNcimis^' 
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ia another. He was disgusted with Pliffibe for britigiiig 
saage, and disgusted tvith Beeclier for looking pleased to 
. it, " Probably he tliitilra he w'ill supersede me," Vin- 
Longht, ill sudden gusts of disdain now and then, with a 
ic smile on his lip, waking up aftem-arda with a thrill of 
aelf-disgust, to think that anything so insignificant had 
to move him. When lie plunged off from Carlirgford at 
I tlie early falling darkneaa of the winter afternoon, and 
back upon the few lights struggling red through the 
z mists, it was with a sense of belonging to the place 
he had left an isterloper who miglit take his post over his 
nhich, perhaps, no other possible stimulant could have 
ki"i. He thought with a certain pang of Salem, and tbat 
which was his own, but in which another man should 
to-morrow, with a qnickened thrill of something that was 
jealousy; he wondered what mi^t be the sentiments of 
DiMction about his deputy — ^perhaps Brown and Pigeon 
prefer tiiat florid voice to his own — perhaps Phcebe might 
,e Bubatitute more practicable than the incumbent. No- 
Iwfore bad ever made Salem so interesting to tho young 
as Beecher'a complacence over that invitation to ten, 
be had much more serious matters to consider in his 
onrney, Vincent was but a man, though he was Susan's 
r. He did not share those desperate topes which afforded 
oC forlorn comfort and agony of expectation to hia mother's 

Ko thought that Susan would come home either to Car- 
d or Lonsdale was in lib mind. In what ti-ay soever the 
)d villain, whom his face blanched with deadly rage to 
Dif, had managed to get her in his power, Susan's sweet 
a lost, her brother knew. He gave her up with unspeak- 
igQiah and pity; but he did give her up, and hoped for 
lirerance. Shame had taken possession of that image 
JBDcy kept presenting in double tenderness and bright- 
li liim. as his heart burned in the darkness. He might 
ar Indeed ; he might snatch her out of these polluting 
knd bring home the sullied lily to her mother, but never 
DTward could hope or honour blossom about hia sister's 

H« made up Im mind to this in grim misery, with his 
lenched, and a desperation of rage and horror in his heart. 
. imjportion to his conviction that Susan would not retam, 
b tagemeaa to find her, and snatch bet awaj, To fto^ 
jaior ror and deapnir was easier tlian to llnr^ o^ Vet ' 
ta might be — as most probably Niaa — tVa 
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tCS CHBOKICLES OF CAaUNGFOBO : 

lattt^r possibility made Viiiceut frantic. He could 
«ndare the slowness of the motion wbich was the liighc 
of speed that skill and steaia had yet made possibi 
express train could trnvel so fast as ^e thoughts whio 
before him, dismal pioneers penetrating the moat dread 
To think of Susan happy in her horrible downfall and i 
more than flesh or blood could bear. 

"When Vincent reached town, ha took liis way withoiif 
mcnt's hesitation to the street in Piccadilly where he hf 
■ought Mr Fordham. He approached the place now yi 
precautions ; he had his cal> driveu up to the door, and 
entered as sonu as it wna opened. The house tvaa da) 
silent but for the light in the narrow hall ; nobody thcrei 
dead hour, while it was still too early for dinner. And it 
the vigilant owner of the place, but a drowsy helper in a 
jacket, who presented himself at the door, and repUed 
cent's inquiry tor Colonel Mildmay, that the Colonel ws 
home — never was at home at that hour — but was not va 
to inquire, if the gentleman would wait. Vincent put 
collar of Ms coat about hia ears, and stood back -with ee 
tention, intently alive to everytHng. Evidently the rnlai 
house woa absent as well as the Colonel. The man loni 
the staircase and shouted down, leaning upon the 
No aside or conceidmeat was possible in this perfect^ 
method of communication. With an anxiety strongly 
ance with the colloquy thus going on, and an intensifica 
all hia faculties which only the height of excitement 
Vincent stood back and listened. He heard every st( 
passed outside ; the pairing of the horse in t!ie cab that 
for him, the chance voices of the passengers, all chimed ii 
out interrupting the conversation between the in 
mitted him and his fellow -servant down-sturs. 

"Jim, is the Colonel at home! — he ain't, to be sure, 
wants to know particklar. Here," in a slightly loweret 
"his mother's been took bad, and the parson's sent f 
When is he agoing to be iai to dinner? Ask Cookie ; 
sure to know." 

"The Colonel ain't coming in to dinner, stoopid," i 
the unseen interlocutor; " he ain't been here all Aa,y. 
town. Couldn't you say so, instead of jabbering? 
town. It's allays saie to aa-y, and tha time it's trueL" 

"What's ho adoingoli'm case \\\c gerL\Bma.-Q. A*M>ii 
r ? " said the follow at the \ica.4 ol iVt a*w£a^J 



Aft6r mischief," was the brief and cmpliatic answer. " You 
a along down to your work, nnd let the Colonel alone." 
Any iniBchicf in particklar 1 " continued the man, tossing a 
napkin tii his hand, autl standing in careless contempt, 

IiiB back to the minister. " It's a pleasant vay the 
nel'a got, that is : any more partickhira, Jim J — the gen'le- 
. '11 BtAnd something if you'll let him know." 
Hold your noiae, stoopid — it ain't uo concern o' yours—- my 
Mr'a my master, and I aiu't agoing to tell his secrets," said 
ndce below. Vincent had made a step forward, divided 
•eea his impulse to kick the impertinent fellow who had 
itted him down-staira, and the equally strong impulse 
li prompted him to offer any bribe to the witness who 
rLia master's secrets ; but he was suddenly arrested in both 
fltep ou the street outside, and the grating of a latch-key 
\b door. A long light step, firm, and steady, with a certain 
jneiit of rapid silent progress in it, Vincent could not tell 
i stmnge fascination it was that made him turn round to 
h. this new-comer. The stranger's approach thrilled him 
dy, he oould not tell how. Then the door opened, and a 
appeared like tlie footstep — a very tall alight figure, stoop- 
foTward n little ; a pale oval face, too long to be iiaudsome, 
with a long brown beard ; thoughtful eyes, with a 
leam in them, now and tlien flashing into sudden 
ig glances — a loose dress too light for tlie season, 

aomehow carried out all the pecidiarities of the long light 
ibs thin sinewy form, the thoughtful softness and keen- 
«f the eye. Even in the height of his own suspense and 
lement, Vincent paused to ask himself who this could be. 

le in with one sudden glance at the stranger in the ha!), 

lum, and calling to the man, who became on the moment 
ictful and attentive, asked if there were any letters. " What 
IVnrt — beg your pardon— my place ain't np-staira," said 
teUow- What v/as the naniel Vincent rushed forward 
. lie heard it, and seized the new-comer by the shoulder 
the fierceness of a tiger. " Fordham ! " cried the young 
with boiling r.igo and hatred. Next moment he had let 
B gnsp, and was gazing bewildered upon the calm stranger, 
looked at him with merely a thoughtful inquiry in his 

* Fordham — at your service— do you want anything with 
" ho naked, meeting with uncIiiniuUlied CQ.\nv \,\itt -joxia^j, 

exdied louks. Tbia composure put a. SMiien c^ifti wa 
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" My name ia Vincent," lie said, restraining lumself with' 
effort ; " do yi>u know now what I want with you 1 No 1 
1 to believe your looks or your name 1 If you a 
t;ried the young Nonconformiat, with » groan out of his 
tracted heart, "whom Lady Western could tmst with Ufl 
death— 'Or if you are a fiend incarnate, making miseiy and r 
yim shall not escape me till I know the truth. Where ia Sua 
Here is where her innocent letters came — they were addrei 
to your name. Where ia she now 1 Answer me ! For yo( 
well as the rest of us, it is life or death." 

" You are raving," said the stranger, keeping his a 
oyea fixed upon Vincent ; " but this is easily settled, I 
from the East only yesterday. I don't know you. What 
that you said about Lady — Lady — what lady ) Come in i , 
my namel — my name has been unheard in tliis country, so 
aa I know, for ten years. Lady ■■■■■■ 1 — come in and eq 
what you mean." 

The two stood together confronting each other ii 
parlour of the house, where the striped jacket qnicUy 
humbly lighted the gas. Vincent's face, haggard with E 
and want of rest, looked wild in that sudden light. The sir 
stood opposite him, leaning forward with a strange eojp 
and inquiry. He did not care for Vincent's anxiety, who 
a stranger to him ; he cared only to hear again that nan 
Lady - — —J He had heard it already, or he would havel 
less curious ; he wanted to nuderstaad this wonderful m« 
wafted to him out of his old life. What did it matter to ' 
bcrt Fordham, used to the danger of the deserts and moon 
whether it was a maniac who brought this chance seed of a. 
existence to his wondering heart 1 

" A man called Fordham has gone into my mother's hoi 
said Vincent, fixing his eyes upon those keen but viMonaiy 
which were fixed on him — "and won the loye of myri 
She wrote to him here— to this house ; yesterday he camct 
away, to her shame and destruction. Answer m " 
young man, making another fierce step forward, growing b 
with passion, and clenching his hands in involnntary n 
"was it youl" 

" There are other men called Fordham in exUtence bl 
me," cried the stranger, with a little irritation ; then M 
Ma loose coat by its pockets, he shook out, with a suddei 
patient motion, a cloud of letters from these receptacles. ' 
liaise JOU seem in great «s.eitement and distress, and Jt 



flUm ^UML 



m 



i as fiir Ra I can judge," aoid Mr Fordhain, with aDOther 
I at Vincenl, " mad, I will take pains to satiafy ynu. 
tok at my letters; their dates and poat-marka will convince 
In that what yon say is simply impoBsihlc, for that I was 
It here." 
HTincent clutched and took them up with a certain blind 
mess, not knowing what he did. He did not look at them 
'y himself that what Fordham said waa true. A wild, 
jcioua idea that there must he something in them about 
L possessed him ; he saw neither dates nor post-mark, 
h he held them up to the light, as if they were proofs of 
" No," he said at last, " it was not you — it was 
I Mildmay, Eachel Russell's husband. Where is hel 
I taken your name, and made you responsible for his 
iish deeds. Help me, if you are a Christian ! My sister is 
irae hun ! Help me, for the sake of your name, 
d them out. I am a stranger, and they will give me no 
mation ; but they will tell you. For Qod'a sake, ask and 

after them. If ever you were beholden to the help 
istian men, help me ! for it is life and death !" 

Il^lddmayl Kachel Euasell's husband J under my nameV 
"r Fordham, slowly. " I have been beholden to Christian 
i that for very life. You make a strong appeal : who 
Q that are so desperate 'J and what was that you said ! " 

1 Susan Vincent's brother," said the young Noncon- 
" that is enough. This devil has taken your name ; 

I, for heaven's sake, to find him out !" 

lay 1 — devil 1 yes, he is a devil 1 you are right enough : 
n Mm no love," said Fordham ; then he paused and turned 
n momentary perplesity. " To help that villain to 
KVard would be a man's duty; but," said the stranger, 
I heavy sigh, upon which his words come involuntarily, 
I to himself, breathing out of his heart — ."he is her 
^ devil though he is ! " 
I" cried Vincent, with passion, "he is fier brother." 
E had said the words, the young man groaned aloud, 
|y he forgot that this man, who looked upon him with so 
k curiosity, was the man who had brought tears and trerob- 
lo Her ; partly he remembered it, and forgot his jealousy for 
lent in a bitter sense of fellow-feeling. In his heart ho 
e her, waving her hand to him out of her passing car- 
' "i_that smile for which ho would have risked his life, 
B her brother whom he vjaa ^ 



f^ 



pursuo to the end of the world. lie buried Ids face ii 
hands, in a momentary madness of anguish and pnasion. Sni 
Doated away like a mist from that burning pCTSonal hocii 
The love and the despair were t)M much for Vincent 
hope that had always been impossible was frantic now, W 
he recovered himself, the Btrwiger whom he had thua unaif 
taken into his confidence was regru^ing him haughtily frmn 
Other aide of the table, with n fieiy light in hia thoughtfnl e 
Suspicion, jealousy, resentment, had began to sparkle in K 
nrbs, which in repose looked so far away and lay so cnlm. 
Fordhom measured the haggard and worn-out young man 1 
a look of rising dislike and animosity. He was at teait 
years older than the young Nonconformist, who stood theB^ 
his wretchedness and exhaustion entirely at disadvantaga, Ic 
ing, in Ids half-cjericul dress, which he had not changed 
four-and-twcnty hours, as different as can be conceived from 
scrupulously dressed gentleman in his easy morning habUluu 
which would not hare been out of place in the rudest scene, 
spoke of personal nicety and high-breeding in every eaayl 
Vincent himself felt the contrast with an instant fliuh of 
Bwcring jealousy nnd ijossion. For a moment ibe two ghn 
at each other, c(mscioiis rivals, though not a word uf explann 
had been spoken, Jt was Mr Fordliam who spoke first, an 
a somewhat hasty and imperious tone. 

" You spoke of a lady — Lady Western, I think. As it 
you yourself who sought this interview, I may be pnrdonod 
stumble on a painful subject," he said, with s 
" I presume you know that lady by your tone- 
sent you to me 1 No 1 Then I confess your appeal to at 
stranger seems to me singular, to sny the least of it I """ 
your proof that Colonel Mildraay has used my name 1 ' ^^ 

" Proof b unnecessary," said Vincent, firing with kindrec 
sentment ; " I have told you the fact, but I do not press 
appeal, though it was made, to your honour. Pardon m» 
intruding on you so long. 1 have now no time to lose." 
. He turned away, stmig in Ms hasty youthfulneas by it 
pearance of contempt. He would cnndescend to ask no fts 
When he was once more outside the parlour, he held op 
half-sovereign, which he had kept ready in hia liand, td 
slovenly fellow in the striped jacket. " Twice as much if 
will tell where Colonel Mildioa.7 is ftQUn" tfe said, httrti 
Ilfie man winked and nodded and ^oinSaiL wi!(siii»,'^^> 
"" t could leave tbe room a. Vaa\.Y exmimo^ ^ *■" 



d just left. Then Mr FordLaai nppearcd at I 

U'Wait I will make what Lcquiriea I caii," said the 
tU distant courtesy and seriouanesa. " Excuse mc — 
by aurprisB : but if you have auffored injury under 
is my bnainesa to vindicate myself. Come in. If 
ke my advice, you will rest and refreali yourself 
rtiraue a man with all his iiits about him. Wait for 
d I will bring you whnt information I can. You 
«e I mean to play yon false?" he added, with 
atioi), seeing that Vincent hesitated and did not at 

to the room. It was no relenting of heart that 
to make this offer. It was with no softening of 

the young Nonconformist went back again and 

They met like enemies, each on his honour. Mr 
istened out to acquit himself of that obligation, 
aw himself into a chair, and waited for the result 
J first moment of rest and quiet he had known since 
; of the previous day, when he and his mother, 

comparatively calm, had gone to see Mrs Hilyaril, 
w, like himself, wandering, with superior knowledge 
^erate passion, on the same track. To (^it in tins 
te suspicious silence, hearing the distant thrill of 
1 might guide or foil him in his search ; to think 
whom be had engaged to help him in hia terrible 
go over again in distracted glenms and snatches the 
ircle of time which had brought all this about, the 
ares into which his life had been absorbed, — mpt 
nan into a maze of excited musing, which his ex- 
ne at once dulled and intensified. They seemed to 
t him, with their faces bo new, yet so familiar — that 
a with her emphatic mouth — Mildmay— Lady 
ut of all, this man, who was not Susan's lover — not 
itrc^er — but a man to be trusted " with life — to 
'incent put up hia hands to put away from him that 
ircle of strangers who shut out everytliing else in- 
«ven hia own life — from hia eyes. What were they 
adced, with an unspeakable bitterness in hia heart; 
p him I they were ike real creatures for whom life 
■Id were made — he and his poor Susan the shadowa 
hei into, and under them ; and t\iftQ,'mfti n.-wOi.i, 
tssavalty, the mind of tho poor ■DiBaeuli.ngTmm^.'ua 
W« jnora to tha immediate contacA m-wti<^\^^ 
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stood — to Fordhara, in whose name his sister's life h 
sLipwrecked, and by whom, as he divined with cruel foni 
his own hopelesa love and dreams were to be made an e 
Well! what better conld they corae to! but it waa hi 
think of him, with liis patriuun looks, hia negligent graO 
consciuua superiority, and to submit to accept assist 
him even in hia sorest need. These thoughts were ii 
when Mr Fordham hastily re-entered the room. A thni] ( 
oitement now was in the long, lightly-falling step, which li 
Vincent, with the keen ear of rivoiiy almost as quick as ti 
love, could recognise as it apjiroaclied. The stranger wa 
turbod out of hia composure. He shut the door and came 
the young man, who rose to meet him, with a cert&in ei 
repugnance and attraction much like Vincent's own ieelia 

"You are quite right," lie said, hastily; "I find letters 
been coming here for some months, addressed as if to me, 1 
Mildmay has had. The man of the house is absent, or I d 
never have heard of it; I don't knowwliat injury he may. 
done you; but this is an insult I don't forgive. Stop! ' 
eveiy reason to believe that he haa gone," s^d Fordham, 
ing darkly red, " to a houae of mine, to confirm this a 
upon me. To prove that I am innocent of all share of . 
don't mean to you — you believe me, I presume 1 " he said, 
a haughty sudden pause, looking straight in Vincent's fi 

" I will go " Here Mr Fordham stopped again, and 

more looked at Vincent with that indescribable mixture of 
osity, dislike, resentment, and interest, 'which the eyes q 
young Nonoonfonnist repaid him fully, — " with you — i 
choose. At all events, I will go t«-nig]it — to Fordham, ' 
the scoundrel is. I cannot permit it to be believed for tm, 
that it is I who have done this villany. The lady you 
tinned, I presume, knows i " — he added, sharply—" knowa 
has happened, and whom you suspect! This must be set 
at ouce. If you choose, we can go together." 

" Where is the place 1 " asked Vincent, without any k 
to this proposition. 

Fordham looked at him witk a certain haughty oSene 
had made the offer as though it were a very disagreeable 
dient, but reseated instantly the tacit neglect of it shown 1 
companion. 
"la NortliumberUui — ae-ven. -miiw, itom the milwax 
Bfud, with a kind of gratUitaliuvY, " Oqik. -twste^X « 
J|UritIi me if you will, wludi m'^s BUTNe ms- ^-'^ 



BSIXK OBABSL. ITSi 

to te disinterested. My object is to have my reputation 
**■ of this, at all events. Your object, I presume, is to get to 
11°^ J<*Timey's end as early na may be. Choose for yourself. 
"^^V***" is between Durham and Morpeth — seyen miles from 
"""^gton station. You will find difficulty in getting there by 
"■"^If, and atill greater difficulty in getting adniiaaion ; and I 
^^*-» if you choose it, you can go with me — or I will accom- 
^y ^Oq, if that pleases you better. Either way, there is little 
^^^ "tc* consider. The train goes at eight or nine o'clock— I 
get -^jcliich. I have not dined. What ahaU you do 1 " 
^ Tlia,iik you," said Vincent. It was perhaps a greater effort 
"**n. to overcome his involuntary repugnance than it was to 
' stranger beside him, who had all the superior ease of aupe- 
*' '^ank and age. Tiie Nonconformist turned away his eyes 
'^"^ His new companion, and made a pretence of consulting Ids 
^J*fa. "I will take advantage of your offer," lie said, eoidly, 
"^drawing a step with instinctive reserve. Oa these diplo' 
terms theii engagement was made. Vincent declined to 
the dinner which the other offered him, as one duellist 
'fit offer hospitality to another. He drove away in his han- 
witU a restrained gravity of excitement, intent upon the 
'i rest and the meal whieli were essential to make liim any- 
^;^tig like a, match for this unexpected travelling companion. 
z'^'y morsel he attempted to swallow when in Carlingford 
ider hia mother's anxious eyes, choked the excited yonng 
but now ho ate with a certain stem appetite, and even 
an hour's sleep and changed his dress, under this novel 
inlftnt. Poor Susan, for whom her mother sat hopelessly 
Itching vrith many a thrill of agony at home ! Poor lost one, 
awny in the depths of the strange country in the night and 
' ness ! Wlether despair and horror enveloped her, or deli- 
falae happiness and delusion, ag^ she stood secondary 
in her brother's thoughts. He tried to imagine it was she 
rho occupied his mind, and wrote a hurried note to his mother 
> that purport ; but with guilt and self-disgust, knew in his 
I mind how often another ahndow stood between him and 
lost sister — a shadow bitterly veiled from him, turning its 
fitness and its smiles upon the man who was about to help 
I, against whom he gnashed his teeth in Ike angaish of hjj 
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CHAPTER XX. I 

;y were but these two in the railway-carriage ; 

leugcr broke tho ailcnt conflict of their compa 

Thoy sat in opposite coment, as far apart as thcii epi 
permit, but on opposite sides of the carriage as wel 
one could not move without betraying his every moi 
the other's keen observation. Eaci of them kept pes 
ft window, oat of which he gazed iuto the visible bla 
the winter night. Two or three times in the course ol 
dftrksome chilly journey, a laconic remark was made 
tile other with a deadly steadiness, and gravity, and 
.oh other, as they spoke ; but no further interconrse t 
rtween them. When they first met, Fordham had 
ittempt to draw Ids fellow-traveller into some repetitit 
first passionate speech which had secured his own att 
Vincent ; but the young Nonconfonnist perceived ths 
and resented it with sullen offence and gloom. Ho 
stranger's indifference to his trouble, and undisguised a 
irpose of acquitting himself, as somehow nn nfiront, 1 
uld not have exiilained how it was so ; and this notv 
Ihg his own consciousness of realising this silent oo: 
rivalry with Fordham, even more deeply in his 6w 
than he did the spedal misery which had befallen 1 
Throngh the sullen silent midnight the train daahei 
faint light dickering in the unsteady carriage, the tw 
less figures, with eyes averted, watching eacli other tl 
the ice-cold houra. It was morning when they got out 
and frozen, at the little station, round which miles ani 
darkneas, a black unfathomable ocean, seemed to lie — i 
shone there with its little red sparkle of light amoit] 
waste of moors like tlie one touch of human life it 
They had a dreary hour to wait in the little wooden 
the sti^ng fire, divided between the smothering al 
within and the thrilling cold without, before a eouveyr 
be procured for them, in which they set out ahiveritig 
sercn darkling miles between them and Fordham. 
stood apart iu elaborate indifiorence and carcleaaness, 
tijuire was recognised mvA ioTie ^wiww,?,© te-, M\d 1 
"ye, even while ligliteA up \>7 ftte aa^omAvci i^ 
welcome given him by the dmw oi 'Ctte idia^g?S8 
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lamed uistiuctively to the Slordectd in die corner wlioi 
eed. No convpraation between them diversified tlia 
i alnig which they drove. Mr Fordham took refuge 
iver, whom he naked all tlioac questions about the 
the neighbourhood which are su interesting to tho 
9 of a district aiid so wearisome to strangers. Yin- 
BSt in t]ie dog-cart with his face turned the other 
■ed himself to be carried thrnagh the darkness by the 
lOise, which made his own seat a somewhat perilous 
anthing so decided in his thoughts ns a dumb sense 
ion and resistance. Ilie general miBcry of his mind 
—the sense that all the firmflinciit around him wu» 
tis sky — the restless wretchedness that oppressed Iuk 
conceQtrated into conscious rebellion aud euniity. 
I to himself at war not only with Mr Fordlium who 
g him, but with God and life. 

; was breaking when they reached the house. The 
ly, as it dawned chilly over the world, had revealed 
r'a aitby face to Vincent as they came up from Lons- 
aickcniug thrills of hope that Susan might still be 
Mmed. Here was another horror of a new day rising, 
iace Susan di'iappeared into that darkness which was 
[ in shuddering mists from the bleak country round. 
ere in her shame, the lost creature ! As he began to 
If that question, what cruel spirit was it that drew 
I of years, and showed to the unhappy brother tliat 
inciDg figure, all emiles and sunshine, sweet honour 
' Foor lost child I what sweet eyes, lost in an unfa- 
ight of joy and confidence — what truthful looks, which 
tvU ! Just as they came in sight of that hidden house, 
laps the hidden, stolen creature lay in the darkness, 
est picture flashed back upon Vincent's eyes with ru 
dy subtle anguish of contrast ; how he hod come up 
y— the frank, fair Saxon girl^ — in the midst of a group 
—how he found she hod done a service to one of 
the whole tribe did homage — how he had asked, 
U not afraid, Susan 1 " and how the girl had irmked 
a with undoubting eyes, and answered, "Afraid, 
yet, of wild beasts if I saw them, not of men and 
Oh Heaven I — and here he was going to find her in 
ruin, hidden away in this secret pVivceV Ha s\«a»^ 
edbefore the vehicle Lad stopped, jamn?,Vi&lio'ia'Q- 
mjB^ not bear to be second now fttvA to'io'w Vo '^^^^_ 
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i iiseovery whicli should be Iiis alone. He mfilietl '<! 

K shrabbery without asking any question, and began to 

Wently nt the door. What did it matter to Lim tUoi 
master was there, looking on with folded arms and am 
thetic face I Natural love rushed back upon the yonng 
heart. He settled mth himself, aa he stood wruting, b 
would wrap her in his coat, and hurry her away without 1 
any cold eye fall upon the lost creature Oh, hard and 
fate ! oh, wonderful heart-breaking indifference of Hi 
Tlie Innocents are murdered, and God looks on like a 
and does not interfere. Such were the broken thougi 
misery — half -thought, half-recollection — that ran throng 
cent's mind as he knocked at the echoing door. 

" Eugh ! yon may knock, and better knock, and I'se 1 
take none comes at the ca','' said the driver, not without f 
complacence. " I tell the Squire, as there han't been o 
womau here for ages; but he don't believe me. She's d 
B post, is the housekeeper ; and her daughter, she's mart 
nor hear when folks is wanting in — and this hour in tiie 
ing ! But canny, canny, man I he'll have the door stave 
we all stand by and the Squire don't intcrfei-e." 

Vincent paid no attention to the remonstrance — which,]! 
ho only remembered afterwards, aud did not hear at the mt 
The house was closely shut in with trees, which made the 
of morning darker here than in the open road, and increaa 
aspect of secrecy which had impressed the young man's ( 
imagination. While he went on knocking, Fordham a' 
and went round to another entrance, where he too b( 
knock, calling at the same time to the unseen keepers 
pkce. After a while some answering sounds became and 
first the feeble yelping of an asthmatic dog, then a comi 
up-atairs, and nt last a window was thrown up, and a 
head enveloped in a shawl looked out. " Eh, whae are yef 
bond villains — aud this u gentleman's house I" cried no 
voice. " I'll let tlie Squire know — m rouse the man-sei 
Tramps ! what are you wanting here )" The driver of & 
cart took up the response well pleased. He annouoc 
airival of the Squire, to the profound agitation of the 
which showed itself in a variety of scuffling sounds tu 
wildest exclamatious of wonder. Vincent leaned his ttw 
head against the door, and woiteim a. ixfi-^cMM of i 
and axcitement, as fheao Tvcnaea graAwofi^ wjmt -nssa 
the door itself -was reached aud \\kK^ "aa.^^ \yi^o&-w 



mIU, Susan's brother preeaed aloue upon tlie threshold, for- 
ul sod indifTerent that the master of the ]iou3o atood behind, 
J him with close and Iceon observation. Ho forgot 
b bonse it was, nnd all about his companion, Wlmt were 
It «ir«U instances to him, as he approached tlio conclusion of 
■fiftTch, and thought every moment to hear poor Susan's cry 
lutae and teirorl Ho made one hasty stride into the halt 
It the duor was open, aad looked round hira with burning 
. The wonder with which the women inside looked at liim, 
Ir Oatciy of disappointment and anger when they found him 
MBger, coming first as he did, and throwing the Sqnire eu' 
h into the shade, had no effect upon the young man, who 
1 1^ this time haK frantic. He went up to the elder woman 
i gras|ied her hy the arm. "Where is she? show me the 

KI" he said, hoarsely, unable to utter an unnecessary word. 
leld the terrified woman fast, and thrust her before him, he 
t not tell where, into the unknown house, all dark and 
table in the wretchedoeas of the dawn, " Show me the 
ffl" Le cried, with his broken hoarse voice. A confused and 
tticniate scene ensued, which Yincent remembered afterwards 
flike a dream ; the woman's scream — the interference of Ford- 
1, upon whom his fellow-traveller turned with sudden fury 
'a explanation to which he listened without understanding 
td which at first roused him to wild rage as a pretence and 
bood. But even Vincent at last, struggling into soberer 
tipiisneas as the day broadened ever chiller and more grey 
'tin little group of strange faces round him, came to under- 
'~4*od moke out that both Fordham and he had been de- 
Nobody had been there — letters addressed both to 
^_ 1 hirnBelf, and to Colonel Mildmay, had been for some 

Bnceived ; but these, it appeared, were only a snare luid to 
bmr the pursuers from the right scent. Not to be con- 

i, in the sullen stupor of his excitement, Yincent followed 
Uun into all the gloomy comers of the neglected house — 
I ereiything without knowing what he saw. But one 
was idain beyond the possibility of doubt, that Susau was 
lute. 

am to blame for this fruitless journey," said Fordham, 
B touch of sympathy more than he had yet exhibited ; 
UipR personal fcehng had too much share in iti ', wy« V 
. yen wiU hure some breaklnst before ycrn aet «\it D,^Bi\\. 
iras my Bsshtaneo can be of any use to yon——" 
lAank yon," said Yincent, coldly ; " it is a Wswiftfta '"^ 



which a stranger ciiii have no interest. You have iloue oil j 
cared to do," continued the young man, hastily gathering 
the overcoat which he had thrown down on entering ; " 
have vindicated yourself — I will trouble yon no further, 
encounter any cue iaterested in Mr Fordhaia," Le condi; 
with difficulty and bitterness, but with a natural geuer 
■which, even in his despair, he could not belie, " I will da I 
justice." He made an abrupt end, and turned away, not ana 
word being possible to him. Fordham, not without a sentk 
of sympathy, followed him to the door, urging refreshi 
rest, even his own society, upon his companion of the n 
Vincent's face, more and more haggard — his exliaustcd an 
air— the poignant wretchedueas of his youth, on whicb 
older man looked, not without reminiscences, awoke the *p 
thy and compassion of the looker-on, evau in the midst uf 
kindly emotiona. But Fordham's sympathy was intoleraU 
poor Vincent. He took his seat with a sullen wearinegs i 
more by the talkative driver, who gave him an unheeded H 
of ail the Fordliams. As liey drove along the bleak mm 
road, an early church-bell tingled into the silence, and al 
with horrible iron echoes, upon the heart of the minist 
Salem. Sunday morning ! Life all disordered, incoherent, 
iwrate — all its usages set at nought and duties lett b«i 
Nothing could have added the final touch of conscious deni 
ment and desperation like the sound of that bell ; all his U 
eiice and its surroundings floated about him in feverish do 
aa it came to his mind that this wild morning, hysterical i 
fatigue and excitement, was tlie Sunday^the day of Ms i| 
labours — the eentrnl point of all his former life. Chaos gloi 
around the poor minister, who, in his misery, was human ra 
to remember Beecher's smile and Phrebe Tozer's invitatioD, 
to reali'ie how all the " Chapel folks " would compare a 
and contrast their own pastor, to whom they had become II 
tomedj with the new voice from Homertou, which, half in f 
and half in disgust, Vincent acknowledged to be more ill 1 
way. He fancied he could see them all collecting into 4 
mean pews, prepared to inangnrate the " coorse " fa 
Tozer had straggled, and the offence upon their faces n . 
minister'a absence was known, and the sharp stimalna H 
that offence would give to their appreciation of the new (M ^^ 
— all this, while he waa driving over the bleak XortbnmlM^ 
mlds, with the cutting wind i'com\.\\e\i^is.TO\MiV 
" "-hell in his distmctei eat, \ireitov>^ fee's—- 






atient osai'bil 

Bpot, SO fiir as lie could perccivoj was nnywhen 

i eartli, or sky, or sea. 

"lay tiiglit ! — once more the churcli-ljells, the church-going 

tLe floating world, which he had many a time nphraided 

pnlpit, aeeliiiig it3 pleiisure. But it waa in London 

:e he stood in ntter exhanation but incapable of 

ng where to turn. Then the thought occurred to 

lething might be learned at the railway etations of 

rhich few people could see without remarking it. B _ 

till the bnfitle of animal waa over, and then began to 

the porters. One after another shook his head, and 

Riniig to say. But the men were interested, and gathered 

^Ue knot round him, trying what Ihey could recollect, 

fifi ready humanity of their class. " I'd speak to the 

(re police, air, if 1 was you," suggested one j " it's them 

1 out all that happens nuwadaya" Then a little gleam 

t penetrated the darkness. One man begim to recall a 

lired gentleman with a mustache, and two ladies, who 

off suddenly in a cab, with no luggage," " An uncom- 

'bH he did look," said the porter, instinctively touching his 

Vincent, on the strength of the connection ; " and, 

the was a beauty, that one in the blue veil. It was— 

-Wednesday night ; no — not Wednesday — that day 

un was an hour late — Friday afternoon to ' ^ 

i AS called the cab, and I won't deny as the geu'leman 

leman. Went to the London Bridge station, 
Sitte ; no Inggi^e ; I took particular notice at the time, 
it vent out o' my head first minute as you asked me. — 
t! Yes. Here you are — here's the l.iat on the stand. — 
a Bridge station, Dover line." 

■; took no time to inquire further. In the impatience 
it weariness and wretchedness, he seized on tfiis sUghj 
went off at once to follow it out. Loudon Erid{ 
I — what a world swarmed in those streets through whii 

minister took his way, far too deeply ahsnrhed 
: to think of the flood of souls that poured past 
l&aa was in wild bustle and commotion ; a train just 
» of starting, and late passengers dashing towards it with 
I gpted. Vincent followed the tide instinctively, and 
to watch the long hne of carriages set in motion. He 
of what he saw; Ma whole mindwaa wAm.'^w. 
as sonn US that object o! uniNeYs.a\ \tv\Kiw*. 

ttt oa toot ilTnnnir tllC offic\n.\a "kVo 
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clangiug tlic Uonra, and uttering all the final shrieks of 
l)arture. Now the tedious line glides ijito gradual i" 
Good Heaven ! what was that t the ilasli of & match, a i 
gleam upon vacant ciishiona, the profile of a face, high-feat 
with the thin light loolcs and shadowy mustache he km 
well, standing out for a moment in aquiline distjnctneas aj 
tlie moving space. Yiiicent rushed forward with a hoarse i 
which scared the crowd abound liim- He threw himseli 
the moving train with a desperate attempt to ai 
but oidy to be himself seized by the frantic attendants 
caught Jiim with a dozen hands. The travellere in tho 
carriages were startled by the commotion. Some of them 
and looked out with surprised looks; he saw them all ai 
glided past, though the passage was instantaneous. Saw 
all i Yes ; who was that, last of all, at the narrow windoi 
second-cla^ carriage, who looked out with no surprise, bul 
a horrible composure in her white face, and recognised bin 
a look which chilled liim to stone J He stood passive i 
hands of the men, who had been struggling to hold Mm, 
he encountered those eyes ; he shuddered with a sadden fa 
which made the crowd gather closer, believing him s 
Kow it was gone into the black night, into the chill ^ 
carrying a hundred innocent suuls and light hearts, audi 
them deadly crime and vengeance — the doomed man ai 
executioner. Hts ve:y heai-t shuddered in his breast 
made a faltering effort to explain himself, and get free ira 
crowd which thought him mad. That sight quenched the 
on his own lips, paled the fire in his heart. To see her if) 
his steps, with her dreadful relentless promise in her cyea, 
whelmed Vincent, who a moment before had thrilled w 
the rage of a man upon whom this villain had bioa^ 
direst shame and calamity. He could have dashed him 
those wheels, plunged him into any mad destruction, in tJ 
passionate whirl of hia thoughts on seeing liim again ; but 
Her behind following after — pale with her horrible compa 
conscious Deatli trucking his very steps — drove Vinceal 
with a sudden paralysing touch. He stood chilled andl 
stricken in the crowd, which watched and wondered at }ii 
drew himself feebly out of their detaining circle, and W« 
sat down on the nearest seat he could find, like a. man id 
bean stunned by some unexpec\*A bla*-. He was not inq 
whoa be heard how long \ie maat ^iM.\i\w.W«i\ia ixi^ 

It was a relief to -wait, to -casmet "tta'^oroj*"^ 
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u positiun once intire. That dreadful siglit, diabolical and 
of naturt), had driven the very lifo-bloix) out of liia heart. 
i lie sat, flung upou liis bench in utter exhaustion and 
. stunned and stupified, leeuing his aching head in liis 
Is, and ivith many curious glances thrown at bim by the 
iiudeTs, some of whom were not sure that he ought to be 
ited to go at lar^ge, Vincent became sensible that some one 
plucking at his sleeve, and sobbing his name. It was some 
f before he became aware that those weeping accents -were 
Ked to him ; some time longer before ho began to think 
d heard the voice before, and was so far moved as to look 
' When he did raise bis head it was with a violent start 
fliA saw a little rustic figure, energetically, but with tears, 
" J to him, whom his bewildered faculties slowly made 
to be Mary, hLs mother's maid, whom Susan had taken with 
Wlien she left Lonsdale. As soon as he recognised her he 
g up, restored to himself with the first gleam of real hope 
i had yet visited him. "My sister is here !" be cried, 
It with joy. Mary made no answer but by a despairing 
(ak of tears. 

pii an, Mr Arthur ; no — oh no, no ! never no more ! " cried 
tUuy, when she found her voice, " It's all been deceitful- 
Lind lyin' and falsehood, and it ain't none o' her doing — oh 
an, Mr Arthur, no I — but now she's got nobody to stand by 
jfcr he tank and brought me vp this veiy day ; oh, don't 
yt time ! — he took and brought me up, pretending it was 
Swme the way, and he sent me right off, Mr Arthur, and 
jpn't know ao more nor a baby, and he'll take her off over 
W this very night — he will ; for I had it of his own man. 
I'initten letters to lier Ma, Mr Arthur, but I don't think as 
V ever t«ok to the post ; and he makes believe they're 
t to be mnrried, and he'll have her olf to France to-night, 
b-Arthnr, Mr Arthur, don't lose no time. They're at a 
^ IiOok you here— here's the name as 1 wrote down on a 
p to make sure ; and oh, Mr Arthur, mind what I 
O'tlose no time !" 
m — Siisuu — whiit of lierf" cried her brother, un- 
hitchiug at the girl's arm. 

t into another flood of tears. She bid her face, 

^ Btorma of suppresBed sobs. The young man rose 

«m from his seaij without asking anoftie;! i^ie.^'^otL. 

MmuapJ^ paper o)it of her hand, p\rt aome Tnn^«^ 

^ few n-orda clirocted Iier to go to \iia TO«N" 
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Csriingfurd. Whnt tliough tJte sight of her would trenl: liii 
motlter'a lieart — what did it matter? Hearts were ronde totn 
broken, trodden on, killed — so bo it ! Pale and fierce, nil 
eyes burning red in his throbbing head, he too went on. 
Rucond Mnrder, after the first which had preceded Mm in tl 
shnpo (if the Ciiriingford iieedlewnnian. The crirainiil ni 
escaped two KUch avengers must bear a charmed life. 



CHATTEIl XXr. 

Mrs Vincbkt rose from the ime-asy bed, where she luul 
slept, upon that dreadful Sunday morning, ivith feelioga wK 
it would be vain to attempt any description of. Snatches 
momentary sleep more dreadful than wakeEuluess had faB 
upon tcr during Uie awful night — momenta of 
which plunged her into a deeper horror still, and frwm 
she started thinldng eho heard Snsan call. Had Susan nlllj 
had Susan come, in any dreadful plight of misery, her moli 
thought she could have borne it ; but she could not, yet di 
bear this, with the mingled passion and patience of s womfl 
one moment rising up against the intolerable, the next HttS 
dovn dumb and steadfast before that terrible necessity fHi 
could not be resisted. She got up in the dim wintry mond 
with all that reatleas anguish in her heart, and ti>Dk out her i» 
black silk dress, and a clean cap to go under her bonnet. S 
ofiered a sacrifice and burnt-offering as she dressed henelf 
her anow-white cuffs, and composed her trim little figure in 
its Sunday neatness ; for the minister's mother must rp *• 
chapel this dreadful day. No whisper of the torture she "^ 
enduring must breathe among the flock — nothing could tn-'iv 
her from attending Salem, seeing her son's people, and Jit.'inn^ 
Mr Eeecher preach, and holding up Arthur's stajidard iil tin- 
dangerous crisis of the battle. She felt she was pale v]i>:ii sirf 
came into the sitting-room, but comforted heraelf wit h thinkijE 
that nobody in Salem knew that by nature she 
tender winter bloom upon her face, and 
downcast and heavy-eyed. InatmtAiwA-^ 
'^ ■ vsaixA jqc fete 
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ituertoUj wlio ^'as not an eorij riser. Mr Beecher thought it 
her cheerful than otherwise when he cnnio in aomewLat late 
I hurriod, and fimnd her waiting \)j the ■white-covered tabic, 
til the fire bright and the ten made. He was iu high spirits, 
nnturaL He thought Vincent was in very comfortable 
s, and had uncommooly plcasunt rooms, 
" Don't you think so t and one has just aa great a chance 
being uncomfortable as not in one's first charge/' said the 
mng preacher j " but we were all delighted to hear that Vin- 
Dt lind made an 'it. Liberal-minded people, I should say, if 
may judge by Mr Tozer, who was uncommonly friendly last 
These sort of people are tiie strength of our connection — 
it people, you know, but the flower of the middle classes, 
am surprised you did not bring Jliss Vincent with you for n 
tie cheerful society at this time of the year." 
"My daughter may perhaps come yet, before — before I 
iTe," said Mrs Vincent, drawing herself np, with a little 
nteur, as Mr Beecher thought, though in reality it was only 
pUyaical expression of that sob of agony to which she dared 
give vent in audible sound. 

Oh, I thought it might be more cheerful for her in the 
■' said the preacher, a little affronted that hia interest in 
iaccnt's pretty sister should be receiyed so coldly. He was 
termpted by the arrival of the post, for Carlingford was a 
af&ue country town, and had its letters on Sunday morning. 
le widow set herself desperately down in an arm-chair to read 
rtlmr's letter. It made her heart beat loud with throbs so 
ilent that a blindness came over her eyes, and her very life 
lied for an instant. It was veiy short, very assured and cer- 
— he was going to Northiunberland, where the fugitives had 
! — he was going to bring Susan back, filr Beecher over his 
^^ watched her reading this, and saw that she grew ashy, 
atiily pale. It was not possible for him to keep silent, or to 
Frain from wondering what it was, 

" Dear me, I am afraid you are ill — can I get you anj-thing? " 
said, rising from the table. 

Mrs Vincent folded up her letter. " Thank you ; my tea 
U refresh me," she said, coming back to her seat. "I did 
it sleep very much last night, and my head aches : when 
oplo como to my time of life," said the hule woman, witli a 
it beroical smile, " they seldom sleep well the first few nights 
ft aew pUe e. I hopo you rested comlortaHj, "^^^ 'S>tedw«, 
' "'inr's dear papa, used to aiy liiiA '\» 
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preached well if he did not sleep well ; and I have Lean! 
miniateis say it was a, very true rule." 

" If that is all, I hope you will be pleased to-day," sai 
preaclier, with a little complaisauce, "I tdwajs sleop 
nothing puts me much out iit that rcapect. Perhaps it is i 
time to Btart nowl I Hke to have a few minutes in the i_ 
before going into the pulpit. You know the way, perhf^T 
WB can call at Mr Tozer's and get one of them to guide ua." 

" I think I know the way," said Mrs Vincent, ftdntly. 
W.18 a alight comfort, in the midst of her martyrdom, to k 
the room and have a moment to herself. She sank down 
her bedside in aa inarticulate agony of prayer, -which doubt 
God deciphered, though it never came to words, and row 
again to put on her bonnet, her neat shawl, her beat pair 
gloves, The amJle that might have come on the face o 
mfiTtyr at the stake dawned upon the little woman's Una 
she caught sight of her own pale face in the glass, wheu 
was tying her bonnet-atrings. She was not thrusting her hi 
into the Bcorching flames, she was only pulling out the bowL 
l)lack ribbon, and giving the last touch to that perfeodon 
(gentle neatness in which Arthur's mother, for hia sake, i 
present herself to his people. She took Mr Beecher's arm a 
wards, and walked with him, through the wintiy sunshine 
streams of churchgoers, to Salem. Perhaps she waa just a U( 
sententious in her talk to the young preacher, who wonid * 
stared hod anybody told him what active and feverish wret) 
ness was in her heart, tihe quoted Arthur's dear father n 
than usual ; she felt a little irritated in spite of herself by 
complmsance of the young man from 'Omerton. Notwithsti 
ing the dreadful pressm'e of her trouble, she felt that bis e«d 
ment in the prospect of preaching to Arthur's people was 
ill-timed. What did it matter to him whether the Salam 
liked him or not 1 were they not Arthur's people, pre-engu 
to their own pastor 1 The gentle widow did what she coua 
bring .Mr Eeecher down as they walked through Grove 

She remarked, gently, that where a minister wa.'? very nm 

stranger had but little chance of appreciatiuu. " You mtuti 
be mortified if you see the cougi-egalion look disappointed irl 
you come into the pulpit," said Mrs Vincent ; " for my hi 
lie had not been called away so suddenly, was to con 
course of lectures to-day, and I believe a good deal of 
_tioa was raised about them." Ib.^ uevi ■^wscb.ec w 
1 ^ife j[aft\g.v\e&. \afc ^iftisBKi 
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r at tlio door of tlio r.hapel, tn bo conducted to lier pew. 
liUein was already abmit half filled ; and the enteriug flocl; 
tDked at Mrs Vincent, aa she stood with the deacon in the 
jTch, ftsking, with the courtesy of a royal personage, humble 
rt utfable, after his wito and daughter, Tozer waa a little 
rerawud by the politeness of the minister's mother. He cou- 
inded that aho was " quite the lady" in his private heEut. 
" li yon tell me where the minister's seat is, I need not 
iouble you to go in," said Mrs Vincent. 
" lire Tufton'a uucommon punctual, and it's close upou her 
ae," said Tozer ; " being a single man, we've not set apart a 
at for the minister — not till he's got some one os can sit in it ; 
^ the old minister's seat, as is the only one we've set aside ; 
c been a-letting of the pews uncommon this post month, 
1 it don't answer to waste nothing in a chapel aa ia as expcn- 
e to keep up as Salem. It's our pride to give our minister a 
od salary, as you know, ma'am, and we've all got to pay up 
Kirding ; so there ain't no pew set apart for Mr Vincent-— not 
L he'a got a wife." 

"Then I am to ait in Mr Tufton's pewi" said the minister's 
bther, not without a little shaqmess. 

" There ain't no more of them never at Salem, but Mrs Tuf- 
1," said Tozer. " Mr Tufton has had a shock, and the only 
B of a family they've at home is a great invalid, and never 
s witliiu the chapel door in my time. Mr Tufton he do come 
IV and again. He would have been here to-day, I make bold 
say, but for the minister being called away. I hope you've 
)r& from Mr Vincent, ma'am, and as he'll soon be back. It 
t!t a good thing for a congregation when the pastor takes to 
g off sudden. Here she ia a^oming, Mrs Tufton, ma'am, 
ia Mrs Viueent, the minister's mother ; she's been waitij];; 
r you to go into your pew." 

'* I hope I shall not he in your way," said Mrs Vincent, with 
tc dignified air. " I have always been accustomed to see a 
t,t for the minister ; but as I am a stranger, I Lope for once 
afaoU not be in your way," 

" Don't say a word I " cried Mrs Tufton. " I am as glad as 
EMsiblc to SEC Mr Vincent's mother. Ho is a precious young 
an. It's not a right principle, you know, but it's hard not to 
iTy people that are so happy in their families ; nothing would 
ake my Tom take to the ministry, though his papa and I had 
t our hearts upon it; and he's in Australia, "poor ^bot \0ij3«\ 
'"'^i TOc/i BO invalid. I lioipe ^omt daa^^^Jl 
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pretty well I Conic this way. I hope I shaU see a groat ( 
of yi)U, ^Ir Tuftou takes aticli an interest iu liia youug brati 
nil that ho wants is a little good advice — that is what 
minister always tells me. All that Mr Vincent wants, lie i 
is a little good advice." 

The latter part o( this was communicated in :i whisper, s 
two ladies seated themselves in the minister's pew. AtU 
momentary pause of private devotion, Mrs Tufton agmn t 
up the strain where alie had left it oft 

" I assure yoii, we take the greatest interest in him at 
L-ottage. He doesn't come to see us so often as Mr IVl 
would wish, but I daresay ho has other things to do, 
minister often says to me that ho is a precious young ms 
Mr Vincent, and that a little good advice and attention to tl 
that know better is all he wants to make him a shining lig 
and I am. sure he will want no good advice Mr Tufton c; 
him. So you may keep your miud easy — you may keep J 
mind quite easy. In any difficulty that cuuld Oi 
the minister would act as if he were his own sun 

" You are very kind ; but I hope no difficulty will ocM 
said Mrs Vincent, with a little quiver in her lip, 

" I hope not, indeed; but tliere are so many people to plf 
in a floek," said the late minister's wife, with a sigh. " 
always got on very well, for Mr Tufton ia not one to take a i 
of notice of any unpleasantness ; but you know as well as I 
that it takes a deal of attention to keep all matters strai^t. 
you'll eicuse me, it's a great pity Mr Vincent has gone a' 
to-day. Nothing would have made my husband leave hia f 
just as he was intimated to begin a course of lectures. It's t 
excusable in Mr Vincent, because he hasn't that csperience th 
neoessarj'. I always say he's very excusable, being aufl 
young man ; and we have no doubt he'U get on very well H 
does but take advio< " 

" My soa was very unwilling to go ; but it wai* quite M 
sary. His sister,'' said Mrs Vincent, clasping her hands t 
nnder her shaw! to bsilanco the pang in her heart, 
some friends— whom we heard something unpleasant abot 
and he went to bring her home. I expect them — to-morw 

The poor mother shut her lips close when she had said 
words, to keep in the cry or sub that seemed bursting I 
theiu. Yes, God help her, sb.e ex-'pertai ttisra ■, perhaps ti 
row — perhaps that same dteoAtu\TO^i.', '^■aXc^eaSs ■" 
^Uer .iDmiish there ocgaH»fl..te^fea^^^^ 



JJliey might not come back that Sunday. Eathor anotUor 

" toight than that all the "ChaiJcl folks" should be 

t their itastoi was rushing wildly along distant roil- 

e day uf reat. The fact that he was doing so added 

1 (rouble. Total disarrange ment, chaoa, all 

Tiabitudes of life gone to wreck, and only desperation 

rSiisery left, was the sensation produced by that interrup- 

B of all religious use and wont. It came upon her with an 

le sting, to tJiink that her poor young minister was travel' 

{ tlial Sunday; just as in Arthur's own experience at that 

t moment, the utter incoherence, chaos, and wretchedness 

b vMch his life had suddenly fallen, breathed upon him in 

fBOond of the church-bells. 

"Dear me, I am very sorry ! " said Mrs Tufton ; "some fwer 
'something, I suppose — something that's catcliingi Dear, 
It me, I am so sorry! but there are soma people that never 
B infection ; a little camphor is such a nice thing to carry 
out — it can't do any harm, you know. Mrs Tozer tells me 
is a very nice young man, Mr Vincent's friend from 'Omei^ 
I don't like to say such a thing of a girl, but I do believe 
ir son could have that Phcebe any day for asking, Mrs Yin- 
I can't bear forward girls, lor my part — that is her juat 
S into the pew, with the pirik bonnet ; oh, you know her I 

be sure, Mrs Pigeon remarked you were sure to go tliere; 
Hgli I should liave hoped we would have seen you as soon as 

'n Carlingford." 
' Indeed, I have been much disappointed not to call. I — I 
a I shall — to-morrow," said the widow, to whom to-morrow 
i dark like another world, and who could not help repeat- 
over and over the dreaded name. 

' That is Maria Pigeon all in white— to be only tradespeople 
y do dress more than I approve of," said Mrs 'Tufton. "My 
slalde, I am sure, never went like that. Many people think 
ria a deal nicer-looking than Phtebe Tozer, but hor mother 
Bpartienlar — more than particular — what I call troublesome, 

1 uiuw. You caa't turn round without giving her offence, 
r me, how my tongue is going 1 the minister would eay 1 

■just at my old imprudent tricks — but you, tluit were a minis • 
'siFife, can understand, ^e i^ such a difticult woman to 
d with. I am sure Mr Tufton is always telling them to wait, 
I ttiftt Mr Yiaeent is a young man yet, and ex^ftAcwyiSs. ^ 
*- / wiab he had a good wife to keep Vitn tiwKi^tft' 
" *- -v that that would bo adviaaXAe cv'iVct, ' 
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of Plicebo find tlie rest. Dear, dear, it is a. difficult lldngl 
know what to do ! — but Mr Tufton alwaya says. If ho )ai 

little mnro experience Bless me, the young man is in I 

pulpit 1" said Mrs Tufton, comlDg to a sudden KtondBtall, gn 
ing very red, and picking up her iymu-bgok. Very aeldam \ 
the good woman such a chance of talk. She ran Ihereelf so I 
of breath that she could not join in thiit first hymn. 

But Mrs Vincent, who had a sensntiou that the pew, nnii 
deed the whole chapel, trembled with the trembling that vm 
her own frame, but who felt at the same time that eveiybq 
was looking at her, and that Arthur's credit was involved, sto 
up steadfastly, holding her book firm in both her hands, i 
with an effort almost too much for her, the heroism of a mai 
added lier soft voice, touched with age, yet still melodious i 
true, to the song of prwse. The words choked her u i 
uttered them, yet with a kind of desperate courage she kepti 
Praise ! — it happened to be a very effusive hjnm that ii^, 
utterance of unmitigated thanksgiving; fortunately she had I 
sufficient command of her mind or wits to see clearly wlut I 
was singing, or to enter into the wonderful bitter diffeienot I 
tween the thanks she was uttering and the position in vU 
she stood, Could she give God thanks for Susan's ruin, 
rejoice in the Ught He hod given, when it revealed only mis 
She was not cailed upon to answer that hard questioa 
stood up mechanically with her white face set in pale ateadJ 
ness, and was only aware that she was singing, keeping I 
tune, and making herself noways remarked among the crowd 
strange people, many of whom turned curious eyes toward*! 
She stood' with both her feet set firm on the floor, both I 
hands holding fast to the book, and over the ache of M^ 
suspense in her heart came the soft voice of her singing, wb 
for ouce in her life meant nothing except a forlorn detenni 
tion to keep up and hold herself erect and vigilant, i 
over Arthur's fortunes and his people's thoughts. 

Mr Beecher's sermon was undeniably clever; the Salem A 
pricked up their ears at the sound of it, recalling aa it did I 
period of delightful excitation when they were bearing c* 
dates, and felt themselves the dispensers of patrouageL ''. 
was over now, and they were wedded to one ; hut the bdO 
union between themselves and their pastor was far frota h 
indisaolahle, and they contempVated thia new aspirant fe 
'ivoiir with feelings stimuiateA ani ij\opa.iv\., ^a p.jMa.\i 
' usbaitd, likely to 'become a ■wi.ia-wWjT"^"*''^^ 
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IS general female public, out of wliicli cuididutes for the pro- 
bmaticaJly vncaut place might arise. Mrs Pigeon, who was 
to leader of the opposition, and whose daughter Mr Tinceiit 
td not distinguished, whose house he hnd not speciaUj fre- 
■ented, and whom, most of all, he had p.iased in the street 
Etiioat recognition, made a note of this man from 'Omerton, 
tie painful necessity of dismissing the present pastor should 
Car — as such thiiigs did occur, deplorable though they were— 
might be worth while seudtng for Mr Deecher. She made a 
of bim privately in her mind, as abo sat listening with 



fetched the congregation from the minister's pew, with bet 
kloiiB mother's eyes. The Tozers were not so devoted in their 
Mrs Tozer'a brilliant cherry-coloured bonnet visibly 
luped once or twice with a blessed irregularity of motion ; all 
lae signs Mrs Vincent perceived as she sat, in preternatural 
Ote consciousness of everything round her, by Mrs Tnfton'a 
even aware that the sermon was clever; she 
tnembered expressions in it long after, wliicb somehow got 
Bned. in, without any will of hers, upon her breaking heart. 
subdued anguish that was in her collected fuel for its own 
it consuming Hre, even in tbb congregation of Salem, where, 
_ ■ upright, very watchful, afraid to relas her strained nerves 
'en by leaning back or forward, she lived through the long 
nice as if through a year of suffering. 

The congregation dispersed tn a buzz of talk and curiosity. 
rerybody wanted to know where the minister hnd gone, and 
lat had taken him away. " I can't say as I think he's using 
US well," said somebody, whom Mrs Vincent could bear as 
e made her way to the door. " Business of his own 1 a min- 
'ir ain't got no right to have business of his own, leastways 
Sundays. Preaching's bis business. I don't hold with that 

' ' employ, and we pays him well " 

Here a wliisper from some charitable bystander directed tlie 
deer's eyes to Mrs Vincent, who was close behind. 
' WqU I it ain't nothing to mc who hears me," said this re- 
iona member, not without a certain vulgar pleasure in his 
fer of insult ' ' We pays him well, as I aoy ; I have tn sUct 
my businetis well or ill, and I don't see no reason why the 
" ' " abould be different. If he don't mind \a \i£ ■^K^%\Mis\, 
" will" 

halting to catch yoiM.n 



darting forward at tUia criais to Mrs Tiiftou ; " wasu't Hat 
sweet sermon } tliat's refreshing, that is ! I haven't Usteuei 
anytiiing nn lias roiiHed me up like that — no, not fines Aea 
Tufton came first to Carlingford ; as for what we've been hi 
iug of late, I don't aay it's not clever, but, oh, it's cold ! tind 
them as like good gospel preachiug iind rousing up, I miisto 
feaa as Mr Vincent " 

" Huah ! Mra Pigeon — Mrs Vincent," said Mrs Tufton, i 
riedly ; " you two ladies should have been introduced at 
first. Mt Pigeon is one of our deacons nnd leading men, 1 
Vincent, and I don't donbt you've oft«n and often heaid f 
Bon talking of him. We are always discussing Mr Vinct 
because he is our own pastor now, you know ; aai 
young man he is~and all that he wonts is a little 
03 Jlr Tufton always says." 

" Oh, I am sorry !— I beg your pardon, I'm sure," cried 
Pigeon ; " but I am one as always speaks my mind, nnd dcol 
back of my word. Folks as sees a deal of the minister,'" 
tinned the poulterer's wife, not without a glance at that d 
coloured bonnet which had nodded during the sermon, k 
which poor Slra Vincent felt a certain gratitude, " may 
different ; but me as don't have much chance, except in c! 
I will say as I think he wants speaking to : most folks 
specially young folks, when they're making a start in the i 
He's too high, he is, for us plain Salem folks ; what 
a man as preaches gospel sermons — real rousing-up d. 
and sits down pleasant to his tea, and mokes hisseif friOM 
I never was one as thought a minister couldn't do wroDf^ 
always said as they were just like other men, liking gn 
dinners and grand folks, and the vanities of this world ;— ' 
meaning no offence, Mrs Vincent, neither to you nor the B 
ister — but I must say as I think, he's a deal too liigh." 

" My son has had very good training," said the widov, ■■ 
without dignity. " His dear father had many good friends 1 
have taken an interest in him. He has always been sccnsttt 
to good society ; and I must say, at the same time," added 3 
Vincent, " that I never knew Arthur to fail in courtesy ti) 
poorer brethren. If he has done so, I am sure it has been 
intentionally. It is quitfi against my principles and Mb i 
father's to show any respect to persons. If be has shown i 
neglect of Mrs Rgeon's tamitj," towtiwied the mild diplc 
''it must have been because lie ftioM^t'flftKttiX'Ha.M^i 
" of him than the icat oi ftie &odsJ' 
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B IHgeon listened with open mouth, but total discomfiture : 
ether this waa a complimeut or a reprimand was totally be- 
nd her power to make out. She cried, " Oh, I'm sure !" in 
I which was half defensive and half deprecating. Mra 
I, however, intended nothing less than to terminate the 
UTeiBatioD at this interesting point, and it was with utter dis- 
T that she perceived Mra Vincent sweep past before she had 
jvered herself — sweep past — though that black silk gown was 
■very moderate dimensions, and the trim little figure waa no- 
lys iD^estic. The minister's mother made a curtsy to the 
loniahed wife of the poulterer ; she said " good morning " 
th a gracious bow, and went upon her way before Mrs Pigeon 
d recovered her breath. Perfect victory attended the gentle 
dow in this Httle paaaage of arms. Her assailant fell back, 
peating in a, subdued tone, " Well, I'm sure '." Mrs Pigeon, 
■,a Tozer, granted that the minister's mother was " quite the 
' " henceforward, in her heart 

I Mrs Vincent passed on victorious ; yes, ■victorious, and 
s of her victory, though giddy with secret anguish, and 
IS if every obstacle that hindered her return ivas a con- 
ruelty. They could not have arrived tliis morning^ — it 
» impossible ; yet she burned to get back to see whether im- 
Bsibllity might not be accomplished for once, and Susan be 
l« awaiting her. The first to detain her was Mrs Tuftoa, 
a hurried, with added respect, after her, triumphing secretly 
Ifrs Pigeon's defeat. 

'* I am BO glad yon gave her her answer," said llrs Tufton ; 
tlees me ! how pleased Adelaide will be when I tell her ! 
always said it would be well for a minister's wife to have 
bpirit Won't you come and take a bit of dinner with us, as 
t Vincent is not at home J Oh, I daresay somebody will ask 
r Beecher. It does not do to pay too much attention to the 
II that come to preach — though I think he teas clever. 
; come?— a headache? — poor dear 1 You're worrying 
out your daughter, I am sure ; but I wouldn't, if I were you. 
mug girls in health don't take infection. She'll come back 
right, you'll see. Well — good-bye. Don't come in the even- 
[ if yoB have a headache. I shouldn't, if I were jou. Good- 
id to-morrow, if all is well, we'll look for you. Siloam 
—just a little way past Salem — you can't misa the 




Yes, tiiank j-ou— to-morrow," said Mrs "VmceTA. \l ewS.'j 
•^"--rld have Icaowa what dreadful -work V 



up that smile, holding upright as she did I Then sbo treat 
little way in peace, half crazed with the misery that consn 
her, yet unnoturally vigilant and on the alert, always 
up Arthur's standard at that critical hour when he had 
representative but herself in his field of battle. But the j 
mother was not long allowed this interval of peace. AfW 
few minutes, the Tozers, who were going the same way, 
up to her, and surrounded her like a bodyguard. 

" I liked that sermon, ma'am," said Tozer ; " there W» 
deal that was practical in that aermon. If ever we should b) 
the way of hearing candidates again — and shortsighted e 
tures like us never knows what's a-going to happen— I'd ] 
down that young man's name for an 'earing. There lun't an 
to be said again' the minister's sermons in the matter of Uk 
They're full of mind, ma'am — they're philosophical, thafs iri 
they are ; and the pews we've let in Salem since he eai 
proves it, lot folks say what they vdlL But if there is a Wi 
it's in the apphcation. He don't press it home upon their o 
sciences, not as some on us expected ; and Mr Tufton belsg 
in that line, as you may say, makes it show the more. Mil 
going to make a change again — ^not as I mean nothing of I 
kind, cor as the Salem folks has ever took it into their hcadl 
I'd like to have a little o" both ways, that's what I'd like.' 

" When you get a minister of independent mind, Mr' 
if he gives you the best he has, he ought to be allowed to ch 
his own way," said Mrs Vincent. " My dear husband all 
said BO, and he had gi'eat experience. Mr Vincent's son, I kl 
will never want friends." 

" I am sure aa long as the minister keeps to his duty, U 
always find friends in Tozer and me," said the deacon's 1 ' 
striking in ; " and though there may be folks ia a finer 1 
there ain't no such good friends a pastor can have as in his 
(lock, As fur hearing candidates and that, Tozer ought to h 
as none on us would hear of such a thing. I don't see no le 
why Mr Vincent shouldn't settle down in Carlingford and 1 
himself comfortable. We're all his friends as long aa he 
his post." 

" Oh, Ma, I am sure he is at his post," cried Phcebe ; 
has gone away because he could not help it. I am quitu at 
continued the modest maiden, easting down her eyes, " that 
would never have left but for a good reason I Oh, I 
dent be is fond of CarUng!ot4 nmo. "S.B -wofilA 
' ' ■ not some duty — ^I am cottouiVft'wa'i^ "<«*■" 



" It Pliffilic is butter infornieiJ tliuii tLo rest of us, it aiw't 
kbodj'a buaiuEsa as I can see," said the fatlier, with a short 
n^ "I always like the young folks to mauage them matters 
pODg themselves ; but I take my own view, miaa, for all that." 
" O, Pa, how can you talk bo," cried Phcebe, in virgin confu- 

" to make Mrs Vincent think- " 

I *' Lideed, nothing will make me think otherwise than I 
BWii Mrs Vincent, with a voice which estinguished 
" I understand my son. He does not bestow hia con- 
y easily ; and I am sure ho is quite able to manage 
s he may have in hand," added the widow, not 
foificance. Not all her anxiety for Axthur, not all het 
retchedn^s, could unwoman the minister's mother an 
'M to make her forgive or overlook Phcebe's presumption, 
e €ould not have let this pretendant to her son's affections off 
'lumt transfixing her with a passing arrow. Human endur- 
» has its limits. Mrs Vincent could bear anything for Aithnr 
wept this pretence of a special interest in him. 

" Oh, I am sure I never meant ! " faltered Phtebe ; but 

« could get no further, and even her mother did not come to 
e rescue. 

" Them things had amch best not be talked of," said Mrs 
BBT, sharply. " Mr Beecher is coming in to have a bit of 
Bnar. You mightn't have things comfortable where you are, 
1 minister being away, and you used to your own house. 
bn't you come in with us and eat a bit of dinner! I never 
1 swallow a morsel when I'm by myself. It's lonesome for 
D in them rooms, and ua so near. There ain't no ceremony 
t nonsense, but we'll be pleased if you'll come," 
" Thank you very much," said Mrs Vincent, who could not 
get that the cherry-coloured bonnet had nodded during Mr 
(idler's scimon, " but I slept badly last night At my time 
Hfe a new bed often makes one sleepless, and I have a bad 
I thiok I will go and lie down. Many thanks. It 
tery Idnd of you to auk. me, I hope I shall see you," siud | 
t widow, with a alight shiver, repeating her formula, '' to- 

Yaa can't take us amiss," said Mrs Tozer ; " there's always 
for an extra one, if it isn't grand or any ceremony ; or 
'U come to tea and go to church with ns at night? Phcehe 
• tuid see how you find youiseVt. GooiiaQTOvri. 
'U not come in." 
lb yon would Jet me go witli you aui vii-rac "gwa^ 



Baid Phtcbe, uot without a glance in tlio other directJon i 
the npproachiiig form of the young mau from 'Onierton, " I ai 
BO frightened ynu don't like me ! — but Til come over h«fore U 
and ait with joii if your herulaclie ia not better. If I cod 
only make you fancy I waa Miss Vincent !" aiud Phoebe, iril 
pink pleading looka. 

Mra Vincent turned away more smartly imder the effect ( 
that stimulimt. She crossed George Street, towards her sou' 
rooms, a solitary little figure, in the flood of winter snnshiue- 
Dot dismal to look at, save for its black dress, trim, alert, uprid 
atilL And the heart within, which ached with poaitivo ihr^ 
of pain, had roused up under that last provocation, aiQd Kl 
stingmgwith indignation and anger, pure womanly, aud nott 
be deadened by auy anguish, Phcebe'a impertinence, aa ab 
called it to herself, took her out of her own far heavier tronUl 
To think of that pink creature having designs upon her bcy, 
and taking upon herself little airs of conquest ] To encounM 
Phoebe's wiles overwhelmed Arthur with shame and annoyance; 
but they eiasperated his mother. She went home with > 
steadier ring in her Httle light footstep, But the fumes ot tlut 
temporaiy excitement had faded when the door opened n] 
her — the blank door, with the httle maid open-moutJied bdu 
who did not look her in the face, and who had nothing to « 
mnnicate ; the aitting-room up-stairs lay blank in utter soUtudl 
— all the books put away according to Sunday custom, and tU 
cover of Arthur's letter lying on the table startling his mothtt 
into wild hopes that some other communication had come iat 
her. She sank down upon a chair, and covered her pale fan 
with her hands — torture intolerable, unendurable ; but oh, liO» 
certainly to bo endured and put up with ! This poor mother, 
who had met with many a heavy sorrow in her day, thoogk 
never any ao hideous aa this, was no excitable, passionitt 
creature, but a wholesome, daylight woman, in whom nc ' ' 

of superlative emotions had choked np the natural chai 

reUef. She wept a few bitter, heavy tears under cover of l»* 
clasped hands — tears which took away the dreadful pnsnn 
upon her brain, and made it easier to bear for the momffiL 
Then she went away in her patience, and took off her bonnet, 
and prepared herself for the calm of the dreadful day of whick; 
so small a portion had yat passed. She pretended to dine, tkit 
)o outlet might be left to gossip on that score. Slietookl 
?od book and lay down npon fhc aula isi f^ift u.-KVsi, vi 
pienta creeping, stealing ovct \iet w a- ^.tSvwisa.-^ 
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Mild almost sec — the ailoiice tLrobbiug itll around 
leats of her own heart ; liow was it tbat the walk 
B stood steady with those throbs piilpitatiug witJ 
idoBurel But there was this comfort at leiist, that 
omed Mrs Vincent in that speechless martyrdom of 
■y guessed the horror in her heart — nohndy imagined 
as anything of tragic meaning under that composed 
i went to church again in the evening to escape 
:anuiig," and sat there chokiug with the anticipation 
ne her sod was bringing Susau home. She walked 
Jeecher, devoured by feverish hopes and fears, found 
there, vdth an unutterable pang, yet reUef, and sat 
nng man from 'Omerton for a horrible hour or two, 
n had all but killed her. But nobody came; nobody 
oiigh the hideous night. Holdiug with half-frantic 
! thread of life, which could ill bear this total want 
lal austenance, hut which must not be sacrificed for 
's sake — keeping alive, she could not tell how, with- 
rithout rest, without even prayer — nothing but a 
mb entreaty coming to her mind when she sought 
1 comfort from the mere fact of going on her kneea 
ent Hved tlirough the night and the morning. An- 
ile, sunshiny, cheerful day j but no sound in earth 
So say they were coming — no arrival, no letter—- 
hopeless, aickeniug, intolerable suspense— siispensa' 
I intolerable baoause it had to be borne. 
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CHAPTEE XXir. 



■ ! to*morrow was Monday morning, a new day, i _ 
reek^ cheerful, healthful, and CKhiliirating — brighti 
rosty aunahine, which carried comparative comfort 
poor house in Carlingford. The widow's face wa" 
er, of a wonderful ashy colour. Nature could not g 
ch a struggle 'without showing signs of it, Beecher^l 
it to go until a. late train, took leave of her as soon 
, not without a little fright, tmd beV.ooVteroR^ \j 
B lia aaid she overawed him with tei ijxaai "o " 
f led to adinitj 
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beon a little " high." If she could have abandoocd herself ttt 
her dreadful vigil, perhnpa Mrs Vincent might have found i| 
easier, perhaps harder— ahe herself thought the former ; but rfi 
dared not give up to it. She liad to set her face like a flint — du 
was Arthur's representative, and had still to ahow a steudfad 
front of battle for him, and if not discomfit, Btill confront It 
enemies. She haii to call at Siloaia Cottage, at Mrs Toxer's; b 
do what else uiight be necessary for the propitiation of t]« 
flock. She never dreamed of saying to herself that she cnnlj 
not do it; there wua no question of that ; the flag bad tfl Iw 
kept flying for Arthur. No friend of his must be jeopardia^' 
no whisper allowed to rise which his mother could prevent : (" 
had been a minister's wife for tMrly years ; well bad she learn 
in that time, like Mrs Tnfton, that a deal of attention v 
needed to keep all things straight. 

Accordingly, in the height of her excitement and aniiet/i 
believing that any moment the poor fugitive might be broo^ 
home, the widow, in her unflinching martyrdom, once more pnt 
on her bonnet, and drew out her black ribbon into ban rf 
matchless neatness. Thongh ahe wrung her poor hands ii 
BpeechlesB anguish as she went out of the room, it was lift 
composed, though colourless !ipe, that she spoke to the liCth 
maid in the hall. " Mr Vincent may come home any time W^ 
day," said the widow; " you must have some lunch ready, aid 
tea ; perhaps his sister may be with hira — ^or — or she may oofflfi 
alone. Any one who cornea is to be taken up-stairs. I mH' 
not be long gone ; and 1 am going to Mrs Tufton's, if anybojj 
should want me " 

At this moment a knock came to the door — a hurried sia^ 
knock, always alarming, and sounding like an evil omen, un 
Vincent's voice failed her at that sound — most likely her tm 
went into convulsive twitches, for the maid stood staring at hm^ 
too much startled to open the door, until a wild gesture {md 
the speechless woman, who was herself unable to move, b 
breath almost forsaking her, and coming in sobs, recalled tl ,^_ 
girl to her senses. "Hie door was opened, and Mrs Vinont 
stood with burning eyes gazing out. Ah, not Susan ! 
Susan I — a little, stoat, rustic figure, all weary and disliovdkd 
looking ashamed, frightened, almost disreputablu in attsr In 
lornness and uuhappiuess. Mrs Vincent gave a great sob t 
get breath, and dropped upon the chair, and held out her h 
to Mnry. She had fotgotton 'M.^rj — ^loTgfKwin. Vec \ 
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ileAtk llie girl was bringing ) Glie drew the frightened 
near] close, and shrieked, as she thought, her qaeetiun 
wtr. "Whatl whati" said Mrs Vincent in her own 

but no sound came to Mary's ears. 
I" missis dear, missis dear ! " sobbed the girl. " I've been 
^told Mr Arthur exact where she is — he's gone to fetch her 

missis, don't take on 1 they'll aoon be here. Miss 
'« living, she ain't dead. missis, missis, she ain't dead 

ftmight be woise nor it is," 

these words lire Vincent roused herself up once more. 
daughter has been ill," she said in gasps, turning a dread- 
lok upon the servant of the house. Then she rose, touk 
ol Mary's arm, and 'ivent up-stairs with her, holdiug her 
Tie diut the door with her own hands when they got 
the lonely parlour full of dayhght and silence. " Miss 
baa been ill?" she said once mora with parched lips, 
again, with that full blank gaze which seemed to deny 
y any other answer, in Mary's frightened face, 
nisais, don't take on !" sobbed the terrified girl 
, oh no, no, that is impossible. I can't take on, Mary, 
^Wnld — oh no, not now," said the poor widow, with what 
It momentary wandering of her strained senses. " Tell 

ready to hear it all." 

thea Maty began the pitiful story, the same they tad 

Lonsdale — the sudden arrival of the girl and her 

, and innocent Susan's puzzled interest in them ; Mr 

I'a appearance afterwards, his sudden snateh at the 

ir, his ready use of Arthur's letter, which Susan waa 

about, to persuade her that she must inatuntly go to 

r and set all right ; the journey brin^g them late at 

1 an unknown place, which, with the boom of the unes- 
lea in their ears, the defenceless deceived creatures found 
be Carlingford. Mary knew nothing of the scene which 
en enacted up-stairs, when the villanous scheme was 

known to the unhappy victim. She could tell nothing 
P|t guises of what had passed and followed, and Mary, of 
bj a natural certainty, guessed the worst. But nest 
. Bn had written to her mother, either because she waa 
P' JNoved or still innocent ; and the next day again Mary 
•way under a pretence of being sent to church, and 
Fwdham himsell had conducted her to to'BTv a; " " 
Such iraa Mary's taJa Last night she \\o,4 TasA. "^^s 
■*"- '■■■- the addi-esa. Now, iio AouVtt.'t'WSSS' — ' 



on thMT way,- — if only missis would not take on ! " No," auj I 
the widow once more, with speedJess lips. Take on ' ilinn I 

I never more. Surely nil these light afflictions that (■■ 

tears were over now — nothing bnt horror and agcuv 
The poor mother sat for a little in a dreadful ailene^.', 
over her anguished frame. Nothing was to be siti.i ■ 
the pause of ntter misery, in which thought itself had i.i' 
but one hoiriblo sensation of suffering was all that rem i ■ 

I life, passed over her; then a faint agonised Bniileflutliii.il > 

■ her white lips. She drew on her glove again slowly aini inii 

■ pain. " I must go out, Mary," said Arthur's mother. " I miia 
I do my du^ if the world were all breaking up, as I— I thlnlB 
I ii ; and you must stjiy here and tell my poor darling Lor motiff 
r will come hack to her directly. And don't talk to the oliur 

servant, Mary. You shall he like my own child if you will 
stand by us now." 

" missis dear, not a word — -not il it was to save my hfl 
said poor Mary, through her tears. 

And in her bravery and desperation the widow went 
her other forlorn hope. She went away out of the doors Hrl 
enclosed at least the knowledge of tliii event, through the t 
day streets, where, if there were other tragedies, nobody 
of them any more than of hers. She had berTeil over lici 
ou which that shadow had settled, and no one could havB 
pected her of carrying a broken heart through those sm 
ways. She could not think or anticipate or even fear an] 
further. Susan might die under that load of shame and an 
but her mother apprehended, was sensible of, notliing 
The worst had come, except for Arthur, who tnj^t be 1 
out of his troubles. So, stunned and hopeless, she set oi 
visit Arthur's people, with a courage mora desperate tiaa 
of battle. That was the duty which must be done if the' 
went to pieces — to talk to Adelaide Tufton and hear her 
criticism and bitter gossip— to listen to the old minister 
ling forth his slow sentiments — to visit the Tozers and 
their feelings, and hear what they had to say. An autt 
in the old Spanish fashion would have been easier, to b« 
but this was how the minister's mother, in tho deptlis of 
known anguish and calamity, was expected to exert hetaelf, 
only way she could serve her son. 

The parlour in Siloam Cottage was as green and obacnn^i 
warm and close, as oE old, t^ie \iig ^MMwam Xiai ^i 
a/rered tho little windo-w atiW. "owjtc coiwji.^^'^. - 
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inai irith virulence, conscious of the frost. Tlic minister's 
:, with the colourless face and sharp eyes, waa 
pinitting, leaning back upon her pillows. Poor Mrs Vin- 
l^irli«i she sat down, as near the door aa possible, feeling as 
BcoilM not get breath, became immediately aware that to 
Sont those eyes -was a more dangerous process than any 
i she had yet been subjected to in Curlingford. They 
ttmted through her, keen with the restless life and ciuiosity 
'i made up to that disabled woman for the privations of her 
Ifflce, In the dim green parlour the minister's mother saw 
ing but Adelaide Tufton's eyes. If they bad been beautitnl 
}, the effect wonid have been less surprising ; but they were 
tieantiful ; they were pale blue, and had Eomctliing of the 
1 shining of a rainy sky in the gliEtening white, which 
ted for far more than the faint watery colour. Mrs Viu- 
gavG way before them as she had never yet done. She cast 

a eyes, and drew back her chair, and even faltered 
Irapeecli, when she was obliged to face their obserratioiL 
dti^er was all the greater for being unexpected. As for 
^ftoc, that good woman was in a flutter of interest and 

She wanted to know whether Susan had gone 
^ all the orthodox number of fevers and youthful ail- 
li,snd was in her element talking of tbe merit-s of camphor 
h perentivo, and of all the means that might be used to 
^infection. 

n my children were young, and their papa always being 
iica so active a man among his people, I don't know what 
^lUhave done if I had been easily frightened," said Airs 

tOi " Don't worry — keep her quiet, and give her " 

Mn Vincent never said she was afraid of infection," said 
ijide. " Is it typhus fever) My mother jumps at every- 
1^ and never stops to inquire, I daresay it's sometliing 
i Afferent. Love affairs i Oh no ; of course we don't 
tjOT to tell us. I don't think Phcebe Tozer will die of her 
}i This young man from Homerton will console her. Has 
Hon recovered his little affair with the young Dowager 
'fineent ) Ho dined there, you know. I da e ay bis 1 e d 
* ; but there ia one safeguard with those fine 1 d cs 
R bis wita about him, he can always know that th y 
'fall the time." 

_( don't know what ynu metin. Mj aotv 'kww.^ 

^I believe J I remember one time \i liiuei "Oae e 
J the mother, witi 
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have his head turned. He has been used to be thought a grd 
deal of at home." 

"Ah, he's apredous young man!" said MrTufton, 

iug the air with his large grey hand. "I am much a. 

ill my dear young brother. He thinka too much, perhaps— t 
much — of pleasiug the camal mind ; and my people, that ki 
been used to practical preaching so long, find the dificnuK 
But when he has deeper experiences " 

"Stuff!" said the invalid, taming her head half aside; "j< 
know the chapel has filled since he came. Even when th^i 
aaaes like your Salem people, you know they like a xnanv 
braina. I don't see that it matters much what Mr Vtnceal gi 
wrong in ; he was sure la go wrong somehow. I gave him' 
niontiia, but he has got through tlie six months, and thejBl 
not killed him off yet. What does ho mean, thrusting him 
into other people's messes! As far as I can make out,' 
quite a little tragedy. There was that Mrs Hilyard, yon b 
—the woman in Back Gi-ove Street. Ah, you know hn 
said Adelaide, keenly, seeing the little shiver with whicli 
visitor received the name. 

" I have heard my son apeak of her," said the widow, 

" She was some connection of the Bedford family," said 
l.iide, going on, with her curious eyes fixed on Mrs "VJni 
fnce, who quailed before her, " and she married a haU-br 
o£ Lady Western's — a desperate rascal he was. They had 
baby, and then she left him — one baby, a girl, that has gn 
up an idiot ; and here this lady lives— a poor needlewomi 
to keep the girl safe, somehow, out of her father's band. 1 
he should want to have her I can't esactly tell. 1 suspecV 
canao she's pretty, to make a decoy of her, and sell her to 
how, either to be married, or worse " 

" Adelaide I " cried Mrs Tufton ; " oh, my dear, do n 
what you're saying ; Mrs Vincent docs not know yon. II 
em she think if you talk like thati" 

" Mrs Vincent sees well enough I am not a girl to be fn 
ened for words," said the sick woman. " Now, what I wai 
know is, what haa your son to do with it ) He's gone off i 
them, now, for some reason or other ; of course I don't ftl 
you to toll me. Perhaps Lady Western has sent Mm 1 — j 
mind, I will find out ] but I know it has something to do 
Mrs Hilynrd, for they both went off from Carlingford tlie I 
day. I ha-vc no share in Ha to m^scMV '■'^^ tAAiaa*,'- 
aaoUier keen look at the sttaTYgw ■, " Bna.w>,TL-n*Bs& *. «a 



'Belf that it's all for the best, as pnpft says, I intcrfero 
ly foUow-cruatnrea. Oh, pray, don't be sorry for me. I 
t well as moat people. Nobody in tUia place over suol 
eoncealing anything from me." ^ 

deed it ia a pity when people hnve anything to conccal^^ 
or Mrs Yinceut, thiiiMng, with a sensation of deadly ' 
I ot her heart, of the awful secret which was iu Mary'a 
j and faltering, iu spite of all her aelf-command. She 
hurriedly, when she met once more tlie glance of those 
fsa : slie could not bear that jnveatigation ; all her dread- 
xaat Bnd excitement seemed Iti ooze out unawares, and 
themaelves ; her only safety seemed in flight. 
Ub is a Tery short Tisit," said Mr Tufton. " My dear 
oater, we can only pray you may be comforted. All 
^Tgrk together for good ; you don't need to be told that. 
9 to be for the beat, whatever happens : take that con- 
to your heart — it's sure to be for the beat," 
'■ hst daughter dies and her eon ia dismissed, I wonder 
kat bo for the best!" said Adelaide Tufton, as soon as 
Hon had left the room. Mrs Vincent's ears, made acute 
luiiig, caught enough of thb valedictory address to realiae, 
!1reie possible, an additional pang. Kind Mrs Tufton did 
B it, not being in any such state of feverish suaceptibi- 
SIh^ on the contrary, kissed the mother, whom she pitied 
Dlier heart, and entreated her not to worry. " A young 
f girl doea not fall ill for nothing. You'll see things wilt 
nt all right," said the kind soul ; and Mrs Tincent went 
lar forlorn way. 

l(n Tozer's the minister's mother found a little committee 
Jed. Mr3 Brown was there from the Devonshire Dairy, 
IS Pigeon, whose gratification in being able to hail Mrs 
iU acquaintance, to the confusion of the dairywomao 
lent of Mrs Tozer, almost restored the minister to 
l^jr'a favour. They were Jn the drawing-roora, where, in 
■ of the expected visitors, a fire had been lighted ; and as 
tteent ascended the dark staircase, she obtained a passing 
B of Mr Bcecher seated at the table in the parlour study- 
ItB Kailway Ciiiide,' which Fhcebe expounded to him, 
"ley wore both sent for iip-stairs. Altogether the con- 
i did not look promising for Arthur's interesls. She 
1 thrilling with a touch of exasperation aiid difvo-nco. 
M tft g tiwe to make a final stand for XttWt. "Ytoa 
LWg/c^^eprecatod no longer. 



" I expect my son home to-diiy," aiid tbe brave ninthiBr,, 
g down al! tho pangs of her expectation. " I think, tt« 
1 see for myself how much he is thought of in CarUn^fl 
ought to make on apology to the Salem people. It was j 
induced him to go away, not thinking that one Sunday 1 
be auch a great matter ; but indeed it was very gratifying I 
to see how disnppointed everybody was. I hope Mr Bf 
will pardon me, for I am sure he preached us a very uiq 
mon, and we were all grateful for it ; but, naturally on m] 
boy'a account, to see how disappointed everybody wa3,l 
great gratification to me." 

" Oh ! I did not min d," said Sir Eeecher, with a little 

of embarrasament ; but the young man was much taken 4 

and stared with astonished looks before he answered, d 

tutally unexpected address. Having thus floored one i]| 

ndversariea, and seeing the female foe more voluble and t 

quite prepared to answer her, Mrs Vincent blandly proceed 

" And this, you know, Mrs Tozer, was all the more grati 

to me, because I was not quite sure that Arthur had j 

wisely in choosing Carlingford. His dear father had s 

friends in our denominatioD, and people are so kind aa to ^ 

of my boy as such a rising young man. Before I knew CM 

ford," said the widow, looking round her with an air of g 

Buperiority, " I used to regret my son had not accepted fliw 

tation from Liverpool Many people said to me that hii tl 

would have had so much more room there ; but I a 

ciled now," she added, turning her mild eyes upon Mrs E 

l^^who showed symptoms of resistance, " I may say I wni 

^^^^(isfied now. He would have been better off, and hadj 

^^^nportimity of making himself a position in Liverpool, batj 

^^^pthat in comparison mth the attachment of a flock 1 " 

I^^B ■■ Well, indeed, that's just the thing, ma'am," said Mis B 

I who imagined herself addressed ; " we arc fond of f' 

always said he was an uncommon nice young man ; S 

iTaa hut to settle down " 

"That will come in time," said tho minister's mothe 
ciously; " and I am glad, for my part, that he h 
for it shows me how his dear people feel towards hlDtJ 
though he would have been, of course, better off ii 
I would never consider that in comparison. They atili H 
have him, you know, aiii kee^ ■wn&nj me letters, and hf 
I don't doubt ; but after v,'\iafcl\w.Ne»fcwAM 
' I to break the lint thaf\ias\>etu\oroveiVc'^ 



Btwcen poslur and people is a sacrutl tie ; it sliould never 
" Baid Mrs Vincent, with mild grandeur, " for any- 
BO poor its a money object ; but my dear boy is far above 
itb cotisideratiun as tliat." 

k I " said Mrs Pigeon, drawing a long breath of involun- 
ms and adminttion ; " and 1 don't doubt as the pastor 
i have been a deal better off in Liverpool," sho added, 
B pKuse, quite overpowered by that maater-stroke. 
it a deal bigger a plare," suggested Mrs Tozer ; "and 

r folks, I don't have a doubt," she too added, after an 

1 This new idea took away tlieir breath. 

1^ ah t what is that to affection," said Arthur's artfid 

'. "when a minister has the love of his flock! My dear 
Bgcon, though a mother is naturally anxious for her son, 
i{ on earth would induce me to advise him to break such 
lathat!" 

ad indeed, ma'am, it's as a Christian motlier should act," 
1 the ponlterer'a subdued wife. Mrs Brown made a little 
neat of admiring assent, much impressed with the fine 
UDts of the minister's mother. Phcebe put her handker- 
to her eyes, aud £lr Beecher found it was time for his 
"Tell Vincent 1 am very glad to have been of use to 

Wb were all delighted in 'Omcrton to hear of him mak- 
Biian 'it," said Mr Beecher, friendly but discomfited He 
■Us leave-taking all round, before Mrs Vincent, at the 
i of rietoij, rose aud went her way. Then she, too, shook 
), Ukd blandly parted with the astonished women. They 
d behind, and laid their heads together, much subdued, 
ttds totally new liglit. She departed, gently victorious, 
fittle demonstration had done her good. When she got 
Blo the street, however, she fell down again into those 
■ of despair out of which she had risen so bravely for 
It's lake. She began to plan how she and Susan could go 
—not to Lonsdale — never again to Lonsdale — but to some 
na place, and hide their shame-stricken heads. She w.is 
ay and sick in her heart, it was almost a comfort to third; 
J into some corner, taking her poor darling into her 
. hanlfTig those dreadful wounds of hers, hiding her from 
^t ol men. This was what they must do as soon as her 
A child came back — go to Scotland, perhaps, or into the 
Stc wnith eoantry, where nobody knew them, ot VcA 

Wio vaathh? 

poa the orerw nrlcprl t 




Iter sou's bouse stood a carriage — an open 
IB and handsomi!. with two fine horaeg impatient 
ing tbe air, and a vary line footman at the door, talkin; 
little maid. Within the carriage, tlie same beautifa 
woman whom Mrs Vincent romembered to have seen y 
lovely hand to Arthur, No donbt it was Lady Wester 
beauty did not bewilder Mrs Vincent as she had bewilde 
Vincent's son ; but, with a thrill of mingled pride, adu 
I and disapproval, she hastened forward at sight of her. 

^^^■^ she bo asking for Arthur ? — and could Arthur have ven 
^^^H love that lovely creature in her radiance of wealth an 
^^^H With a mother's involuntary self-delusion Mra Vincent 
^^^H Kt the beantifol vision as at Arthur's possible bride, s 
^^^^1 proud and displeased at the same moment; prond, til 
^^^^H thing so lovely and splendid was to fall to her son's lot 
^^^^H proving, that Arthur's chosen should offer a mark of fem 
^^^^B to Arthur, so much more decided than accorded with the 
^^^^H old-fashioned notion of what became a woman. Urs 
^^^^Hdid not think of the other figure by Lady Western's 
^^^V man of great height, very slight, and rapid in his mov 
^^^^ with a long brown bean! and thoughtful eyes — eyei 
r lightened up and became as keen as they were dream] 

ever occasion arose. Why should the widow look at hh 
j had nothing to do with him. This once in their life th 

1 to come into mnmentary contact — never more. 

" Mr Vincent ain't at home — but oh, look year 
mother as can tell you better nor me," cried the half-fri 
maid at the door. 

His mother?" said the beautiful creature 

had alighted in a moment, and was by Mrs Vincerf 

Oh, I am so glad to see Mr Vincent's mother ' 

estern — he has teldyou of mel" she said, taking the 

i ; " take us in, please, and let ua talk to you — ^we 

e yon— we have something important to say." 

Important to us— not to Mrs Vincent," said the _ 

'ho followed her, a rcmurkable figure, in his loose li^t-4 

loming dress j and hia eyes fell with a remorseful ' 

widow, Btauding. drawn-back and self-restrMned, oj 

_ :ound of her conscious misery, not knowing whether 

that they brought her news, or to steel herself into ^ o 

place iwpect of civilvtj. 1\i\amMi'WiAis.V<«."ft.-, balook 

the brilliant creature 'beiovc \mii, a\\ fci^oKA. toA^- 

t happineaa, to t\>e \\tt\a 'No-wvn"^ " 



(low's dreBS, in her visible paleness and desperation ( 
ntroL It was he who hod brought Lady Western here ti 
I own innocence beyond duubt, but the cruelty uF that 
impulse struck him now as he saw them stand together. 
ortuit to US — not to Mrs Vincent," he said again, taking 
ihat t« her with devout respect. 

b, yee I to us," said Lady Western, looking up to him 
\t momentary gleam of love and happiness. Then the 
'tender-hearted creature changed her look, and composed 
tmteuance into sympathy. " I am bo sorry for you, deACT 
Went I" she said, with the saddest voice. At this t' 
\ on her part started, and was recalled to herself. 
am a stranger in Carliugford," said the mild Uttle womanil 
\g up her tiny figure. " I do not know what has procured 
is pleasure — bat ail my son's friends are welcome to me. 
; show you the way up-staira," she continued, going up 
ithemwith the air of dignity which, after the hard battle^— 
Bsounters and bitter wounds of this day, became the hero' 
Ignre. She sent Mary, who started up in dismay at hi 
IM, into another room, and gave Lady Western a chair, bin 
I continued standiog, always the conseryatur of Arthur's 
t If Arthur loved her, who was this maul why did such 
I pass between themi Mrs Vincent stood erect before 
Western, and did not yield even to tlie winning looks for 
poor Arthur would have given his life. ~ 

li, dear Mrs Vincent, I am so sorry for you ! " said Lad 
fn agiun ; " I know it all, and it makes my heart h 
^ of it. I \vill be your friend and your daughter's frienfl 
g OS I live, if you will let me. Oh, don't shut j 
Igainst me ! Mr Vincent trusts me, and so must y 
'am heartbroken to think all that you must have g 

fr " 

lop ! " said Mrs Vincent, with u gasp. " I — I cannot U 
I yovi mean," she articulated, with difficulty, holding l 
ble to support liersclf, but looking with unflinching e 
bew persecutor's face, 
k don't shut your heart against me ! " cried the young 
t, mlh genuine tears in her lovely eyes. " This gentle- 
1 with Mr Vincent yesterday — he came up here this 
" is — Mr Fordham." She broke off abruptly w' '^ 
But lira ViDcent had not died ot iaintei &* 
gspa_ fie/ore her, as the soft creataie ftiOM^t. 

t hiank liiatreless gaze,\jeca.iaB<ifiacM 
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of emotion beneath was too macli for them, and in 
Even in that estremity, it was in the widow's heari 
desperation, to keep hor standing-ground of assiuaed 
and not to know what tliia Biidden offer of Byinp 
mean. 

" I do not know — the gentleman," she aaid, slowl; 
make the shadow of a ciurtsy to Lim. " I am sorry I 
civil; but I am tired and anitious. What — what dii 
of me 1 " she asked, in a little outburst of uncontro 
lance, which comforted Lady Western. It was a v 
queatioa Surely, in this forlorn room, where she ho 
many wretched hours, her privacy might have been i 
she was jealous and angry at the sight of Fordham f 
sake. It was another touch in the universal mi 
looked at Lady Western's beauty with an angry 1 
these two, who ventured to come to her in their 
affronting her anguish, was Arthur's heart to be brol 
" We wanted — our own ends, ' ' said Fordham, comi 
" I was so cruel as to think of myself, and that you v 
it was another who had assumed my name. Forg 
was I who brought Lady "Western here ; and if eitbf 

aerve you, or your daughter — or your son " adde 

turning red, and looking round at his beautiful comj 
Jlrs Vincent could bear it no longer. She ma 
gesture of impatience, and pointed to the door, 
well enough, nor happy enough, to be civil," crii 
mother ; " we want nothing — nothing." Her voice 
1 this unlooked-for exasperation. A few bitter 
welling up hot to her eyes. It was very differen 
stupor of agony — it was a blaze of sliortlived pasi 
almost relieved, by its sense of resentment and inc 
heart worn out with otlier emotions. Fordham hi 
I with compunction, led Lady Western to the door; 
a the kind, foolish heart of the young beauty t 
I poor woman in peace. She came hack and seized M: 
trembling hands in her own ; she begged to be alio' 
to comfort her ; she would have kissed the widow 
back, and, half fainting with fatigue and excitemem 
her erect position by the table. Finally, she wei 
tears, no other means of showing her sympathy h 
J cable. AfraVincentdropTjcAAoTi'QQnlier knees beai 
1^3 soon as she was alone, Mii\ea.nciV.w u^coaij^'aw 
Oh, dreadiul UuBcimg, &a-a, ' ■"" *" ^ 



aw 

XJucoDBciously groans of suffering, low but repeatnl, 
^t>{ her heart. The souuil brought Mary, with whum 
lent W(i3 possible, and who gave what attendance and 
«thy she might to her miatreas's grievous trouble, 
a work of this dreadful dny was ]esa hard tlinn the 
bicL tlie mother had now t€ nerve her heart. 
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it poBsiblo that she had slept t A momcut ago und it wm 
ght — a red sunset afternoon : now the pale hitlf-light, stmg- 
jirith the black darkness, tilled the apartment. She was 
j on the sofa where Mary had laid her, and by her side, up- 
tt cbuT within her reach, was some tea untasted, which Mary 
It have brought after she had fallen into that momentary 
tbtr. The tire burned brightly, with occasional little out~ 
Ha of Same. Such a silence seemed in the house — silence 
Inept and shuddered — and to think she should have slept I 
Hi* night had found covert in all the corners, bo dark Oiey 
Itj but one pale line of light came from the window, and the 
U had a little ruddy centre in the fire. Mrs Vincent, in the 
KBUt anguish of her awakening, grew superstitions ; some 
IB breath — some other presence — seemed in the room besides 
I4ffn. She called "Mary," but there was no answer. In 
(twittd condition anything was possible— the bounds of the 
«e world and the possible seemed gone for ever. She might 
'Wytliing — hear anything — in the calm of her desperation, 
Pj gW np, and hastily lighted the candle which stood on the 
•* As she looked over the little light a great cry escaped 
•■ Wliat M-as iti rising darkly, rising slowly, out of the 
"""a in which it had been crouching, a huddled indistinct 
j'* Oh Oodl not Susan! not her child I As it rose slowly 
'^ liflr, the widow cried aloud once more, and put het hand 
?i* eyes to shut out tliB dreadful vision. Ghastly white, 
"*6d dilated eyea — with a figure dilated and grandiose — 
M^Mue stricken into marble, raised to grandeur — could it 
J''*fta who stood (here, without a word, wiftioofc a laoNt.- 
wleb a blank dark gaze at the hotri&ed "woiaan, 'wV^ 
—- ' tJiose dreadfvi eyea t ^Vhell ^a i 



cf ^^n ! Had it „i,y conaciouauV" ., S, ^,^ ^^^^ " * 

Z,^d '■*■ '*'™^ ^''""' another world t ti ' *^ dreadful i 

^ tliat woke no auawer-held it ,,,„r ^^^^lier kissed i 

^gs. Sh« cri.d again aloud-aUe^t r """ ''^ l*^' »«» 

tS anything What w^ VppearaE^rw r-T;"^. ^"K- 

it *»3 i^""^ dead whom shu held, uU un^ A- ^^ ^* was ] 

heT-wa™ human arms. ' "^^ ""J^eidjag and terrf 

jjary heard and came with exdamai-!^^ r 

thy. They got her between them to Z^"^ '^™^ ^"^ 

gil/lianda and feet. Nobody knew how she ^ T^ ^^l 

she had come from ; no one was with hep— „„ P* "^ ' 

^",r. She sat a marble woman in thfeh^^^^f' 

placed her, nnres.stant, only gazing, gajdn^^».,r!^ ,*H 

\ye. after her mother. At last dieXw 1T'^^ '"^' 

breaths, and, with a ahndder which shook h^' l^ «! 

seemed to eome to herself. " I am Snsan vTnL^?^ ^ 

awful ghost, No tears, nor cries, nor wUd nSl J^ 

mother's arms, nor entreaties poured into her coLI ' 

extract any other words. Mrs Vincent lost hpr ,«lf v.^' ' 

she rnshed out of the room for «imedies-ninlM ;T*^ 

for Arthur in a voice of despair-could QoiSvLST^ 

in this horrible crisis) When she had roused SiT''^ 

recollected herself, and shut the door npon the wonden * 

gers, and returned once more to her hopeless task "Oh^U 

what are we to do? Oh, Susan, ray child, my darline 1 ma! 

your poor mother," cried the widow; hut the marble fimj^l 

chair, which was Susan, made no reply. It began to ^W) 

dreadful trembling fits — to be convulsed with bug gasmmrl 

" I am — Susan — Susan Vincent," it said at inten^iwi 

pitiful iteration. The sight of her daughter in this friri 

condition, coming after all her fatigue and strain of ewdtS 

unnerved Mrs Vincent completely. She had locked the d« 

her sudden dismay. She was kneeling, clasping Susan's U 

— wasting vain adjurations upon her— driven beyond hmi 

yond sense, beyond capacity. Little rustic Mary had M 

weight of the emergency thrown upon her Bbonldeis. l3 

she who called to the curious landlady outside to send fin 

doctor, and who managed to get Susan put into her mod 

, bed. When they had succeeded in laying her down OJ 

m^B^ interval, that seomed '^Ve -yeM^, -?a^ei!i\»fiaM^M 

^■■e. Tbc bed was oi>posit« \,\ve Vu\io^ , ^wirt^M 



rays of the twilight were still trembling, The cAiidlo on 
aide ahowed Mra Vincent walking about the room 
ging her hands, now and then coming to the bcdaide tu 
at the unconscious form there, rent by thosfi gasping sobs, 
ing those dreadful words. Mary Etood crying at the foot 
bed. As for the widow, her eyes were tearless — her 
I nn intolerable fever of suffering. She could not bear it, 
aaid alimd she could not bear it — she could not bear it ! 
she returned again to call vmnly upou her cliild, her child I 
strength had given way — she had spent aU her reserves, 
[lad nothing to resist this unexpected climax of misery. 
raa quite dark when Dr Bider came, Mary hold the candle 
[m aa he felt Susan's pulse, and examined her wide-open 
The doctor knew nothing about her any more than if ho 
ot been a doctor. He said it must have been some dread- 
lental shuck, with inquiring looks at Jlrs Vincent, who 
a to recover horaolf . He put back the heavy locks of golden 
n hair, which had been loosened down from Snsan's liead, 
(aid he was afraid there was pressure on the brain. What 
I he say 1— he knew nothing more about it. He left some 
\» directions, said he would send some medicine, and took 
Vincent into a comer to ask what it was. " Some severe 
al Bhockl" asked Dr !Bider; but, before she could reply, a 
diove rapidly up to the door, and sounds of a sudden 
audible in the house. " Oh, doctor, thank God, 
un is come — now I can bear it," said the widow. Dr 
r, who was of a compassionate nature, waited with pitying 
till the minister should come np, and went to take another 
st the patient, rcUeved to think he could speak to her 
ker, instead of racking her mother's heart. Mrs Viuceut 
cum in the sudden cunsolatiou of thinking Arthur at 
L She sat down by the bedside, with her eyes fixed ou 
iloor, yearning for her sou, the only living creature from 
n Ab could liavo entire sympathy. Was it necessary that 
abonhl speak so loudly as tliey camo np-stairs i— could he 
[Dgiiig a stranger with him to Susan's sick-room t Her 
Iwgan to beat louder with mingled expectation and dis- 
oe. It was not like Arthur — and there was no sound of 
MM in the noise that swept np the stair. She rose up 
DCtivoly as the footsteps approached— hea.v5 ste";)?., u»t V\te. 
Tien the dnor was thrown open. It ■was inA kt^wM 
iipoa the dim threshold. It was a stTaa^Kt ■■»&. ■*■ 
*^~ '. excited, resolute, full tiS \i\a o-nu e^wvi.- 
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mudc u eti'ide into the room to tiio builsidc, tlinistinj 

iccnt aside, not wittingly, but Lecuuse she was in bu 
Mary stood at the other side with the doctor, holdiug i 
one pRle candle, wbieli threw n flickering light upon the i 
white figure ou the bed, and the utter conatemittion and 81 
in Dr Rider's face. Mrs Vincent, too much alarmed and 
lahed to ofier any resistance, followed the man wlio hnd 
entered into her aanctiiaty of anguish. He knew what b 
doing, though nobody else did. He went straight forwB 
the b^d. But the sight of the nncnnscious figure there op; 
the confident stranger. " Tt is she, sure enough," he 
" are you a doctor, sir? is the kdy taken ilH I've come 
her every step ot the way. She's in my custody now. I 
give any trouble that I can help, but I must stay here." 

Mrs Vincent, who scarcely euuld endure to hear, and £ 
understand, rushed forward while he was speaking, and I 
him by the arm — " Leave the room ! " she cried with bl 
passion — " He hiis made some impudent mistake, doctor, 
help me !— will you let my child be insulted? Leave the 
air — leave the room, I say ! This is my daughter. Miss "Vii 
lying here, Mary, ring the bell — he must be turned out t 
room. Doctor, doctor ! you are a man ; you will never If 
child be insulted beciiuae her brother is away," 

"What does it mean)" cried Dr Rider — "go outrade i 
will come and speak to you. Miss Vincent is in a most di 
oua state — perhaps dying. If yon know her — — -" 

" Know her, doctor ! you are speaking ot my child," 
Mrs Vincent, who faced the intruder with blazing eyes. 
man htld his ground, not impertinently, but with steadinl 

" I know her fast enough," he said ; " I've tracked her 
.ijtep of the way; not to hurt the lady's feelings, T csn't 
doing, sir. It's murder ;— I can't let her out o 



Vincent elaaped her hands together with a grasp ol 
n. " What ja murder i " she said, in a voice that 

tErough the room. The doctor, with an exclamation of h 

Tepeatc<l the same question. Murder ! it seemed to ring th: 

the shuddering house. 

" It's hard upon a lady, not to say her mother," swd tha 

compaasioaately ; "but I have to do my duty. A gentle! 

heeu shot where she's come Itoth. Shift's "Coss^itsS, 
'8 on. It often tntna ovit aa ftie miafti'\'C %%.««.■ 
iCrimlual. Don't Itct, tosCkto," Va ^iei, " 



"perhaps it's only as a witness slie'U be Wantcil— 
stay here. I daren't let her out of my sight." 
ore waa a dreadful pause. Mrs Vincent looked up at tba 
Men before ier with a heartrending appeal in her eyes. 
d anybody tell her what it mennt? — would nobody interfere 
Qsan t She moaned aloud inarticulate in Ler voiceless 
f. " Ajid Arthur is not here I " was the outcry which at 
inrst from her beart. She was beyond feeling what this 
■her senses were confused with extremity of suffering. She 
felt that another blow had been dealt at her, and that 
iT was not here to help to bear it. Then the stranger, 
lad put himself so horribly in possession of Susan's sick- 
once more began to speak. The widow could not tell 
he said — the voice rang in her ears like a noise of unmean- 
jtmd, but it stirred her to a flush of female passion, as 
't as it was shortlived. She sprang forward and took hold 
nun with her white little trembling hand; "Not here — 
sre 1" cried the mother in her passion. With her feeble 
birated into something irresistible, she put the astonished 
|M out of the room before be knew whut she was doing. 
infant had done it tbe man could not have been more 
f astonished. Outside, the people of the house were 
ng in an excited group. She thrust the dreadful mes- 
■ of joBtico out with those hands that shook with tremors 
jniah and weakness. She shut the door upon him with all 
eble strength, locked it, put a chair against it ; then she 
led and fell as she stretched out for another— fell down 
her knees, ptior soul ! and remained so, forgetting, as it 
il, how she came there, and gradually, by instinct, putting 
ler the bands which trembled like leaves in the wind — 
I, Lord 1 " cried the mother, hovering on the wild verge 
rai passion and insensibility. She called Him by name 
t titter anguish alone knows how; she had nothing to tell 
she could only call upon Him by His name. 
mdtf took the half-insensible form up in his arms and 
[ hw to the bedside, whore Susan still lay motionless with 
fa wide open, in an awful abstraction and unconsciousness. 
it M» Vincent tenderly into the chair, and held the hands 
hfiok vith that palsied irrestrainable tremor. " No one 
itng her to life but you," said the doctor, taming the face 
I tntseroblo mother towards her child. SKe W%V.«,'^t\\£,\ 
\tiB Bbe reached yon ; when she was bcvc aVvu T\ti \wv%«^ 

^efther life in your liauia." 'H.ft^^^ 
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those haada faat as he epake ; pressed tliem (;entlf, but £riul 
repeateJ liis words over agaia "In your hunda," said 
doator once more, struck to Ills heart with horror and \ 
Susan's bare beautiful arm lay on the coverlid, ivhito, nn 
atid full, like marble. The doctor, who had never seen the 
Sftion girl who was Mrs Viiiceut's daughter a week ago, thosj 
in bis heart that this full developed form and fa«e, rapt 
grandeur by the extremity of woo, gave no contradiction to ' 
accusation he had just heard with so much horror. That k 
had obliterated f^usan'a soft girlish innocence and the simpli 
of her eighteen years. She was a grand form as she lay tl 
upon that bed— might have loved to desperation — fallen— -Idl] 
Unconsciously ho uttered aloud the thought in hia heart — " I 
haps it would be better she should die I " 

Then the mother rose. Once more her painful senses ca 
back to the woman who was still the minister's mother, ai 
even in this hideous dream of misery, had not forgotten I 
habits of her life. " When my son comes he will settle it al 
said Mrs Vincent. "I expect him — any time — ho may CO 
any minute. Some one has made — a mistake. I don't kn 
what that man said ; but he has made — a mistake, doctor. ] 
son, Mr Tincent, will see to all that. It has nothing to do ff 
us. TeU me what we are to do for my child. Cut off her ha 
Oh, yes, yes, anything t 1 don't mind it, though it is a sai 
fice. She has had — a — a great fright, doctor. She could I 
tell me particulars. When her brother comes home, we t 

hear all " said the widow, looking with a jealous gaze in 1 

eyea to see if he believed her. The scene altogether o 
Dr Eider. He turned away and went to the other side of t 
room, and took a glass of water from tlie table before he could I 
swer her or meet that appeal. Then he soothed her as lie b 
could with directions about Snaan. He went away immed' ' 
te come back in an hour, if perhaps there might bo any d 
—00 he said ; but, in reality, he wanted to escape, to heai t 
dreadful story, to think what was beat. Prieadleas, with i 
body near to protect them, and the officer of justice waiting 
the door, what were thcsa women to do J perhaps death w(il 
closer than the visible messenger of fate. Woiild it be wbB 
stay that mote merciful executioner on his wayl 

The doctor found the officer outside the door, iVDltiug, 1 

without pity, at Hs post. Ha bfiMd yfhst, was this mait'e vena 

e£^e strange tragedy — atraTtgn. an&.'jtj;. TOAu-cS3.-cgaas ^^ 

gjtt^ The yonng woman Ivfti V^^'n. ■W«3^t4 a-^ -**'" 



TengeiUlC6 aitd misery she had seized one of her seducer's 
and shot liim through the head — such was the story, 
iw she had fled from the scene of the murder, tracked 
1^ step by the avenger. The whole houae was in .1 tumult, 
lay be supposed. The tudignaut laudlady, who was a 
iber of Salem, could scarcely be prevented going into the 
sly-closed room and turuing out the unhappy criminaL 
icr lodger, a nervous wonum, had already collected her 
to fly from the place. Outside, some mysterious instinct 
few people about the door of the hitherto irre- 
house, which imagination magnified into a crowd. 
dy Tozer had set out from his shop, red with anger, Ui 
re into this incipient excitement, which nobody could 
in. And stilt Arthur hod not appeared to stand by tlie 
■ble TToman in this horrible climax of fate. 
beu the doctor went hack to the room where Susan was, 
Bsd lira Vincent in a state of agitated activity. Mary and 
rere fiittjng about the room, moving hgbts before Susan's 
vakiiig what noises they could with the furniture, keeping 
ibutia commotion about the bed. " She stirred, doctor, 
we ■were trying to rouse her," aaid the widow, who had put 
rthiog hut Susan's bodily estreniity from her eyes at the 
nt The doctor, who was desperate, and whose heart 
loved, resorted to desperate measures. Ho gathered tbem 
Qie bed, set Mrs Vincent to support tho insensible form, 
raising that white marble arm which had developed into 
glorious proportion, touched the swollen blue vein with his 
The touch acted like magic. lu another moment she 
" up out of her mother's grasp, and thrown out tho 
which the blood flowed, up above ber head : the 
Mn stream caught her wild eye aa she raised her arm in the 
i eonvulsive shudder shook her frame. She threw her- 
ovor on her face with a cry of horror, far more than a 
li, in her strength of youth and passion, for the agitated 
■ tkat held her, " Mother, mother, mother I it is his blood ! 
iis life ! " cried that despairing voice. Tho confused bed, 
.valsed frame, the flowing blood, all pitifully hghted up 
y'e candle, made up of themselves a scene like murder ; 
Dr Bider vainly tried to forget the dreadful words which 
il upon his mind their untimely testimony. He shuddered 
19 touch of that white woman's hand aa he boxmiu'^ "fias 
Mtorfy a. ffe withdrew his eyes from thepai^i gcnAi&L>;\« 
//me. la spite of Mmself, horror mwi' " ' "" 
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pity. A lieavier stain was upon her fJian those ( 
'traces on licr pearly skin. Other words followed in 01 
herent stream. Fever of the heart and brain, burning i 
consuming frenzy, had seized upon this lost creatnre, iq 
no longer a girl or innocent Ere lung they had to ee) 
es, to restrain her dehrium. She, raving with a irilo 
wliich betrayed in every wandering esclamntion tlw i 
ipon her soul, lay desperate in the room vbxch had encloi 
'so many lingering hours her mother's angniah of suspeni 
fear. In an adjoining room, the man who had tolloweij 
this refuge still waited, watchful yet pitiful, intent tlj 
prisoner should not escape him. While outside a fflif 
lingered, looking up at the lights in the windows, with ii 
perception that something unusual hod happened, thought 
knew 'what it was. Such was the scene upon 'which ArtU 
cent, not unwarned, yet incredulous, came suddenly wil 
of horror and wild indignation as he reached hia own d« 
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When Vincent was set down, in the darkness and s 
Sunday night, in the Dover railway station, it ivas soma i 
before he could collect himself, and understand where ] 
He had fallen into a. feverish sleep during the journey, I 
he could have supposed himself capable of sleeping tt'. 
moment ; but he was young, and unused to the ceaselew 
and excitement and total want of rest which had oblitnl 
him the natural distinction between night and day. W 
fcllow-passengera trooped a'way, ■with all the bustle aniJ 
raent nf travellers who had then only completed the fill 
of their journey, to the pier and the night-boat which Wl 
" irry them across the Channel, he, whom various pnrft 
itendants stimulated ■with adjurations to make haste, &n 
that he would be late, stumbled out into the dark^' 
ig Me faculties, and trying to think what lie must do Si 
as giddy and feverish ■with that inaiifficjent snatch t 
wfiicli had lost bim tke l\mB m -w^idfl. Vb, m\^t ha^ 
ifl^ing Ms plana. But -wlien. \v& ^ot «si\a\a.«s fti% '''''**^ 
~~ Vnown place, into fhe g\"0-m ^>^ aK^^*. M^5>.>g*5" 



s of tUo Iiouieleaa sea" souniiing sullen against tlie uuaecn 
>re, recollection and energy came back to hini. Tliat veiy 
ind, booming through the darkness, inspired Susan's brother. 
i thought of her forlorn, desolate, succourlesa, a weary wan- 
rer seeking rest and finding none, shrouded up in darkness 
d danger, lost in the inysterioTis gloom — such was the senti- 
int of the night. The minister went on rapidly to the town, 
th its restless lights, through which everybody seemed to be 
; towards the unseen sea. Should he follow with the 
ir should he stop at the hotel of which Mary had teld 
[e quickened his steps as he reached the open door of 
c inn, and plunged in to make rftpid inquiries. Nobody knew 
Iher Colonel Slildmay or Mr Fordham, but the party which he 
scribed had been there, and bad left only an hour before — 
it for the boat, the attendants thought ; but the boat was 
iging its bells through the night ; aud if by chance they had 

e there, no time was to be lost. He rushed from the inn as 
tts his wearied limbs could carry him to the pier, where the 
okers-on stood aside out of his way, recognising his excitement. 
B went through among all the passengers with the rough 
plain and his lantern, having briefly explained to that fanc< 
mary what he wanted. But they were not there. When he 
d satisfied himself, he left the boat, and stood with suspicious 
[uctance, nnwilling to lose sight of it, on the pier, and watched 
B coloured lamp on the mast of the steamer gradually gliding 
cough the darkness out of the sheltering harbour, till it began 

plunge and heave on the unseen sea. Then he took his 
mbted way back to the inu. It was very late, and all the 
pdlation seemed to disappear out of the streets, with the 

" 1 attendant crowd which had been waiting npon the last 

>t of the day, the departure of this night-boat, The inn 

elf looked half asleep, and was half closed when he returned. 

I further arrivals, no incidents in the shape of trains or 
ats, were to be looked for tiil the morning. It was the first 
tnfl that Arthur had encountered this compulsory pause of 
ght. Ho struggled agiunst it for some time, questioning the 
liters, aud gleaning some particulars which did but increase 
B anxiety; but the waiters themselves were sleepy, and all 
B world around had closed itself up in utter quietness and 

Tincent went out again, but he coiVd ^ 
(ere, aave at the oiEce of the police, wkeie W ■wea'i. w 
toaskthaseniees of some one aki\M i.ns\i(i)vi\a^ 
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\la (uiiiid this not without dilGculty, but notliii^ \ 
(Idqs tliut night. He heul t^ go back to the hotnl, to < 
the noucsiiary rest for which, uotwithstonding the fercr C 
ntitid, his worn-out fmnie crared. Weaiiness, indeed, li 
dually ovurpowored and absorbed him; strtrager than s 
moro urgent even than hia love for his sister, was this j: 
and overpowering cxhauation wluch began to occupy a 
thoughts. Though he struggled with it, he could not bt 
ill Ilia heart, with a certain guilt, how this overwbeltimig d 
to thraw himself down somewhere and rest poi<sesscd him te | 
the exclusion of more worthy impulses. After he Lad urdnni 
Homo refresliment, of which, indeed, he stood as much in neeii, 
the young man threw himself upon a sofa, and there fell intti * 
dco]) sleep of utter weariness. He could do no more. He 
ulL'pt as youth must sleep, were it on the edge of a precijiiw, 
wure it at the deathbed of its dearest friend. The very nnila - 
who brought in the food he had ordered, took pityupoutb 
worn-iiut alnmberet. The man heaped up the fire, and covert 
Vincunt ivith hja railway wrapper before he withdrew; laiM 
WU8 not till morning that the young minister awoke out of tM 
]irofouud slumber — awoke c!_ued and aching and confiued^a 
the dark, with the untouched meal still on the table, the eaue 
flamiug in its socket, and he himself totally unaware hovlfl. 
ho hnd been asleep. In the interval that elapsed before l| 
first sounds of awakening life in the house, he had time lo si 
loot hiniself, and when he went down-stairs to the coffee-tix 
still in the dark of the winter morning, had regained more <X 
mand of himself and his powers than at any previous It 
sinco this misery eame u^wn him, 

But it was still so early that the Urc was scarcely otigli^ d 
he had to wtut for the cup of coffee he ordered. Vincent vi 
to the window, as was natural — a large window looking into ■ 
dark street, faintly lighted with lamps, which somehow bii 
loss bright in the chill of the morning than they did at i 
Looking out vaguely, yet with the vigilance of anxiety, wil 
being able to discriminate anything except here and there a 
figure pAssing iu the darkness, the young man waited wiA B 
face close to the uncurtained panes. There was nothing in & 
blank uudcciphemblc street to interest him, and yet he a ~ 
out mechanically iu the anxious preoccupation of his g 
When die attendant cam© iiiUi tbe room with his t 
attention vras temporarily tfetnwAci. tte ^A ■w^ ^a 
table where breakfast was bemg n-tran^i Vw \i 



eye waa caugUt hy the gleam of a paaaing face, glastly 
die darkness, lucking Jn. Before he could draw breath, 
ridon was gone. Without saying a word to the aston- 
ater, who began to tliink him mad, Ylticcut duahed out 
'i vanishefl vision. Two female figures were visible a 
^er on in the gloomy street. He pursued them with 
s, noiseless speed, and grasped at the arm of a terrified 
who, gasping with sudden fright, turned upon him a 
tad never seen before. Nobody else was to be seen in 
ctjon. The minister mode an iuajticulate apology, and 
back to search for some opening or passage through 
lat face could have disappeared. It was no fancy of 
p^ted that pale counteuaucu upon the darkness — the 
ca that he had seen in the roiln'uy carriage following 
Mildmay — the same, but with a new look of horror aiid 
ion in its eyes. The young man investigated, as he 
every doorway, every corner which could have given 
} Bndi a fugitive. He returned, excited and agitated, 
in, to ask if there waa any passage through the line of 
'hichhe might have overlooked, but could hear of none, 
o his lips to ask if they had heard of any crime or acd- 
ing the night — any — murder ; but prudence restrained 
itions utterance. He went out with the wildest agitii- 
iia mind ; something had happened. Mrs Hilyard'a 
Euuing in unconscious at the window, betrayed to him 
[Ore clearly than any confession, that some new and 
vat had been added to that woman's strange experiences 
aad in the darkness he had been aware of some shadowy 
side her, accompanying her ghostly way. Perhaps her 
erhaps — could it be Susan 1 The young man went out, 
ring where ho went, into the darkness of the winter 
; he hjBtened to the pier, to the railway, startling the 
i people about, but nowhere could either see or 
IiKV Could it be a delusion 1 but the wildest imagin- 
. the world could not have inspired with such a new 
f escpression the eyes that gleamed out of that ghastly 

daylight Iwd just got final mastery of the dark, 
it mot the man whom he had employed the night 
help him hi his inquiries. This agent, more skilful 
miniater, had found out the cab-drivet ^\io caKfle^iai. 
fita n tJie hotel on the previoua Bveiunj. 
^b^o iiare made the precipitate rcttea.^. ol a 



eudilenly startled aud fiightened out of his plans. Tlie en' 
gave a detailed nccount of the atninge conduct of his fare, 
was a-going to the pier to the Oatend eteamer, sir," sa 
driver, " when I was pnlled up sharp, aud got my diroctiQ 
ttim about sudden and go to the railway. There 
«H I Bee keeping her eye on us, a-standbg by the pier 
with her bag in her hand ; but it wa.i dork, and dit 
liaye seen who was in the cab. The same nccaired, sir, i 
came np to the railway. I don't say aa I see the lady 
but sure enough I was pulled up second time, mid. ordere 
along the Folkestone road, a matter o' three mile or so. 
I wna turned back again ; and the end of all was that I 
them to the Swan in Walmer Street, as ia a place where ll 
well-aired beds and chops, and that style o' thing. Thit 
the style of thing aa ia done in the Lord Warden. To fi 
fare, and porticlnr along with ladies, from the one of 
places to the other, looks queer — that's what it does ; it 
very queer, sir. It made me take a deal of notice. Gen' 
tall, llght-hoired, hook nose, awful swell to look at. Ll 
one on 'em pretty tall, one Uttle ; pretty creatures, but d 
ful akeared, aa far aa I could see. The little one had a blue 
That'a them, sir ; thought aa I was right." 

" And you can take me to the place i " said Vincent 
" Jump into my cab, and I'll have you there, sir, in 
minutes," aaid the man. 

The minister sprang into tlie cab alone. He no 
wanted the aid of a atrauger ; the darkling streets seem 
glide past him, and not he paat them, as he dashed on 
to find his sister, tliis time there could bo no mistake. 
they had threaded several obscure Rtreets, the driver ca; 
sudden jiauae, got off his box, aud touched his hat wil 
alarmed look. " I can't drive up to the very 'ouacj air 
a crowd around the door ; they do say as something 
pened. I hope it ain't to any of your friends!" siud thi 
man. Vincent flung the door open as be woa speaking 
rushed out. A horrified aud excited crowd waa besiegtn 
door of the shabby public-house to which he had been bK 
Seeing hia haaty arriTal, and the passionate anxiety in his 
the crowd gave way before him, recognising his right of t 
the very poUceman at the door yielded to bim in the fe 
ills passiou. " What ia itV ^6 gt^sA, aware of putting 
eome women and babies iTom ttift ioot ■m'Co. -la^^^amaA 
K that W "hsA atuaiJi^ -w^ '" 



I, aod WHS (Itmimdiug im answor tu lib queatS 
BBt wild veLemencc. The question waa answer* 
* eager voicca. It was murder — murder I He could 
Dut notliijiff but the word in the confusion of many 
as and of his own mind. Nobody opposed his ontranco 
fid what bu^ness he had tliere. He sprang up the stairs 

> or three steps, pressed forward to a half-opcu door, witli- 
icb he saw some people assembled, and, unawares thnist- 
ide a mau who stopped liim, went Into that chamber of 

Sereral people were around the bed — one, a surgeon, 
ied "with the prostrate figure there. Vincent, over the 

of the spectators, gaaed with burning eyes at this horrible 
die. Susan herself, whom he did not expect to find there, 
Mild associate in any way with sucli a scene, faded out of 
ind as he gazed with hnggard face and horror-stricken soul 

blattered head, bound up in bloody bandages, scarce re* 
ablo except by sharp eyes of love or hate, which rested on 
Lean pillow. He asked no questions for the moment. To 
lone the business needed no eisplanation. He was not 
mrprised^ — he stood gazing in a momeutary trance of hor- 

tbe lamentable sight. It was a wretched room, shabby 
icagre, such a plac« as only terror could have driven Mild- 
0. YiUaiu as he was, his punishment had begun before 
istol-shot brought it to a climax — even in his success he 
sen conscious that she would keep her word. 

> policeman at the door touched Vincent on the slee^ 
i be turned from the dreadful spectacle before hii 
» allowed in here but for a good reason," said this i 
[ BHspiciously at the stranger ; " unless you knows soi^ 
about it, or have come to identify the poor gentleman,! 
Aome use somehow, I can't let you stay here." 
do not wish to stay here," said Vincent, turning o 
, shudder. " I want to see the ladies who were with him. 

know who he is — but I am not a friend of hia ; I h 
]gto do with the matter. Where are the ladies who 11 
lUul Miss Vincent," said the minister, with a pang, '' 

SGbb Mildmay. I have come to take them away." 
bs hMlies as were with him? Oh, it's them as yi 

ting ; perhaps you'll stop a minute and talk to the in _ 

•id tie policemau. " The ladies as were with him 1 May- 
I can teU the inspector something as wiW te\ij ^'aaiisa\ 
'"■gl^ow (Ae reasQB 83 brought out tvjo ■"jtiuQj-^a^cft 






friends tlicy can collect afore all's done. You co 
with me." 

It WB9 a, relief to get out of sight of that which horrific 
fuBClDnted his eyes. Vincent foUowed the man into oj 
room without observing tho evident sus|)jcioH with wlii 
was regarded, " Where are thoyl " he aaked again. "] 
a cab below. Tliis is not a jilaco for wonipu. I have co 
take them away. Wlitre are the ri^^p'" of the house 1 
do you mean by keeping your hand on nie t I want Miaa 
cent. Do yon hear me J I have nothing to do with Co 
tlildinay. He has plenty of friends to avenge him. I 
my sister. Where is shel Call the people of the house." 

Vincent threw olF tho policeman's hand from his ami, 
looking for a bell, rang Tiolently. He was too much li 
stricken, and too secure of finding Susan, weeping and In 
to some comer, to show any of the passionate oagemssi 
which he had started on his search. Little doubt ah 
there, poor lost souL He shrank from meeting with hw, 
that the meeting was so near ; and his thoughts vent af 
other desperate wretched woman, flying — ^who could t<Jl W 
— in despair and darkness, Tho liouse was in utter disi 
as was natural ; none of ita humble occupants being capab 
the present exciting moment, of attending to their usu^ d 
Vincent rang the hcU again, till it pealed and echoed thi 
the place. Then ho bethought himself, with a natural sht 
of the death-chamber close by. He turned to the matt I 
side, with an instinctive involuntary curiosity. "Is any 
3Us]>ected 1 " said the minister, feeling his face grow pale 
a dreadful conscioAisnesa of the secret which be shared, 
before he could hear the answer, his second summon* 
brought up the terrified mistress of the house, attended 
way up the stair by a throng of curious womea ~ 
hurriedly to meet her at the door. 

"Where are the ladiesl" said the minister. "I hafl 
heard that my sister was brought hero lost night, TdS 
am here. Take me to lier. Don't be alarmed, Yott ' 
what I uieanl The two ladies — young ladies who eanu 
with Colonel Mildmay last night — where are theyl 
heavens ! do yon not understand what 1 mean )" 

"The young ladies, sir!" faltered the landlady, gaspin( 
Jooking at the manwbo atffl ke^fVs^ NS.-^wi'i^.'a "' 

' ' ' leas ua ! The young \aAiea ■" 

,ke hnste and let \\wm Vw^ "^ a.-m.\«wi; 



I'l'^Uimy growing more and more anxious. " I will uudertnk 
i, produce them if they are wanted as witneasea. Where ure 
^^y 1 — wterc ia my sister ) I tell you she is my sister. I have 
^"•io for har. Tell Misa Vincent. Surely I imi speaking plain 
*^Blia!i," said the young man, with a flusli of sudden di'ead. 
^The elder one, Miss Vincent — you underatand mel Let her 
■^wthatlanihere." 

ffia sister ! Oh, Lord bless us ; and he don't know no 
3*0k than the unborn," cried the woman of the house. 
^*nl I p'liceman, can't you tell tlie poor gentleman) _._ 
J*ter ! ob, that's worse than ever, tliat is. Some poor young 
Wring as has been beguiled and led astray. Lord biesa na ! 
«oa't look at me o' that way, I ain't to blame. Oh, graciona 
*l«, that I should have to tell the gentleman, and you standing 
•lieie I Oh, air, it's her as has done it. She's gone away from 
■jjlwa afore break of day, I don't biame her ; oh, I don't blame 
hit ; don't look o' that dreadful way at me. He's drove her to 
<% Witli bad usage. She'll have to suffer for it ; but I don't 
wuno her. I don't blame her if it was my last word in life." 

Vincent felt his tongue cleave to his mouth. He was stnn- 
tied ; lie did not know what he said — what he was hearing. 
"Blame her? whom? for whati" he snjd, with a mechanical 
^^jffort. He seemed to himself to bo suddenly engnlfefl in si 
korrible cloud, but he did not know what it meant, 

" Ob, Lord ! don't look o' that dreadful way at me ; a 
gone off from here aa soon as she done it," cried the woa 
" She had that much sense left, poor soul. He's drove her 
mad ; he's drove her to it. My man says it can't bo brought 
in no worse than manslaughter— — " 

'* You don't understand me," Vincent broke in ; " you a 
talking of the criminal Who are you talking of 1 — but it does 
not matter. I want Miss Vincent. Do you hear mel— the 
jouiig lady whom he brought here kst night. Where is my 
water 1 Gone away before daybreak I You mean the criminal, 
tmt I want my sister — Susan ! take me to where she ia. She 
)uul nothing to do with it. I will give you anything— pay you 
anytliiug, only take me to where she is." 

He moved towards the door aa he spoke, half believing that, 
if lie could but hold out and refuse to credit tliia horror, Susan 
inigbt still be found. "Lord bless us ! t)ie poor young gentle- 
lau's gone out of Jus .senses," ciiod the \aaOi\ai^. "Y^Vv® 
o^TO^ ali the house, if tiiat'a what lie ^.-ants. "^eTs ^» 
"~'^'* ' " I'll take you^n "i^u 



they were in — alio and tLe other one. This way, sic. T 
hadn't uothing with them but two little bags, so thorc Wt 
much to leave; but audi ns it is, being her night-thlnj^ 
there. She wasn't thinking of bags, nor any of her littla e 
forta, when she went away. Here, sir; walk in here." 

The woman took him to a room up<sCairs, where YiU 
followed licr mci:lianii:ally. The room kail evidently been 
cupied a very short time before- Upon a chair, open, witfr 
contents only half thrust in, was a travelling-bag, which 
minister recognised at once — a piece of family property dres 
to see in such » place. Susau had been putting her lU 
away with the orderly instinct of her mother's daughter li. 
tliis Euddcn shock of terror came upon her. " Do you men 
tell me that it is she who lias gone away," said Vincent, ml 
look of incredulous wonder and appeal — " she — Susan ViUO 
my sister! Take time to think. It was nut she — stHiub 
else. Tell me where she is " 

" Oh, sir, dou't say anything as may eome against her," a 
the limdlady, " It's nobody but her, poor soul, poor aunl. 
it was possible to think as it could be anotJier, I would— 
there was nobody else to do it. As soon as we heard the I 
and the groan the master got up. He met her on the atail) 
if you'll believe me, like a woman as was walking in her di 
He was that struck he daren't say a word to her. He let 
pass by him and go out at the door — and when he wanti 
the gentlemaji'a room and found liim there n-dying, ^ ' 
gone clean off, and couldn't be heard of. Folks say as my 1 
band should have stopped her, but it wasn't none of his b 
nesa. Oil, sir, don't say nothing as'U put them on her tta 
There's one man gone off after her already^ — oh, ifs dtl 
ful I — if you'll be advised by me, you'll slip out the bot^ 1 
and don't come across that policeman again. If she did 
him," cried the weeping landlady, " it was to save hef 
poor dear. I'll let you out the back way, if you'll be gn! 
by™." 

The horror of this accusatiou hod come home to ViJlW 
mind at last, He saw, as if by a sudden flmh of dm 
enlightenment, not guilt indeed, or its awful puniahmentj 
opea shame — the diagraue of publidty — the horrible stupui 
wJiich were of themselves more than enough to kill the uofai 
girl. He made a great eScitt to 6^ea.t,\iwt could not for 
Itjmcnt. He thrust m tiie v(\\\ft solt ^Tcusriia -i^^k^' 
? out of it, into 'CaaX ia.mVi\OT \i^,-wV\^m^^H 
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poog more acute thtm all tlie terrible newa lie nns Lear- 
He had travelled with it himself on iiinoceut boyish 
yg, had seen it in his mother's innocent hands— and now 
id it in this shaddering atmosphere of crime and mystery I 
I shuddered oa he roosed himself to apeak. " Hush — 
BMd Yinceut, " you mistake, my sister has nothing tn 
h it ; I — I can prove that — easily," said the minister, 
■ the words out with difficulty, " Tell me liow it all 
,ed — ^when they came here, what passed ; for instance 
He paused, and his eye caught another evidence of the 
rf his hitrrible position. It was tlie blue veil which he 
btlowed and described, and looked for through all these 
He took it up in hb hand, crushing it together 
SD almost ungovernable impulse of rage, from where it 
lea thrown down on the shabby carpet. " For instance," 
losan's brother, restraining himself, " where is the gitl 
rore this ! You said Miss Vincent went away alone — 
vaa the other! was she left behind — is she herel" 
e policeman had followed them up into tlie room in natural 
'\iy and suspicion. The landlady's husband had sworn 
tesaii left the house by herself. Then, where was the 
The fugitive hod been tracked to the railway, the police- 
cud ; but she was alone. Kobody hod thought before of 
ipanion. The inspector arrived while they were 
over the house trying if it were possible to find any traces 
B lorlorn creature, Vincent was much too profoundly con- 
l ]uiii3elf to keep silence about the mysterious movements 
iwoiaau whom he had seen on his way to Dover — whom 
id seen that very morning iii the darkness— whom he 
to be the bitterest enemy of the murdered man. It was 
iriwn he described her — when he tried to collect all the 
he had ever had about lier for the guidance of 
« — that he saw how little he knew of her in reaUty. His 
iMoiptJou was tinged with a touch of fancy ; and in this 
emergency he perceived, for the first time, how much 
pnatiou had supplied of the interest he felt in this 
When he bad done all it was possible to do to set 
her track, and gathered all he could of the sup- 
poofs against Susan, he left the place where he could do 
lg Inrther. He had to describe himself fully — to prove 
'tatitj by a reference to the Dissenting iian\s\ft^ <il tVv 
^^expiiiia a'lience he had come and ■w^i'OiiCT ^le "««& 
^^^H^fia oliicera iu charee of the lioiiae, Bk\\Q\i.( 
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scious that they had no gmunda for detaining Win, woa 
him go. Bat he was permitted to leave at last. Whi 
waited for the next train to Carliugford, he questioned ti 
man, who could give but a very faiut and indistinct deaoi 
of the lady whom he had seen at the pier-gates, whose a[ 
mice had stopped Colonel Mildmay in the proBecutiou ( 
jouraey. She was standing under a lamp, the man aaiil 
gentleman might see her, but he didn't think as she coal 
him ; but dim as the vision was, this was another little li 
the chain of evidence. If it did but vindicate Susan — aati 
not from the penalty, but from the very shadow and stuq 
of such a horror 1 It was this which filled the minister'! 
with every sort of frightful apprehension. To have 6i 
name exposed to such a horrible publicity — to have n 
scene, auch a crime anyhow connected with hia sister — the 
shook Vincent's mind utterly, and almost disabled liini 
tliought at all. And where was she. poor horror-stricken 
tive 'I He scarcely dared hope that she had gone ti 
Sudden death, madness, any misery, seemed possible t« 
overtaken the unhappy girl thus suddenly reft out of thjs | 
fulness of her youth, into circumstances so horrible, Wl 
entered Carlingford, late at nighty it was with insuppc 
pangs of suspense and alarm that he looked into the fe 
met on the lighted streets. Were they looking at him ■ 
with a consciousness that some frightful shadow en'^ 
liim 1 Tozer'a shop was already shut — earlier than usual, sui 
and two or three people stood talking at the open door, c 
visible against the gaslight, which still burned bright n 
Parther up, opposite his own house, two or three passengen 
stopped to look up at the lighted windows. When Yil 
thru-st aside a lad who happened to be in his way, asking, 
uncontrollable irritation, wLat he wanted there, the door e| 
suddenly at the sound of Ms voice. AU was exoi 
confused within — common life, with its quiet euminot 
answers, was over there. Wild confusion, agitation, r ^ 
surrounded the unfortunate minister. His landlady eaia 
ward to meet Irnn, to bewail her own misfortune, and u 
him with the wrong he had done her. " 1 took in the 
for a lodger, because he was sure to be steady and reapet 
and this is what he has brought te mc !" cried the bjti 
woman. " What is tlie raeamtig ol ^ this 1 " cried TT 
looking round MrawMi reattaineil. Vo-vj ■,\f«&'fi» fi^-« 
'" an answer. Ho -weut up ^« ^^^ ■««'°« -td V-— »* 
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Jie rushed breathless u]i-staira, loud outcries of delirium 
Ihed Mm, Id bis horror and anguish he could not recognise 

roice — was it his mother who had given way under the ter- 
burden) He dashed o[>en the door of the sittizig-room in 
fall he hod spent so many quiet hours — neither mother nor 
r were there ; instead of them a rough-featured mau, in a 
L travelling -coat, and Tozer, flushed and argumentative, 
g by the table. Vinceat had sot tima to ask 'what the 
tovetsy was that was going oa between the two. The 
1 grasped his hand with an almost violent pressure, 
c the stranger's arm. " Beg your pardon for being in 
\ toon), Mr Vincent, bnt me and this gentleman has a little 
I'll be back presently and esploin," said the good 
1, with a compassionate look at the young man, whose 
' eyes sought with instinctive suspicion that unknonn 
" I'm your friend, Mr Vincent — I always was ; I'm not 
B will desert a friend in trouble," said Tozer, with another 
) oi his hand, lowering hia voice. Then he disappeared 
I his strange companion. The minister waa alone with those 
Lwith this agitation. He threw himself down in momentary 
, The worst, it appeared, hod hapjiened— the horror had 
1 before him. He gave up everything in the anguish 
i toonient. There seemed to be no use for any further 
To this sensitive, spotless, inexperienced household, 
it than denth. 
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came to himself, and beguu to see clearly 
hoTTora of his position, hia miud, driven to its last strong- 
reUied convulsively to meet the worst. It was Susan 
raviBg dose by; but her brother, in the sickening despair 
Is heart, had not the courage to go into that agitated sick- 
He sat waiting for Tozer'a return with a sense of help- 
, a sense of irritation, against which he had no strength 
(nd. In that bitter moment he gave up everything, and 
no longer capable of striving againati \v\a i'iU. Ka 

K-t tiiat all CarJingford must aitesA^ \i& SiscMsaa*^ 
lat had come upon liim, ' ' ' " ' ^ 



hoiioiiraljle name was alreody sullied by the breatL ul llw 
crowd ; and, with a gtrange mixture of iatolenmce and aiga- 
ness, he waited the return of the man who had firet, aa i' 
]>eiired, thrust himself into the aecret^a man whom the niti 

must not affront, must not defy, on peril of nil he had u , 

world. These few silent moments were more t*rrib!e to Yin 
cent than any that had gone before them. Was it any 
holding out, attempting to keep a. brave face tn the »_., 
struggling against thia crushing blow?— or would it nrtb 
eagicst to give iu, to di^op the useless arms, to fly fpon th 
inevitable downfall? Some comer of the earth there study n 
uiaiiied where be could hide his head and £nd a shelter furtk 
two poor women who were greater sufferers than he. It m 
with such feelings that he awaited the return of Tozet— " 
aggravated by ^e consciousness that somehow the hn 
was engaged in hia service at thb very moment, and \)j i 
shadowy and miexpressed suspicion in his mind aa ' '' ■" " 

actcr of the stranger whom Tozer had taken away. 

lent deacon returned at last with looks of conscious importaoet 
He was very sorry and anxious, but he could rot help locOdn 
confidential, and standing a little higher upon the gromul i 
thia mystery, which nobody shared but himself. Once mm ' 
shook hands with Vincent, sympathetically, aud with a g 
full of meaning. 

" The thing for us to do is to keep it quiet — to keep it qoltl 
sir," said Tozer, lowering his voice as he spoke. " Nothlq 
must be said about it — no more nor can be helped, MrYinoMl 
Aa tar as it has gone, there's nobody as has beard but me, \ 
it could be kept private from the Salem folks," continued 
butterman, taking a seat at the table, and looking cautiaUJ 
round him, as if to make sure that no one was within hoirii 
" it would be for the best. Them women do make such a tl 
about everything. Not to tcil a falsehood, eir, aa I vooUa 
not to save my own, if so be 03 my own could be in midl 
position — we'll say aa your sister's took bad, sir, that's »l 
we'll say. And no lie neither — ^hear to her, poor soul I— Bi 
Mr Vincent," said Tozer, drawing closer, aud confiding his don 
in a whisper, " what she says is best not to be listened %a, 
you'll take my advice. It ain't to be built upon what a p 
creature says in a fever, but them sort of words and sc 
rfon 't come out of nothing but 4 troubled mind. She w 
xgted awful — so tbe man te\is me" 

was the manV astei"^'vii'^^'^>'M''^«®^ 
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■' The m&ii ) oli ! — wlucli nuiii was yon meaning, sir ? " aakcd 
per, with a little fright, recurring to his more generous iuten- 
b of keeping fhia intruder altogether from the knowledge of 
B minister ; " nobody in particulnr, Mr Vincent — nobody as 
■rortlt mentioning. One aa was sent to inquire — that's alL 
k cleared liim away out of the road," said the butterman, 

■ without some natural complaceni^ : " there ain't no matter 
Bat him. Don't ask mo no more, Mr Vincent, for it's losing 
BB OB is precious. If there's anything aa can be done, it's best 
■do it directly. I'd speak to John Brown aa is the cleverest 
HBiiey in Carlingford, sir, if I was you. She's young, and, 
bI was saying, she was aggravated awful. She might be got 

^B^K" said Vincent, who had to put a desperate curb 
^^^HUf, lest the restrained rage with whicli he heard this 
^^^^Bi of gnilt should burst out; "you think there is 
^^Pl^iii this horrible business — that my sister has some- 
Pq^4o da with it. It is all a frightful delusion — an in- 

■"Mr Vincent, sir, you mustn't swear. I'm as sorry for you 
la man can be ; but you're a minister, aud you mustn't give 
w," erud Tozer. " If there ain't nothing in it, so much the 
Her ; but I'm told as the evidence is clean again' her. Well, 
■roa't say no more ; it's no pleaaure to me to think of a young 
■ttnre, and a minister's daughter, with a. mother tike what 
Ks got, going any ways astray— far tbe contrary, Mr Vin- 
b: your own futher, if he was living, couldn't be more sorry 
Baste. But my advice is, keep quiet, and don't let anything 
Koot no more nor can be helped. I don't mean to say as it 

■ be altogether kep' quiet — that ain't in the nature of things ; 

■ I don't mean to make you suppose as all is likely to go 
lootli, and mi fault found. There's pretty sure to be some 
■deuaotness, one way or another ; and the only thing as I 
K Oes is just to put up witii it, and stand your ground, and 
BTDtir duty all the same. And I for one will stand by you, 
■* Boid Tozer, rising to his feet with a little glow of conscious 
henmty and valour, and shaking the hand of the poor young 
bister with cordial kindness — " I'll stand by you, sir, for one, 
■rierer happens ; and we'll tide it out, Mr Vincent, that's 
bt vft'Il do, sir, if you can but hold on." 

fTiuuifc you," said poor Vincent, moved to tW \i6?s\, — 
^ant yoa- J dare not think how it is a\\ to e\ii,\i'a'L ftwste. 
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" And tell your motlier," continued Tnzer, swelling to a lit 
triumph in liis own magnanimity — " toll your mother as I a 
80 ; tfiU her as I'll stand by you through thick and thin; a 
we'll pull through, we'll pull through!" said the buttcnni 
slowly disappearing, with a face radiant with conscious b 
and patronage, through the open door. 

Vincent had followed him with an instinct of civility a 
gratitude. Just as Tozer withdrew, a fresh burst of oat( 
came from the sick-room, ringing through the excited km 
The deacon turned round half-way down tlie stair, held np 1 
hands, listened, and made a movement of wondering pi^ I 
wards the closed door which hid Susan, hut did not keep . 
her cries. The wretched minister drew back from that oonni 
Rioitate gesture as if some one bad struck him a blov. 
went back and threw himself down on the sofa, and coto 
hia face with his hands. The pity and the patronage were d 
last drop of humiliation in hia bitter cup. Hot tears cams ' 
his eyes ; it seemed to him more than Hesh and blood coi 

Some time elapsed, however, before Vincent had the conn 
to meet hia mother. "When those dreadful outcries sank ii 
exhaustion, and all for the moment was quiet in the sidt-tiM 
he sent to teli her he had arrived, and went to the dresiJI 
door which she kept closed so jealously. He was afraid 
meet her eye when she came to him, and noiselessly drew hi 
within. Judging by himself, he had not ventured to thil 
what hia mother's horror and despair would be. But MraVi 
cent put her arms round het son with an exclamation of thmk 
giving, "Oh, Arthur! thank God, yon are come. Now 
shall be able to bear it," cried his mother. She cried a lit 
upon his breast, and then wiped her eyes and looked np otb 
with qaiyering lips. " Oh, Arthur, what my poor darling n 
have come through !" said Mrs Vincent, with a wistful ip[ 
to him in her tender eyes. She said nothing of the (Ul 
horror. It lay upon her soul a frightful, inarticulate shtidl 
but in the mean time she could only think of Susan and 1 
fever — that fever which afforded a kind of comfort to I 
mother — a proof that her child had not lost Irer jm 
lightly, but that the shock had been to Susan a horribbtl 
rulsion, shaking earth and heaven, The mother and sonW 
together to the bedside to \qoV. sX. VW \mha.ppy cauw ol : 
tAeir sorrows — she cUn^ng-mfti^vet ^K&i«t VsaJi. Vi^a^i 
■ !ul now, and afraid m ttie ie-e'Cna ol V«! \ia)aft."^-^ 



IS TOily 8 man, might be Lard upon Susan in iicr terrible 
ent. Tt was more than a year since Vincent hail seen 
et. Was it Suaan t The grandeur of the stricken form, 
\tares sublimed and elevated, the m.ijeatic proportions 
hich this awful crisis of fate had developed the fair- 
girl of Lonsdale, struck her brother with unspeakable 
d pity. Pity and awe ; but yet another feeling mingled 
wonder with which he gazed upon her. A thrill of 
same over him. That frightful, tropical blaze of pasaion, 
I, and woe which had produced this sudden develop- 
lad it developed no unknown qualities in Susan's heart ? 

lay there in the majesty of unconsciousness, she re- 
1 more a woman who could avenge herself, than a soft 
a sudden victiui of a bad man. Vincent turned away 
le bed with an involuntary shudder. He would not, 
lOt, look at her again : he left bis mother to her unceas- 
il, and himself went to hia own room, to try if rest were 
i. Beet was not easy in such a terrible complication of 

but weariness is omnipotent with youth. He did 
f snatehes, in nttcr fatigue and exhaustion — slept long 
to secure for himself the unspeakable torture o£ waking i 
»iiewed horror of a new day. 
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noniing the minister rose to the changed life and woddfl 
how surrounded his way, if not with much less excite-^ 
i least with a more familiar knowledge of all the troubles 
encompassed him. As he sat over the pretended bre^- 
1^ which he had no appetite, and not even heart enough 
;b a show of eating, hearing close by the voice of his 
cMMum, sometimes in faint nmrmurs, sometimes rising 
A ootcries of passion, and pondered all the circumstances 
:fD^tful calamity, it is not wonderful that his heart 
^rtUmn him. He had found out quickly enough that it 
I ofBcw of justice whom Tozer had succeeded, by what 
be oonld not tell, in removing from to \o\isft. ^% 

■ all the facts sufficiently v/eU totei\i's X\iaa% tc- 
r times sj-mpathetic. Tte otteT \o45,cw m "^^J 
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house, some of whom had already left for fear of pollution, *M 
equally aware of all the circumstances of the case ; and it M 
impossible to hope that a tale so csciting, known to ao ""■« 
could be long of spreading. The minister seemed to himselfM 
look ruin in the face, as he sat in profound dejection, laiiiJB| 
Iiis head in liis hands. He had committed his sister's intend 
into the hands of the best attorney he could hear uf in D^| 
that watch and search might be made on the spot forfl 
further information ; and now the only thing posdhle t«fl 
done was to secure some still more skilful agent iu Londs^l 
superintend the case, and set all the machinery of deteotiotfl 
motion to discover Mrs Hilyard. Vincent had nothing in fl 
world but the income which he drew from the libemlitjfl 
Salem ; an income which could iU stand the drain of thne^l 
repeated journeys, not to speak of the expenses of Susan'sfl 
fence. All that the minister had would not be enough to ntfl 
a fit defeuder for her, if she had to undergo the frightful cvi^t 
of a trial. The very thought of it drove her unhappy brot^l 
desperate. Would it not he better if she died and escaped d| 
crowning misery, which must kill her anyhow, if she surriifl 
to bear it i But these ponderings were as unprofitable u Ufl 
were painful. When he had seen hts mother, who whispeit^fl 
him accounts of Susan's illness, which his mind was too n^fl 
preoccupied to understand, he went away immediately to ^M 
railway, and hastened to town. While he stood wiuting in ^M 
lawyer's office, he took up hatlessly, without knowing wfaatH 
was doing, the newspaper of the day. There he found ^| 
whole terrible tale made into a romance of real lif oi iaJlil^B 
his sister's name, indeed, was withheld, but no ot)u^9H^| 
spared. As he stood wiping the heavy dew ^om V^^^^H 
half frantic with rage and despair, the quick eye oi^^^^^l 
caught a couple of clerks in another comer of the <4^^^^H 
over another newspaper, full of lively interest imd'^^^^^l 
It was Susan's story that interested them ; the V^^^^^M 
heightened with romantic details these hideous ham^|^^^^| 
had clianged all his life, and made the entire worIdirBB|[^| 
Vincent ; and all over the country by this time, nevraila| 
readers were waking up into excitement about this new tAbjH 
love, revenge, and crime. The poor minister put dmtn |H 
paper as if it had stung him, and drew back, tingling itt nJH 
nerve, from the table, where he could almost hear the diaMl^B 

which waa going vn about ^laa ■, "«\ift\si Soa '^^^jj^Jj^l 

led to, and whether sliH-woviiVfti'aiaii. 'V^^jl^H 



UlEHU chapel. SSS 

his senses and aelf-cammand wUeii he fmiud himseli face to 
e witli the eool lawyer, who waited for his tragic atoty as a 
fctter of bushieas, and wiio had nothing to do with the heart- 
or the disgrace which it involved. He was detained 
ir some time, giving as full an account as he could of all 
i circumEtances, and describing as well as he could his reasons 
■ Boapecting Mrs Hilyard, and her mysterious appearance at 
5 of the murder. Vincent perceived, with a sensation 
comfort at his heart, that his atory interested the acute attor- 
', accustomed to the tricks and expedients of crime, who per- 
ved at once the circumstances of suspicion, and understood at 
je how to go about it, and ferret the secret out. The minister 
Dself grew steadier ns he entered into his narratiye. Mo 
vera of wonder or jmin convulsed the calm lawyer ns he Us- 
:ed. Under hi!i touch, Susan's dreadful position became one 
1 unprecedented, to be dealt with like any other condition of 
iual life ; and when Vincent, after furnishing all the informa- 
n he could, and satisfying himseli that no time was to be lost 
the prosecution of the search for the real criminal, left the 
Ice to return to Carlingfoid, it was with a nund somewhat 
imed out of its first horror. He went back again by the train, 
eply depressed and anxious, but not so susceptible to every 
nee and word as he had been an hour or two before. Ho 
sd, indeed, to take a certain gloomy satisfaction from the 
a that now everything was known. Fear of discovery could 
longer appal the stricken household ; and to meet the horror 
the faee was less dreadful than to feel themselves skulking 
ler a secret shadow which might at any moment be found 
. He set his face sternly, and looked everybody full in the 
s who looked at him, as he once more alighted at the familiar 
ition. He accepted the fact that people were talking of him, 
Qnng him, contemplating him with wonder and fright, as 
mehow involved in an atmosphere of tragedy and crime, 
ith this feeling he went slowly along George Street on his 
meward way, with no susceptibility left in him, so far as he 
a aware, except as concerned this sudden calamity which had 
allowed up his life. 

When suddenly the sound of a carriage stopping came dully 
ran his ears ; he would not have noted or heard it but for the 
1 that followed of some one calling his own name, and the 
; tuah of footsteps on the pavement ; even then he did oot 
e who called him. It \vas accot5\u^^ -wv^ ». 
motion — a strange, sudien, goiVj skS.ms^kiII' *^ 



delight over nil his tingling frame and acliing lieort, even ; 
midBt of his suffering, that he felt the light touch of 
Weatem's hand first laid on his ann, then softly stealing \. 
it iu the sudden aympathy which possessed her as she looked 
into his colourleM face. It was pity and natural kindnew vi 
prompted the youug Dowager to rtiia unwonted familiar 
yhe was sorry for him to the bottom of her heart — she 
fain have made him amends aomehow for the terrible evil 
had come npon him. With the natural impulse of a won 
caress or soothe, or cheat a man anyhow out of that look 
suffering which it is intolerable to her to see on his face, L 
Western acted instinctively, without thinking what ^ i 
She slid her beautiful hand into liis arm, clung to him, loa 
up with her lovely appealing face and eyes full of teats to 
pale face of the miniatcr, which that touch moved beyoBil 
expression. If he did not stop and take her into his arms, 
lean his great anguish upon her in a sweetness of teliaf 
speakable and measureless, it was only because otdinaiy i 
and custom are stronger than even passion. He was as : 
deceived as if he had done it, the poor young deluded 
Out of the thunder and storm, all at once, without prshda 
warning, he thought it was the light of love that broke u 
him al! radiant and glorious. With that he could brave 
overcome all; for that he could be content to faUiom 
depths of wretchedness. So he thought, as he looked di 
from those sudden heights of unhoped-for tremulous hle« 
ness into that lovely face, and saw it trembling with diri 
compassion and tenderness. So he thought the ice breakb 
the depths stirring in his own souL Hope, deliverance Iih 
ness, a delight more exquisite still, that consolation of li 
which makes anguish itself sweet, breathed over the poor yi 
Nonconformist as that hand slid witlun fiia arm. His veiyl 
grew dizzy with the sweetness of relief, the sudden ease 
possessed his soul. 

" Oh, Mr Vincent, my heart is breaking ; what shall wc i 
what shall we do!" cried Lady Western, i "If it is tnu^Ii 
never dare speak to you again, and I feel for you to the bo 
of ray heart. Oh, Mr Vincent, you don't think she did itt 
am sure she did not do it — your sister I It was bad 
before," cried the lovely creature, crying without restn 
still boiding has arm anA giavn^ u^ into his face, " but 
■ is broken. Oh, ■ftTl\7autfi&m5s-«"aa.\.\m.Mt'(,' ■ 
to him, for he hsw bceu a Nsai -mao--, «<" '' 
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!ear mother us I should like to go ; aid I feel St 
e Tety bottom of my lieart I" 

1 I can bear it," aaid Vincent. TliougL he did not 
.other word, the sound of hia voice, the expression of 

betrayed liim. He put hia Land involuntarily upon 
I hand that rested on his arm. It was all so suddea> 
filf-command forsook him. A smile trembled upon 
l^ looked down at her with all his heart in his eyeB>i 
! can bear it," said the poor young minister, over-' 

and penetrated by that exquisite consolation. Lady 
gave a, little start of alarm as she read the unmiatak- 
ning in hia face. She withdrew her hand'hastily with 

radiant colour and downcast look of fright and shame. 
I she done 1 Her confusion, het agitation, her sudden 
■al, did but inercaao the spell. To Vincent's charmed 
emed that ^Iw had betrayed herself, and that womanly 
lone drew her back. He attended her to her carriage 
nder devotioii which could not express itself in words. 

hod put her in, he lingered, gazing at the face, now aa 
and downcast, with a delicious feeling that he had a 
toze at her. "You have made me strong to bear all 
Be snid, in the low tone of passion and secret joy. lu 
, of his delusion he saw no other meaning than sudden 
and womanly reticence in her confused and alarmed 
Vhen the carriage drove off he stood looking after it 
I full of dreamy light Darkness surrounded him 
e, darkness more hideous than a nightmare. The poor 
il believed for that delicious moment that snperlatii 
ible, like his misery, was to be his joy. 
' thoughts regained the mastery when he got withia 
eouse again. It was no longer the orderly, calm, wollf 

honae which had taken in the minister of Satem by 
Iding yet a finer touch to its own profound respeot- 
Susaa'a unhappy presence pervaded the place. Boxes 
lodgeTB going away encumbered the hall, where tha 
hovered weeping, and admitted the pastor sullenly 
adible sob. 

1 lie had imagined himself invested in armour of light 
1 theeo petty assaults, Vincent was not strong enough, 
tbe fictitious strength given him by Lady Western's 
jtobear the reality of his position, the fe^^ tojsa v^ 

Kaght before him the vjbolo arta^ o^ ^aae^ !*• 
must shortly encounter, n.A\ OivictAfiA 'wi-wst'' 



d uot \ 

fU of 
upon I 

ahiA^H 

eyeB.:^^H 
nver-^^^l 

Lady^^ 



I 






i 



juiJicinl Beverily — an awful tribuoa]. WLen he d 

10 shelter of Lis rooui up-staira, the ' Carlingford Gazetj 

upon his table, folded out so aa to show that mysterioql 

of Miss , which Bome one in the house had c4 

identified. The poor minister took it in his hands wltliil 
{tulse to t«ar it in pieces — to trample it under foot — i 
jwine outlet, now he was by himself, to the rage and i|| 
ition with 'which he saw his own calumity turned into a ri 
(or the amusement of the public. He checked himself I 
bitter smile at his own folly; unconsciously he bethougl 
self of Tozer's back-parlour, of Mr Tufton'a Bilting-roomj 
the placea about where he had seen his people gleaning ia 
tion and amuaemeut from the ' Carlingford Gasette.' 9 
little paper, generally so harmless, would amuse and exi 
readers to-day! What surmisea there would be, and h<fl 
the fatal knowledge would ooze out and be talked ovti 
sides ! It was no matter of feeling to him — it was I 
iry way to the poor young minister, whose credit onl 
[epended solely upon the caprice of his " flock." Thed 
'&e newspaper had so stunned him, that it was some timfl 
perC(!ived a letter lying under it on the tabl& WheD| 
that the post-mark was Dover, he snatched up this lettO't 
and tore it open. It was from the lawyer whom he hi 
suited there. For the first moment he did not compreltl 
information it conveyed. Good news ! — wliut news c<l 
good under his dreadful circumstances 'i The young maul 
was Btupified, and could not take it in. It was the coj 
^doctor's certificate — tlie opinion of a famous surgeon m 
summoned from London — to the effect that Colonq 
wound was not necessarily fatal, and that if fever I 
}n he might recover. The minister read it over aa 
before he could comprehend it ; and when he dS 
prehend it, the fact seemed rather an aggravation thaiJ 
fort to his misery. He was not dead — this destroyer. ] 
at this moment, wheu his unhappy victim lay struggn 
tween life and death, he, with the horrible good fon 
wickedness, was coming back from the edge of the grail 
the first shock it did not seem good news to Vincenti 
dead! — " the cureed villain," he said through Lis denohea 
The earth was not rid of that pitiless wretch. It looU 
another grand iniuatice va. t\ie vjorld, where all tUa lad 
were oWturued, and on\y evil aeeroei \a -?^^«t, "R^ 
maiiect it anyhow -wltk ^oaaMe Te\i«l or &OCn<^BMMl 
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I tlie contrary, it rabed in Lis own luind all tlie resentment 
. rage which had been quenched by Milduiay'a supposed 
9e could scarcely compose himself after tluLt unex- 
1 information. If all 'went weU, it would naturally chaDge 
^ cdiaracter of the citse- — perhaps, uuiler the circumstances, 
B might be no prosecution, suid the lawyer's letter. Viu- 
fet waa ynitng — ejtcited out of all self-command or pmdentinl 
nderations. In his soul he resented even this hope, which 
A% still save his sister, and grudged what he felt to be the 
bolical good-luck of her destroyer. Not dead !— not going to 
I.J— not punished anyhow. About, after all the misery he had 
' Mied, to recover, and go on prosperously agwn, and spread 
"" less and ruin upon others. " He shall render me an 
t cried the minister fiercely to himself. " He shall 
"t to me ! " He felt it intolerable, that this guilty 
I escape its punishment. 

"» more reasonable, however, came to him after a time, 
e the importance of the intelligence to Susan — 
^ren to himself. At least she could not be accused of ahed- 
f blood — -at least she might be hidden somewhere in her 
Be, poor lost soul, and kept from the cruel eyes of the world. 
en he began to feel the infiuence of this gleam of comfort, 
tantuTcd to go to the BJck-TOom to tell his mother, whom he 
1 aot yet seen ; but Mrs Vincent was deaf and insensible to 
(jthing but her child, whose need and danger were too 
'o permit more distant spectres, however terrible, to bt 
in her sick-chamber. Mary, already worn out with 
, had gone to bed with a headache, with the liveliest 
itm in her mind that she had taken the fever too. The 
', who had lived for the past week as though she had no 
ai. frame at all, sat sleepless, with hot eyes and pallid fact:, 
ber daughter's bed. She could still smile — smiles more 
t^iteakiag than any outcry of angniah^and leaned her poor 
i upon her son, as he came near to her, with a tender pres- 
i of her arms «nd strain of absolute dependence which went 
B heart She could not speak, or suy, as she had said so 
li tbat her boy must take care of his sister — that Susan hud 
De flise to stand by her. Leaning upon him in an unspenk- 
^p6al of love and weakness, smiling on him with her wist- 

BolTaring lips, was all the poor mother could do now, 
I; lor in that room no one could speak. On&\o\(»fi.V'iti 
77ie restJesa miivement of the head on ftviA ■^^q 
B sule to aide in search of the " ' ' 
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where t€ be found, stilled every otlier motion. Not even fera 
could flush the marble whiteness of her face. Awfully aliinC) in 
her mother's anxious presence, with her brother by her bedrid*, 
Buaan weat on unconscious through the wild distracted worid 
of her own thoughts — through what had been her own thon^ 
before horror and angnish cast them all astray. Yincent stood 
aside in breathless attention like the rest, before he had ben 
many minutes in the room. We say to each other how slrangeil 
is that no heart can ever fully communicate itself to another; bit 
when that revelation does taJte place, awful b the speotada. i' 
unawares, in her dread distraction, Suaan opened up her" 

"What does it matter what they will say V said Snea: 
will never see them again. TJnleas — yes, put down he 
she is pretty, very pretty ; but what has Herbert to do 
hep I He said it was me he wanted ; and why did " 
away if he did not love mel Love me ! and deceived 
told me lies. Oh God, oh God ! is it not Carlingford ) 
is itt I am taking GSod's name in vain, I was not 

of Him ; I was thinking . Hia name is Fordhara, 

Fordham, — do you hear 1 "What do you mean by Mil»iiiiftjl 
know no Slildmay. Stop and let me think. Herbert— I 
bert ! Oh, where are you — where are you 1 Do yon 
never could be him, but only a lie 1 Well ! if he did 
me, I could bear it ; but why, why did he cheat me, j 
away) The door is looked ; they will not lettgl 
rhert ! was there never, never any Herbert ' "^ 
Oh, come back, even if you are only a dream 1 
they would only kill me I What do they mean \ 
Oh God, oh God ! but I must marry him if he says ba I^ 
must marry him, though he has told me lies. I must, 
he does. Even if I could get through the ■window an( 
for they will call me wicked. Oh, mamma, mamma I and 
a minister, and to bring disgrace ou Mm I But I am not 
graced. Oh no, no ; never, never ! — I will die first — I will! 
hiia first Open the door ; oh, open the door ! Let 

She struggled up in one of her wilder ]iatoxysm3. 
thrown herself halt out of bed, rising up wildly, and 
arms into the air, before ber startled brother could n 
to control her. But as the voice of the unhappy girt rinc 1b» 
frenzy, some unseen attendants stole in and took hat ontof*™ 
Huakilful hands. 'Ib,B aig'iA \i9,a too "tsinfcd for « 
eyes — for eyes ol love, w\ao^ twii skotw^i Ni-iaa., 
m sake, to see such metma ol TeaXtKo*, em^wi^j 
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rs Vincent stood by, uttering nnconscioua cries, imploring the 
J strong women who held her daughter, oh, not to hurt her, 
It to grasp her so tightly; while Susan herself heat the air iu 
, and entreated, with passionate outcries, to be set free — to 
let go, "When ahe was again suhdued, nnd sank into the 
liet of exhaustion, Vincent withdrew from this saddest scene 
all, utterly depressed and broken-spirited. The wretch lived 
lo bad wrought this dread wreck and ruin. What did it 
s.tter? Within that room it gaye no relief, eased no heart, to 
r that he was not dead. Forma more terrific still than those 
law and public vengeance — madness and death — stood on 
"Tier aide of Susan's bed ; till they had fought out the despe- 
e quarrel, what matter to those most immediately concerned 
liethet a greater or a lesser penalty lowered over her head 1 
lie minister went back to his own retirement with on aching 
■t, utterly dejected and depressed. He threw himself into a 
r to think it all over, as lie said to himself ; but as he sat 
e, hopeless and solitary, his mind strayed from Susan, 
raid any one blame him) Who doea not know what it is to 
3 secret spot of personal consolation to fly to in the 
idat of trouble! Vincent betook himself there in the utter 
trkness of everything around. Once more he seemed to feel 
at sudden touch which took away half his burden. No words 
mid have spoken to his heart like that fairy hand upon his 
He brooded over it, not thinking, only living over again 
e moment which had made so great a difference in the world. 
B forgot Fordham; he forgot eveiything; be took neither 
son nor likelihood with him in his self-delusion. A sudden 
y mist anffuaed once more the cmel earth upon which he was 
ading j whatever came, he had Bomething of his own t^i fall 
tck upon, an ineffable secret sweetness, which stanched every 
Dund before it was made. ' Tlie young minister, out of the very 
bptha of calamity, escaped into this garden of delights ; he 
it aside the intolerable misery of the house ; he thrust away 
a him all the leaser troubles which bristled thick in front of 
in the veiy name of Salem. He fled to that one spot of 
f which he thought remained to him in the middle of the 
te, doubly sweet and precious. It gave him strength to 
lid out through his trouble, without being overwhelmed. Ho 
caped to that delicious resting-place almost againat his will, 
it able to resist tho charm of the indesctibablft wjWaVftiwmA 
Healane, o/ all concerned, had ttiaticKtoteoi'OEnA-v«^-_ 
mpinnsa to take refuge in amid t\\e ViWwit tfw«S '""" 
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did not know it was all delmiou, aetf-decepUon, a woefal humib 
able blunder. He hugged it to his heart in secret, and Iwk < 
comfort ni)t to be spokeu from the thought. Vanity of raiuiiM; 
but nothing else in the world could have stolen with such fii7 
balms of conaolution and ati-ength to the heart of the poor mill- 
later. It was not long till he was called to face his fate agun. 
and all the heavy front of battle set in array against him; biM 
it was with a feeling of sweet guilt that he started up in [lit 
winter twilight, and left his room to see Tozer, who wuitmUw 
him below. That room henceforward was inhabited by the lajjj 
vision. When he went back to it, Love, the conaolatrii, ok* 
him again, stealing that vislouary hand within hia arm. Iliuit 
darkness dwelt all around ; here, falsest, fairest mirage uf m- 
gination, palpitated one delicious gleam of light. 



CHAPTER SSVII. 

Somehow the heavy week stole round without any othei 
tuations but those terrible ones of Susan'a fever. Dn 
consolation and terrible doubt breathed forth in those 
rending revelations which her poor unconacioua sou! wa 
tinually pouring forth. The unhappy girl showed her he 
naked and undisguised to the watcjiera round her — a beq 
wildered, alarmed, desperate, but not overwhelmed yjft.i 
passion. Through the dreadful haze which enveloii 
flashes of indignation, bursts of hope, shone tragic 
but she was not a disgraced creature who 1 
pitifully with herself what she must do ; not _ 
an agony of self-preservation could she have snatched ' 
ready pistol — could it be truel When Vincent went in 
room, it was always to withdraw with a shuddering drewL 
she escaped one horror to fall into another yet more hon 
That evidence of which, with Mrs Hilyard's face before his <J*K 
he had been half contemptuous at Urst, returned upon him ■Ut 
ever-growing probability. Driven to bay, driven mail, r«« 
and self-control scared by the horrible emergency, laii ti« 
desperate creature leaovlei lo tte first wild expedient "i'-ii< 
her iBflch to aaveheraeU a\.\aat'\ ■^"iflo. "iXvaNi^ieB^ V\V<.i.^^ 
iwing in his nund, VmceiA "Wi- Xo i^»J? 
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upon Mm like a new cakmity. He would fiiui have with- 
1, And, regardless of anjthiug else which might happen, 
BeDt oDce more for fieecher. To confront the people of 
It to look down upon those familiar rows of faces, all of 
beuing a consciousness of the story in the newspapers, 
iMed with all that his landlady uouhl tell, and guessing — 
distinctly the terrible misfortune which had befallen b' 
'liesmed more thim flesh and blood could bear. He wi.. 
\ ilune, pondering all this, with a letter which Le had 
BMed to write to Beecher before him, when Tozer, whj 
Knr Ms constant visitor, came in. There could be i 
Df the butterman'a honest and genuine sympathy, bul^l 
niuttely, there was just as little doubt that Tozer took ^M 
K in managing the minister's affairs at this crisis, am|.'l 
g him through the troubled waters. Tozer did all but V 
S his business to meet the emergency; he carried matters J 
tther a high hand in the meetings of the managing com-: 
', he ttwk absolute control, or wished to do so, of Vincent's 
iings. " We'll tide it over, we'll tide it over," he said, 
glusbands. To go in, in this state of mind, secure in hia 
Moarces and in the skill with which he could guide the 
ng and half-informed mind of Salem, fluctuating as it did 
n kirror and sympathy, doubtful whether to take up the 
it's cause with zeal, or to cast him off and dbown him, 
&ui the minister himself giving in, deserting his post at 
^critical moment, and making useless all that hia patron 
iagfor him, was too much for the deacon's patience. He 
m in indignant surprise opposite Vincent, and struck his 
!^Bt the floor involuntarily, by way of emphasis to his 

Vincent, sir, tlus ain't the thing to Jo — I tell you it 
e thing to do. Solera has a right to expect different," 
Uei^ in the warmth of his disappointment ; " a congrega- 

hoB never said a word, and office-bearers as have stuck 
and stood up for you whatever folks liked to say 1 I'm 
IS will never desert my pastor in trouble ; but I'd like to 
phat you call this, Mr Vincent, but a deserting of me ! 
Ihe good of fighting for the minister, if he gives iu and 
nr another man, and won't face nothing for himself 1 
t Sunday as is oil the battle. Get that over, and things 
w straight, 'When they see you iu the pulpit in your 
. and ail things as they was, bless you, Qiay^ %^\. -is^Ji. 
t mind the papers no more nor — ivo'V \ 4». ^^^^ 
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yon, sir, it'a next Sunday as is die battle. I don't amlertote to 
answer for the consequences, not if you gives in, and hu tb 
Beecher down for next Sunday. It lun't the tMog to 4o,!" 
ViflMnt J Salem folks won't put np with thaL Your goodl 
ther, poor thing, wouldn't say no different. If yaumcantDH 
and keep tbin^ Htraight in Carlingford, you'll go into tl 
pulpit, and look a& if nothing had happened. It's next Sum 
aa U the battle." 

" Look as if nothing had happened ! — and why should 1 1 
to stay in Carlingford, or — or aiiy\rhere 1 " cried Vincent, i 
moiuentarj' outbreak of dejection. But he threw down hit ' 
and closed his blotting-book over the half-writtea letter. 
was too wretched to have much resolution one way or atiol 
To argue the matter waa woree than to suffer any conseqna 
however hard they might he. 

" I don't deny it's natural as yi>u should feel Btrangc,' 
mitted Tozer. " I do myself, as am only your friend, Mr 
cent, when folks are a-talking in the shop, nnd going over 
thing and another — asking if it'a tme as she belongs to 
and how a minister's daughter ever come to knovr the ltk< 

him " 

" For heaven's sake, uo more, no more ! — you will driw 
mad !" cried Vincent, springing to his feet. Tozer, thna 
denly interrupted, stared a httle, and then changed the snl; 
though without quite finding out how it waa that he had sta) 
his sensitive companion into such sudden impatience. " Wl 
was only telling him the common talk ! " as he said to hi< 
in the privacy of their own parlour. In the mean time be 
other subjects equally interesting. 

" If you'll take my advice, you'll begin your coorse aU 
same," add Tozer ; " it would have a good, effect, that 
When folks are in a state of excitement, and 
Bomsthing, to come down upon them as before, and 1^ 
intimation, would have a wonderful effect, Mr Vi 

take my word, sir, it would be very telling — would 

Icso no time, but begin your coorse as was iatimato^ 
providence, is the intimation, I wouldn't say nothing 
what's happened— ^not plrdn out ; but if you could biiogfl 
kind of an inference like, nothing na had anytlung to ' 
the story in the papers, but just as might be understood' 
Tbs butterraan sat quilw taVrnVj luid at his caao, but 
anxious and interested, «iRVm¥,\^ «-^ 
anrortiinnte minister, \itoUc o&er««« 



diedneBS, fell to vaUung up and down tho r»0D 
Wken lie could bear it no longer, he came back to thttl 
irhich Tozer §at in all the pomp of advice and mauage- 
He took his unfinished letter and tore it in little pieces, 
iped the calm ilow of the deacoo'a counsel by a sudden 



J preachj" cried the young man, scattering the bits of 
b of his hand unawurea. '' Is not that enough t doa't 
'hat I am to do—the evil is sufficient without that. 
E will preach. I would rather cut off my right hand, it] 
Id do as welL I am speaking like a child or a ft 
s for my right hand, I wonder, or my life, 

No more of this. I will preach — don't speak of 
t will not matter a hundred years hence," muttered the 

with that sudden adoption of the philosophy of reck- 
irhich misery sometimes plays with, He threw himself 
ihsir again, and covered his face with his hands, 
dug of Salem, and all those rows of gazing eyes. 
) them all in their pews; imagination, with a 
e a mocking spirit, depicting all the finery of 
nd Sirs Brown upon that vivid canv.ias. The minister 
it the thought of them ; but to put it down on paper, 
rd the pang of exasperation and intolerable wretched- 
;li was thus connected with the fine winter bonnets of 
erer's wife and the dairywoman would make u picture 
rotesque than terrible to unconcerned eyes. It was 
earnest to poor Vincent, thinking how ho should stand 
lean on that inexorable Sunday, and preach " a^ 
lad happened ;" reading all the while, in case his a 
old let him forget them, the vulgarest horrors of 
happened in all that crowd of eyes, 

you'll find a great consolation, take ray word, sir, 
ght that you're a-doing of your duty," said Toeer, 
his head solemnly, as he rose to go away ; " that's a 
1 consolation, Mr Vincent, to all of us j and especially 
Jstcr that knows he's a-actving hia M;iater and 
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; souls ! Heaven help him ! the words rang iu his et 
dug echoes long after the buttcrman had settled iutoi 
chair, ajid confided to his wife and Phoebe that the 
u a-comiu^ to himself and taking to \iis toiie.'i, Msi 
' tido Si over yet " Saving souls \" ftie -wotia CMfts 
a«* fo Vincent's bewildered imnd. T\w^ it>TO 
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measure and cadence in their constant repetition, haunting him 
like Bome spiritual suggestion, as lie looked ov«r, with senctt 
confused and dizzy, his little stock of Bermons, to moke prepwv 
tion for the duty which he could not escajie. At last he tcfstA 
them all away in a heaj), seized his pen, and poured forth lo* 
heart. Saving souls ! what did it mean i He was not wriUt« 
a sermon. Out of the depths of his troubled heart poured aU 
the chaos of thought and ivouder, which leapt into fiery lift 
under tlmt quickening touch of personal misery and unmL 
He forgot the bounds of orthodox B]>eculation — all bounds n 
those of the drear mortal airtain of death, on the other ad* 
which that grent question is solved. He set forth the i 
secrets of life with esaggerated touches of his own pas^oD 4 
anguish. He painted out of his own aching fancy a soul U 
cent, yet stained with the heaviest of mortal crimes ; hs ttu! 
his wild light aside and poured it upon another, foul to tl 
core, yet imasaailable by man. Saving souls I — which yi 
criminal ! which was the innocent 1 A wild conf uBiDn of i| 
and sorrow, of dreadful human complications, 
of all incomprehensible, intolerable thoughts, surged round d 
round him as he wrote. Were the words folly that haun' 
him with such echoes! Could he, and such as he, unwittii 
half the mysteries of life, do anything to that prodigions w 
Could words help it — vain syllables nf exhortation or b__ 
Cod knows. The end of it all was a confused recagnitionfl 
the One half-known, half-identified, who, if any hope i 
lie had, held that hope in His hauda, The preacher, w 
but dim acquaintance with His name, paused in the half Ii 
of hia awakened genius, to wonder, like n child, if perhapaa 
simple mother knew a little more of that far-off wondrana fig 
— recognised it wildly by the confused lights aa the only n 
in earth or heaven — and so rose up, trembling with exdtenii 
and exhaustion, to find that he had spent the entire ni^tb ' 
this sudden inspiration, and that the wintry dawn, rold aai 
[dercing to the heart, was stealing over the opposite roo&, ai 
another day had begun. i 

This was the sermon which startled half the population <t!J 
Corlingfurd oa that wonderful Sunday. Salem hod never Im ' 
ao full before. Every individual of the Chapel folks wm ti 
who could by any means come out, and many other c 
habitants, full of natural wonder, to see how a man toolMd,a 
what he would preach abovit, coftcerum^ -^V^niL, w^ ^" 
such mysterious Tamouts -were afto'iS. "Pofc3~°^ 



gation thrilled like one soul under thnt touch of iiassioi 

grew pale, long sobs of emotion burst here nnd there fra 

f-teinfied excited audience, who seemed to see aroiud 

" of the everyday familiar world, a tbroug of those 

rhom the pri^nclier disrobed of everything but passion and 

andimmortali^. Just before the conclusion, when 

|e to a sodden pause all at once, and made a movement for- 

if to lay hold of something he saw, tlie effect was almost 

than the deacons could approve of in chapeL One 

BCreamcd aloud, another fainted, some people started to 

at — all waited with suspended breath for the next words. 

Led by the real li/e which palpitated there before them, 

life so seldom appeara, in the decorous pulpiL When he 

again the people were almost too much excited to per- 

1 plain meaning of his words, if any plain meaning had 

1 in that passiouate outcry of a. wounded and bewildered 

"When the services were over, many of them watched the 

;tate rush which the yovmg preacher made through the 

into his vestry. He could not wait the dispersion of the 

was the usual custom. It was with a buzz of excite- 

ihat the congregation did disperse slowly, ia groups, nak- 

other had such a sermon ever been preached before in 

;ford. Some shook their heads, audibly expressing their 

Kr Vincent should go too far, and unsettle his mind; 

Otied and commented on his looks — women these. He 

£iu all away in a flutter of excitement, which obliterated 

SI objects of talk for the moment, even the stoiy in the 

and left Iiimself in a gloomy splendour of eloquence and 

■inly, the only object of po3.^ihIe comment until the fumes 

frild oration should have died away. 

Joid we'd tide it over," said Tozer, in a triumphant 

(r, to his wife, " Tiiat's what he can do when he's well 

to it, and pot on his mettle. The man as says he ever 

laythlng aa was finer, or had more mind in it," added the 

mitteraian to hia fellow-deacona, " has had more oppor- 

I nor me ; and though I say it, I've heard the best j 

IS in our connection. That's philosophical, that is-i 

kin't a man in the Church as I ever heard of as cooU 

that, and not a many as comes out o' 'Omerton. We'n 

J to quarrel with a pastor as can preach a sermon 

not because he's had a misfortune ia hia tMflii^. 

mb}_therestry, Fi^eon, and say a kind wOTti — aa -^wolti 

wixnts to \i« Vo\i vi,'^, "Sft^^^ 



what lie wonts, iiind like that always doea. It ain't equal' 
doing for itself, like most, Come along witli me, and sa; 
kind, and cheer him up, as has exerted hisself and done his b**" 

"ItM(M rousing up," swd Pigeon, with a little reluctance; 
" even the niissia didn't go again' that ; but where he's weakB 
in the application, I don't mind just shaking hands " 

" If we was all to go, he might take it kind," suggested 
Brown, the dairyman, who had little to say, and not much CM- 
fidence iu his own opinion ; and pride and kindness comiiincJ 
won the day. The deacons who wore in attendance iai'Iii v\ 
in a body, to shake hands with the pastor, and exijn.;. iln- 
aympathy, and congratulate him oa his sermon, the ktk'i ]:.;[-:■ 
cular being an eatablished point of deacon's duty in every \uV,- 
regulftted and harmonious community. They went in rattff 
pleased with themselves, and full of the gratification tbey van 
about to confer. But the open door of the vestry revealed m 
empty room, with the preacher's black gown lying tossed Upoo 
the floor, as if it had been thrown down recklesaly in his BniUw 
exit. The tittle procession came to a halt, and stared in ead 
other's faces. Their futile good intentions flashed into e» 
peration. They had come to bestow their favour upon tuiD,U 
make him happy, and behold he had fled in contemptuous hud. 
without waiting for their approval ; even Tozer felt the atod 
of the failure. So far as the oligarchs of Salem were concBrneA 
the sermon might never have been preached, and the puW* 
sank deeper than ever into the bad opinion of Mr Pigeon wb! 
Mr Brown. 

In the mean time Vincent had rushed from hb pulpit, throw 
1)11 hia coat, and rushed out again into the cold mid-day, tingUif , 
ill every limb with the desperate eflbrt of self-restraint, vtiet 
alone had enabled him to preserve the gravity of the pulpit 
conclude the services with due steadiness and propriety, " 
he made that sudden pause, it was not for nought ] 
tliough it was, it was no trick of oratory which caught 
breaUi at his lips, and transfixed him for the moment, *" 
among the crowded pews of Salem, deep in Uie further 
the chapel, half lost in the throng of listeners, suddenly, al< 
once, had fliahed ujxm him a face— a face, unchanged iraB' 
old expression, intent as if no deluge had descended, no 
quake fallen ; listening, as of old, with gleaming keen « 
(•lose-sbnt emphatic movitV. T\ic ■«'qo\c building reeled 
cent's ojrcs, as lie cau^t ^^A tA. ft»S> ^tan"^™* *■ 



X from tLe commou faces round. How lie kept still and 
.t on was to himself a kind of miracle. Hod slie moved or 
the place, he could not have restrained himself. But she 
not move. He watched her even while he prayed, with a 
Canity of which he waa conscious to the heart. He watched 
-with her frightful composure finding the hymn, standing up 
li the rest to sing. When she disappeared, be rushed from 
pulpit — rushed out — pursued her. She was not to be seen 
_ 'where when he got outside ; and the first stream of the throng 
dispersing worshippers — which fortunately, however, included 
le of the leading people of Salem — heheld with amazed eyes 
minister who darted through them, and took his hurried 
r to Buck Grove Street. Could she have gone there 1 Ho 
lated the question vainly with himself as he hastened on the 
road. The door was open aa of old, the children play- 
apon the crowded pavement. He fiew up the staircase, 
creaked under his hasty foot, and knocked again at the 
l-known door, insCijictively pausing before it, though he had 
mt to burst in and satisfy himself. Such a violence was 
lecesaary — as if the ivorid had stood stil!, Mrs Eilyard 
ned the door and stood hefore him, with her little kerchief 
her head, her fingers still marked with blue. " Mr Vin- 
t," said this incomprehensible woman, admitting him witli- 
it a. niomont's hesitation, pointing him to a chair as of old, 
regarding him with the old steady look of half-amused 
irvation, *' you have never come to see me on a Sunday 
re. It is the best day for conversation for people who have 
c to do. Sit down, take breath ; I have leisure, and there 
time now for everything we can have to say.'' 



CHAPTER XXVIir. 

put out his hand to seize upon the straiige womatl 
confronted him with a calmness much more confounding 
1 any agitation. But her quick eye divined his purpose. 
made the slightest movement aside, extended her own, and 
shaken hands with him in his utter BatpTise \«,l(Kc'flaV-tt»w 
t be waa doing. The touch bewildered 'tox ^aco!LV\iiR,\i"aSi SsiVj 
iiai from the impulse, which v;aa too Ttsli. \.q ■ ' " 
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nnything. He took the door from her hand, dosed it, plu 
liimself iigainat it. " Yon are my prisoner," said Vincent. I 
coald not any any more, but gazed at lier with blank ey« 
determination. He was no longer accessible to reason, pity, a 
sentiment but one. He had secured her. He forgot even to 
amaied at her composure. She was his prisoner — that one I 
was all he cared to know. 

" I have been your prisoner the entire morning," said ll 
Hilyard, with an attempt at her old manner, which scan 
conld have deceived the minister hnd he preserved his 1 
sufficiently to notice it, bnt at the same time betraying a lii 
surprise, recognising instinctively that here she had come f 
to face with those blind forces of nature upon which no ai 
menta can lelL " Tnu were in much leas doubt about y 
power of saving souls the last time I heard you, Mr Vine* 
Sit down, please. It is not long since we met, but many thii 
have happened. It is kind of you to give me so early an opj 
tunity of talking them over. I am sorry to see you look e: 
— but after such exertions, it is natural, I suppose " 

" You are my prisoner," repeated Vincent, without taking i 
notice of what she said. He was no match for her in any 
sage of arms. Her words fell upon his ears without any u 
ing. Only a dull determination possessed him. He lodted 
door,while she, somewhat startled inhertnm, stood looking I 
then be went to the window, threw it open, and called to so 
one below — any one — he did nut care who, " Fetch a poli 
man — quick — lose no time 1 " cried Vincent Then he c' 
the window, turned round, and cunfronted her again. At 
a little agitation was visible in this invulnerable woman, 
an instant her head moved with a spasmodic thrill, and 1 
countenance changed. She gave a rapid glance round as 
see whether any outlet was left Vincent's eye followed b 

"You cannot escape — you shall not escape," he said, aloiH 
" don't think it — -nothing you can do or say will help yon ar 

"Ah!" said Mrs Hilyard, with a startled, panting bll 
" Yon have come to the ineKorable," she said, after a n 
" most men do, one time or another. You decline meeting 
on our ground, and take to your own. Very well," she « 
tinned, seating herself by the table where she had already ll 
down one of the Salem hymn-books ; "till this arrival tupptl 
we may have a little converaB!iAOTv,'^i:'^mcetit. I was 
teflyou sometMngwticiiow^i,\tt'\»S>^™^*- "^ 
Jonlt appreciate my tegarA loi v«'a,\'«ii ^^'^'^ 



What noUe is thatl Oh, the boys, I suppose, rusliing 
' for your policeman, I hope you tnnw what you are going 
say to that functionary when he cornea. In the mean time, 
lit a, little — you must hear my news." 

The only answer Vincent made was to look out again from 
B iviiidow, under which a Httle group of gazers had already 
Uected. His companion heard the sounds below with a thrill 
alarm more real than she had ever felt before. She sat rigidly, 
ft her hand upon the hymn-book, preserving her composure 
a wonderful effort, intensely nlive and awake to eTerything, 
I calculating her chances with a certain desperation. This 
e thing alone of all that had happened, the Back Grove Street 
dlewoman, confident in her own powers and influence, had 



"Listen!" she cried, with an excitement and haste which 
B could not quite conceaL "That man is not dead, you know, 
e here — shut the window ! Young man, do yon hear what 
nay to you 1 Am I likely to indulge in vain talk now 1 Come 
re — liere ! and understand what I have to say." 
"It docs not matter," said Vincent, closing the window. 
Wliat you say can make no differenee, There is but one 
ing possible now." 
" Yes, you are a mau I" cried the desperate woman, clasping 

I bands tight, and Btrugrling with herself to keep down alt 
pearance of her anxiety. " You are deaf— blind ! You have 
mcd your back upon reason. That is what it always comes 
, Hush ! come here — closer ; they make so much noise in the 

I believe," she said, with a dreadful smile, "yon are 
raid of me. You think I will stab you, or something. Don't 
tertain such vtilgar imaginations, Mr Vincent. I have told 

II before, you have fine manners, though you are only a Dis- 
iDting miiuster. I have something to tell you — EOmething you 
ill be glad to know " 

Hero she made another pause for breath — merely for breath 
■not for any answer, for there was no answer in her com- 
iiiiou'a face. He was listening for the footsteps in the street 
■the steps of his returning messengers. And so was she, as 
a drew in that long breath, espanding her forlorn bosom with 
r, which the quick throbs of her heart so soon exhausted. She 
Dked in hia eyes with an eager fire in her own, steadily, with- 
it once shifting her gaze. The two hoA chaivgei ■^Wsa. \^ 

s hi^ in bis inesombleneaa, close slmt up agai-Rsfc ko.^ s^^wi. 
Tilt, tbM was the superior tiow. -^^^ 
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" Wien you liear wliat I have to say, yoil wUl uul lie SD 
ciilin," she went on, with anotier involuntary heave of lur 
breast. " Lbten I your sister is safe. Yes, you uia.j sUct, but 
what I say is true. Don't go to the window yet. Stop, hett 
me ! I tell jou yonr sister ia safe. Yes, it may be the pcujile 
you have sent for. Never mind, this is more important Ym 
liave locked the door, and nobody can come in, I tell ym 
agoia and again, your sister ia safe. That man is not dead— 
You know he ia not dead. And yesterday — hush I never minill 
— yesterday," she said, rising «p as Vincent moved, and detain- 
ing him with her hand upon his ann, which she clutched viA 
desperate fingers, "he made a. declaration that it was not At;* 
declaration before tlie magistrates," continued Mrs Hilyard, guf- 
iug as her strength failed her, and following him, holding hu ana 
as he moved to the window, " tliat it was not she — not sheJ J" 
you understand me — not she I He swore to it. He said It m 
another, and not that girl. Do you hear me 1 " she cried, laiuog 
her voice, and Bhaking his arm wildly in the despair of the mo- 
ment, but rejjeating her words with the clearness of deaperauon 
— " He said on his oath it was not she." 

8he had followed him to the window, not pleading for henelf 
by a single word, but with her desperate hand upon hia am, 
her face pinched and pale to the lips, and a horrible Htuielf 
gleaming in the eyes which she never removed from his Iwa 
The two stood together there for a moment in that sileat «■ 
counter; he lookuig down at the group of people below, slw 
watching his face with her eyes, clutching his arm wilb hif 
hand, appealing to him with a speechless suspense and tem<t. 
which no words con describe. Her fate hung upon the mowl 
tiiread, and she knew it. She had no more power to move hiw 
in her own person than any one of the ragged children wbu 
stood gazing up at the window. There he stood, silent, bUnk, 
iinoiovable; and she, suffering no espression of her drwdful 
suspense to escape her, stood clutching his arm, seeing, u ib 
had never seen before, a pole vision of prisons, scaffolds, jud^ 
ments, obscuring earth and heaven. She was brave, and W 
dared tliem all wittingly in the crisis of her fate, but lh« 
caught the labouring breath from her lips, and turned her 
This morning she had woke with a great burden 
off her mind, and, daring as she was, had faced the onlf i 
wJto had any clue to bet secret, uiB&icftt ii 
and her own power over Htn, "Bw't 'Oma 

utterly, and in the very ease ot4 tcW^S. t&" 
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re blessed and grateful tbaa ate could have acknowledged to 
' mortal — lo ! here arose before lior close and real the spectre 
ich she had defied. It approached step by step, while she 
Bed with wild eyes and panting breath upon the inexorable 
m -who had it in his power to deliver her over to law and 
rtice. She dared not say a word of entreaty to him : she 
old only watch his eyes, those eyes which never lighted upon 
:, with speechless dread and anxiety. Many evils she had 
■no in her life — mauy she had confronted and overcome — - 
itinate will and nnscmpulous resolution had carried her one 
y or other through all former dangers. Here for the first 
le she stood helpless, watching with an indescribable agooy 
I face of the young man at whom she had so often smiled. 
ate eudden unforeseen touch might still set her free. Her 
!ath came quick in short gasps — her breast heaved — her fate 
9 absolutely beyond her own control, in Vincent's hands. 
Just then there came into the narrow street a sound of car- 
ge-wheels. Instinctively Vincent started. The blank of hia 
termination was broken by this distant noise. Somehow it 
le natnrolly into the silence of this room and woke up the 
KB of the post in his mind ; the past — that past in which 
ly Western's carriage was the celestial chariot, and she the 
.neat lady of life. Like a gleam of light there suddenly 
wned around him a remembrance of the times he had seen 
r here — the times he had seen her anywhere ; the last time 
'the sweet hand she had laid upon his arm. Vincent's heart 
'oke wnder that touch. With a start he looked down upon 
hand which was at this moment on his arm,— not the 
id of love, — fingers with the blood pressed down to the very 
J, holding with desperation that arm which had the power of 
e and death. A hurried exclamation came from his lips ; he 
>ked at the woman by him, and read vaguely in her face all 
a passion and agony there. Vaguely it occurred to him that 
save or tu sacrifice her was in his hands, and that he had but a 
now to decide. The carriage- wheels came nearer, nearer, 
delicious promises in his ears — nearer too came the 
of that justice ha had invoked ; and what plea was it^ 
it strange propitiation, which his companion had put forth 
iam to stay his avenging hand! Only a moment now ; he 
»k Ijer hand off his arm, and in liis turn took hold of hers ; 
held her fast while she faced Lim in an agon-^ o\. tcstasosai. 
aad terror. How her worn 'bosoTO, -pMAci-^SfiB. "^iiaS. 
-"— brcadi ! Her life was in Via 'haiYi? 



" \Vluit wna that you saidJ" asked Vincent, witli tlio k 
nntl brevity of passion, auddoiily perceiving how much hat 
be done in this mumeut of fate. 

The long-restrained words burst from his companion' 
almost before he hod done speaking. " I said your sister 
safe 1" she cded ; " I said he htid declared her innocent on 
oath. It wft3 not 6he — he has sworn it, all a man could 
To sacrifice another," she went on breathlessly, with a 
momentary shudder, pausing to listen, " will do nothing 
lier — nothing 1 You hear what I say. It was not she ; hs 
aworn upon his solema oath. Do as you will. She is sal 
safe ! — -aa safe as — as — God help me — as safe aa my child 
and it was for her sake " 

She stopped — words would serve her no further — and , 
tlien there came a summons to the locked door. Tin 
dropped hor arm, and she recoiled from him with an invo 
tary movement ; unawares she clasped her thin hands and ( 
one wild look into his face Not even now could she tell 
he was going to do, this dreadful arbiter of fate. The it 
he turned it in the door, rang in her ears lih e thunder ; aa 
hand trembled as he set open the entrance of the needlewom 
mean apartment. On the threshold stood no vulgar 
of fate, but a bright vision, sad, yet sweeter thau anything 
in earth or almost in heaveu to Vincent. Ue fell back D 
out saying anything before the startled look of that beaol 
face. He let in, not law and justice, but love and pity, to 
miserable room. 

" Oh, Eochel ! iihere have you been I have you seen h 
have you heard of him 1 where have you been I" cried 
visitor, going up to the pallid woman, whose eyes were 
fixed on Vincent. Mrs Hilyard could not speak. She droj 
upon her knees by the table, shivering and crouching U 
stricken creature. She leaned her head upon the hymiL- 
which lay there so strangely at variance with everything 
around it. Pale with fright and horror, Lady Western a^ 
to Vincent. " She is ill, she la fainting — oh, Mr Vincent, 
have jou been saying to her) She waa not to blame," 
the new-comer, in her ignnmnce. Vincent attempted no I 
offered no help. In his heart he could have snatched 
those beautiful hands which embraced and comforted his ' 
souer," tliua rescued out oS. ^^ gtaa^, It -Baa hard to sea 
tossh that guilty consciolla■wQmMv■«^iOTO^tla w»rB~ 
■■^ - ■ — , stood Ajy \o(!^«S wn, •«aS.e\iQvs,'\w 



ct of veugeance had boeti awakeiied witljin liim. He v^aa 
tAuat to ]et her gu. 

Yon have been saying something to her," aoitl Lady Wea- 
, vith tears in her eyea ; " and how could she be to blame 1 
iel! Oh, I wiinder, I wonder if she loved him after alii" 
I the beautiful creature in tlic buwildemmiit of her iniiu- 
e and ignorunce. She stood bending orer the kneeling 
re, troubled, perplexed almost more than her strange eister- 
w had ever yet perplexed her. She could nut account for 
extraordinary access of agitation. It was noliow explain- 

exeept upon that supposition which opened at once the 
aest sympathies of the gentle young woman's heart, 
Bachel, dear ! " she cried, kissing softly the thin bands worn 

bril that covered Mrs Hilyard'a face — " lie is still living, 

is hope ; perhaps he will get better ; and he is showing 
ftter mind too," she added, after a little tremulous pause. 
eame to see if you had come Lome, to tell you ; he has 
not — oh, Mr Vincent, I sent you word imme< 
Ely when I got the mesaage^he says it was not your sister; 
lad nothing to do with it, he says. Now, I can look you 
he face again. The first thing he was able to do when he 
B to himself was to clear iier; and now she will get better — 
your dear mother!'' said Lady Western, looking wistfully 
tlie young man's face. In that moment, while her attention 
directed othermse, Mrs Hilyurd rose up and took her seat 
Q; took her seat because she was not able to stand, and 
ody able, by nil the power of her will, to compose the 
Gb which, for the first time in her life, had utterly got the 
» of Ler. She wiped off the heavy moisture from her face 

B furtive hand before the youDg Dowager turned her eyes 
I tbnt way. She grasped fast hold of the only thing on the 
I, the Salem hymn-book, and with a, vast effort regained 
V degree of self-command. For that precious moment she 
iiee from observation, for nothing in the world could have 
Ritod ViDcent from returning with his own fascinated eyea 
ook ■which Lady Western turned upon him. While the two 
at each other, she was safe ; she collected her scattered 
s ^lat invaluable instant. She was herself again when 
' Western looked round, somewhat nerroos and embar- 
from the gaze of passion with which her look of depre- 
n and empathy bad been met. If a sUglit afeet \wi"»i Kai. 
-*-■""■ over Jl/ra fliJyard'a figure, it ■was aaVikQ to^ia 'i'^4> 
OtJwnviae, sic a.it witli her arm. 5 " 



tabic and her liaiid deuchod ujion the liyiun-book, her tJiin ■ 
clinging Hpastnodically to clivL other, itnd her face pallid, bdH 
an uncriljcftt observer scarcely changed from the grey aiid«| 
laiit composuro of her usual appearance. So many Btormsfl 
pnased over that countenoDce, that the momentary agonal 
hurror and fright from which she had scarcely yet emeTge^S 
not toll as it wovdd have done on a face less worn. Her nfl 
was sharp and strained when she spoke, and she watchdd 'Ql 
cent's eye with a keenness of whidi he was TiTldly consdMB 
but Ludy Western, who did not go deep into looks and iiiim 
ings, found nothing very unusual in what she said a 

" I think Mr Vincent was doubtful of ray informatiafl," M 
said. " I heard it lost night from Langridge, the groom, lM 
once belonged to my family, you know, Alice ; and~andleU 
know if anything more than usual happens," she said, ahrv 
stopping to draw breath. " I travelled all night to get her 
day, Mr Vincent was doubtful of me. Now this matb 
cleared up, I daresay he wiU understand me when I say tl 
never coidd have allowed things to go further. I am on 
needlewoman, and live in Back Grove Street," continuad 
Hilyard, recovering gradually as she spoke ; " but I have o 
things still in my power, Mr Vincent will understand wh 
mean," she went on, fixing her eyes upon him, and unabh 
repress an occasional gasp which interrupted her words, *' w 
I say that I should not have suffered it to go further. I she 
not have shrunk from any sacriBce. My dear, I have b 
a little shaken and agitated, as you perceiva Mr YiiH 
wants to keep his eye upon me. Take me with you. Alii 
said the bold woman, once more looking Vincent full in 
face; "take charge of me, keep me prisoner, until all t 
cleared up, I am about tired of living a disguised p' 
Send up your people for my possessions hero, and take n 
you You will find me safe, Mr Vincent, when you happen 
want mo, with Lady Western in Grange Lane." 

" Oh, Rachel, I am so glad ! " cried Lady Western ; "It 
not for my life imagine what you mean by keeping you 
prisoner, and all that ; but Mr Vincent may be very buto \ 
will be safe with me ; — since he has so much interest in J 
movements," continued the young Dowager, turning her ] 
plexed eyes from one to the other. She had not the remo 
idea what it all meant. S\ie ■was -pafai^i?, o. \itt,l6 surprisei 
lereeive that, after aH.YmcettVa S.u\s.ife5A, trwi \sss,-<^^ 
with this strange -woman, --kVow, (s&v«tv.w^|aM 
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D equally confusing and unintelligible " We shall, of course, 
rays be Iiappy to see Mr Vincent in Grange Lane," ate con- 
ded, with a eomewtiat stately conrtesy. He did not look at 
n looking at the other, whose eyes were fised upon 
I face. Between these eyes Lady Western, much amazed, 
lid perceive a eecret communication passing. What could it 
an t The consdonsness of this mystery between them which 

I did not know, annoyed her, notwithstanding her sweet 
nper. She withdrew her hand instinctively from Mrs Hil- 
rd's, which she had taken in momentaiy enthusiasm, and 
tched their looks of intelligence with half-offended eyes. 
"Tes," said the needlewoman, speaking with her eyes fixed 
on Tlncent, though she did not address him, and making a 

effort after her usual manner ; " I do not think Back 
e Street will do any longer. One may as well take advan- 
e of the accident which has brought our family aJFairs before 
} world to come alive again. It is a thing one must do sooner 
later. So, if your carriage is close, Alice, I will go home 
th you. I shall mias Salem," said the audacious woman, 
'loi^h you are so much less sure about doing good than you 
d to be, Mr Viacent. If my soul happens to be saved, how- 
r," she continued, with a strange softening of her fixed and 
uning eyes — " if that is of much importance, or has any 
it in it-^you will have had some share in the achievement. 

II will 1" She said the words with a keen sharpness of in- 
L, much unlike their more obvious meaning. " You 

11," she repeated again, more softly—" you will !" Her thin 
nds come together for a moment in a clasp of mute aupplica- 
; her eyes, always hitherto looking down upon him from 
ighta of dark knowledge and experience, looked up in his face 
to an anguish of entreaty which startled Vincent. Just at 
st moment the sounds in the street grew louder, and a voice 

authority was audible ordering some one to clear the way. 

I Hilyard did not speak, but she put out her hand and 
iched Lady Western's shawl, lifting its long fringes, and twist- 
5 them round those fingers on which the marks of her long 
»or were still visible. She withdrew as she did this her eyes 

n bis face, Her fate wai absolutely in hia hands. 
" Ladies," said Vincent, hoarsely, after vainly trying to clear 
I agitated voice, " it is better you should leave this place at 
Be. I will see you to your carriage. If 1 do "wrimg, "iXift >:«%- 

aeaees will fall hardest on me. Don't say a.n7V\mvi£-, evftvw 
'-"-'- J vnll do little good. You are \\iiT sto-cVi o,ix^ ^*i" 



w 

I she 1 



CBWStOiSKH «r OASUfeWaMlC 






teuce," lie eaid, looking at Lady Western, with an esd 
" ' iL Le could not quite keep under. " When she timol 
becomes sacred. You will keep hor aafe — safe 1 y 
not let her go!" 

" Yea ; I will keep her safe," said the beauty, open 
lovely aatoniahod eyes. " Is she in danger 1 Oh, Mr 1 
your trouble has been too much for you 1 remember yoi 
is sate now." 

Is she ) " said the minister ; he was bitter iu bis hea 
though that baud was once more laid on his arm. "i 
'with a. broken heart and a ruined life; but what does th 
l~ter 't It is all we are good for; though we may go mad at 
" Oh, not you I not you I" said Lady Western, gazing 
with the tendecest pity iu her sweet eyes. " You most 
I should be so utiappy." Her beautiful hand pre 
with the lightest momentary pressure. She could i 
herself; to see su^ering and not to do what was in her t 
lit, was uot possible to her soft heart. Whatever harm tl 
porary opiate might do, uotliiug in the world could h 
Tented her gentle kindness from administering it. ^ 
down the humble stairs leaning on his arm, with Mrs 
following close. The young man put aside the little a 
himself had collected, and put them in the carriage, 
them drive away with a kind of despairing exaltation 
citement, and turned to the difRculties which remained 
— to explain himself and send the tardy ministers oi 
away. He explained as he best coidd that he had be 
taken, and once mure emptied his scanty purse, where tj 
now little enough left. When he had got rid of the disaj 
IffTOup about the door, he went home slowly iu the req 
this violence and haste. Susan was safe ; was she aafa 
ered from this dreadful accusation — allowed to drop 
least with her broken heart into the deep silences of prii 
uninvadable domestic life. Well, it was a mercy, a greai 
though he could not realise it. He went home slowly, 
with the strain of these strange hours ; was it Sunday st 
it only an hour ago that Salem had thrilled to the dis« 
which his passion and despair had found vent I Vincenl 
comprehended himself nor the hours, full of strange fat 
were gliding over him. He went home exhausted, as i 
great conflict ; couacvoua ol aoiait \eV\.(it iu hia hearty 
miwilling to conieaa to it, oi Vi TWji:\5a'i;ft&-w 
had dawned upon Uim, 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

BEX Yincont entered the house, the sensation of quiet in it 
'c him with a vagua consolation which he could scarcely 
^■in. Perhaps only hecause it was Sunday ; but there was 
' teproachful landlady, no distracting sound from above— all 
iet, Sunday leisure, Sunday decorum, as of old. When he 
it up hurriedly to his sitting-room, he found two letters lying 
Us table — one a telegraphic despatch from Dover, the other 
Maty little note, which he opened as a man opens the first 
itten cominuiucation he receivea from the woman of all women. 
I knew what was in it ; but ha read it aa eagerly as if he ex- 
Ud to find something new in the mild little epiatle, with its 
i&e attempt at congratuliition. The news was true. Either 
loEse had seized upon Mildmay in the prospect of death, or 
B lingering traditions of honour in his heart had asserted 
imaolvea on Susan's behalf. He had declared her entirely 
iDcsent ; he had eyen gone farther, he had sworn that it was 
mpauion of hia daughter that Susan had accoiU' 
oied tfaent, and as such that he hod treated her. The deposi- 
n token by the magistrates was sent to Vincent in an abridged 
I, but what it conveyed was clear beyond dispute. So far 
the worda of this apparently dying man could be received, 
sao waa spotless — without blood on her hand, or speck upon 
r good fame. The lesser and the greater guUt were both 
d &om that young head which had not been strong enough 
init for this vindication. Though he said, Thank Ood, from 
1 bottom of his heart, an unspeakable bitterness filled Yiu- 
~B soul aa be read. Here waa a deliverance, full, lavish, un- 
Aed for ; but who could tell that the poor girl, crazed with 
, would ever be any the better for it ) who could tell 
T this vindication might be of ftny further use than to 
ten the cloud upon Susan's grave 1 
Witli this thought in hia mind he went to the sick-room, 
e everything seemed quiet, not quite sure that his mother, 
rbed oa she was in Susan's present danger, could be able 
lealiae the wonderful deliverance which had come to them, 
t matters were changed there aa elsewhere. Between the 
a and the bed on which Susan lay, a large toldin%-wiTte'(v bad. 
' up,' and in the darkened space between ft^ ^n&. "Oft.* 
laxYJacent, with Dr Rider andbia Viie ou «wii*"^<^'*^. 



evidently pecBuadiug and arguing witli lier on aome pointi 
aliB was reluctant to yield to them. They were tuUdl 
whispers under their breath, and a certain air of stilhu 
calm and repose, which Vincent could scarcely comprelieiU 
in the hushed rtioni. 

" I assure you, on my word," said Dr Eider, lifting hig ^ 
Vincent opened the doiir, and beckoning liim softly to con 
"that this change is more than 1 dared hope fur. The ch 
are she will wake up out of danger. Nothing cun bo doi 
her but to keep her perfectly quiet ; and my wife ivill n 
you will rest ; — for our patient's sake ! " said the anxious dS 
still motioning Vincent forward, and appealing ti 

" Mr Vincent has something to tell you," said tlie quick 
woman, impetuous even in her whisper, who ^ -~ '■- 
wife. " He must not come and talk here. He might waki 
Take hi in away. Edward, take them both away. Mrs Via 
you must go and hear what he has to say." 

"Oh, Arthur ! my dear boy," cried his mother, looking 
him with moist eyes. " It is I who have something to telL 
child is perhaps to get well, Arthur. Oh 1 my own boy, 
all, she is going to get better. We shall have Susnn t 
Hnsh ! doctor, please let me go back agiun ; something s' 
— ^I tiiink something stirred; and perhaps she might wsjiti 
thing, and the nurse would not observe. Tired 1 — no, no j i 
' not tired. I have always watched them when they were i 
thdr Uvea. They never had any nurse in siokneas bat 
mother. Ai-thur, yon know I am not tired. Oh 1 dootoTr 
haps you would order something while he is here, for my' 
he has been agitated and anxious, and he is not so s 
nearly so strong as I am ; but, my dear," said the widnv, 
ing np in her son's faco with a wistful eagerness, " when k 
gets better, all will be — well." 

She said the last words with a trembling, prolonged 
Poor mother, in that very moment she had recalled ^mo 
the first time how far from well everything woidd be. He 
darkened over pitcously as she spoke. She rose up, stun] 
new energy by tliis dreadful thought, which had been hii 
mercifully obscured by Susan's danger. " Let me go 
don't say anything. Xobody can watch my child but a 
the heartbixjken wome-a ■, ani oaw toqtc she looked in hoc 
e .wanted to tcoA 1\v6iq «\ia*> Vai \i4.-^^w\iAi^-Sft 
, witliottt au-j una cNaa X^^ovji, "Ooa t|'^ 
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iadful pai-ticulats which now, iu die first relief uf Susan's 
lOovery, had burst into sudden shape upon her sight. " Doctor, 
will not detain you ; her brother and I will watch my child," 
d Mra Vincent. The light forsook her eyes as she rose in that 
RT and darker depth of anxiety; her litWe figure tottered try- 

Kto stand as she held out her hand to her son. " You and me 
nly you and me, Artliur — we must never leave her ; though 

iftfybody ia so kind -" said the minister's mother, tmiiing 

itb her smile of martyrdom, though her eyes vere blind and 
^B Gimld not see them, to Dr Aider and hia wife. 

Vincent took his mother's hands and put her tenderly back 
her chair. "I have good iiews, too," he said ; "all will be 
bU, mother dear. Tlua man who has wrought us so much 
enble is not dead. I told you, but you did not understand it; 
' he declares that Susan — " 
Arthur ! " cried Mra "Vincent, with a sliarp outcty of alarm 
id remonstrance. " Oh, God forgive me ! I will wake my 
Arthur 1 The doctor ia very good," added the widow, 
round upon them always with the instinct of concUiat- 
Arthur's friends ; " and so ia Mrs Eider ; but every family 
itB private affairs," she concluded, with a wistful, deprecat- 
fe smile, all the time making signs to Arthur to stop >iiin in 
I indiscreet revelations, " My dear, you will tell me presently 
len we are alone." 

"Ah, mother," said Vincent, with a suppressed groan, "there 
nothing private now in our family affairs. Hush I listen — 
laaQ is cleared ; he swears she had nothing to do with it ; ho 
tan Ihai she was his daughter's companion only. Mother ! 
Ood heavens ! doctor, what has happened t She looks as if 
■were dying. Mother ! What have I donel I have killed 
with my good news." 

■Hnah, hush — she has fainted — all will come right; let us 
her away," cried Dr Rider under his breath. Between them 
two young men carried her out of the room, which Mrs Rider 
»sed after them with a certain triumph. The widow was not 
so deep a faint but the fresher air outside and the motioii 
ired her. It was mora a sudden failing of her faculties in the 
[gilt of emotion than actual insensibility. She made a feeble 
irt to resist and return into Susan's room. " You will wake 
," said Dr Rider in her ear ; and the poor mother sank back 
■heir arms, fixing her wistful misty eyes, in -wbiAi CTes^\aav> 
" " moved aa sVe \o " " 
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in her face, half awatcened ouly from the incompreheDgion of \^M 
swoon, vtaa not to be mistaken or resisted. Vinceut bent ia^M 
oyer her, and repeated what he had said as he carried her to ^H 
other room. " Susan is safe— Siison is innocent. It is nU oi^H 
mother, you understand me!" he said, repeating it agusi^| 
again. Mrs Vincent leaned back upon his shoulder «ritl^| 
yielding nf n.11 her fatigued frame and worn-out mind. ^H 
understood him, not with her undeistanding as yet, but l^M 
her heart, which melted into nnspeakable relief and cflia^| 
without knowing why. She closed her eyes in that wouilfl^| 
consciousness of some great mercy that had happened to i^M 
the first time she hod closed them voluntarily for many ui^H 
and days. When they kid her down ou the bed wluch^H 
been hurriedly prepared for her, her eyes were still closed, ^| 
tears stealing softly out under the lids. She could not b^H 
out into expressions of thankfulness — ^the joy went to her h^M 

Dr Rider thought it judicious to leave her so, and n^l^l 
from the bedside with Vincent, not without some nmdaus ti^M 
sity in his own mind to hear all " the rights " of the mo^H 
Perhaps the hum of their voices, quietly though they spi^| 
aroused her from her trance of silent gratitude. When ■! 
called Arthur faintly, and when they both hurried to Uer, Sbr 
Vincent was sitting up in her bed wiping off the tears from be 
cheeks. "Arthur, dear," said the widow, "I am quite kun 
Dr BJder will understand that what he has beard is in tli* 
strictest coujideuce ; for to be sure," she continued, with t 
faint smile breaking over her wan face, " nobody could bsw 
any doubt about my Susan. It only hod to be set right — mi 
I knew when my son came home he would set it right," »>d 
Mrs Vincent, looking full in Dr Eider's face. " It has all h«|t- 
peued because I had not my wits about me as I ou^t to luw 
had, and was not used to act for myself ; but when my »a 
came back — Arthur, my own boy, it was all my fault, hnt I 
knew you would set it right — and as for my Susan, nobodj' 
could have any douht ; and you ■will both forgive your poor 
mother. I don't mind saying this before the doctor," she re- 
peated again once more, looking in his face ; " because he la* 
seen us in all our trouble, and I am sure we may trust Ur 
Eider ; but, my dear, you know our private affairs are not to h* j 
talked of before strangers — especially," said the widow, " ~ 

ng trembling sigh ot teUrf anA nowvEott, " when Qod has 

good to us, and all is to ^m ■we'i." 

T/ie two young mem VooVci »fc e^^ "*^'« '"> 
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awe All the dreadful interval wLlcli Lad po^iscd be* 
thia Sunday afternoon and the day of Susaa'a return, had 
blank to Mis Vincent bo far as the out«r world was cor- 
. Her daughter's illness and danger had rapt her altn- 
out of ordinary life. She took up her burden only where 
dropped off from her in the consuming anxiety for tiusan'a 
td reaaon, in which all other fears had been lost Just at 
&at where she had forgotten it^ where she had still faced 
Hild with the despairing assumption that all would be right 
Arthur returned, she bethought herself now of that fright- 
odow which had never been revealed in its full horror tc 
Now that Arthur's assurance relieved her heart of 
widow took lip her old position instinctively. She 
nothing of the comments in the newspapers, the vulgar 
ity to which poor Susan's story hod come. She wanted 
nesa upon Dr Rider's mind, by way ot making up for her 
imprudence, that he was specially trusted, and that she 
it mind speaking before h im because he hod seen aU their 
0, Such was the poor mother's idea as she sat upon the 
■here they had carried her, wiping the tears of joy from 
and worn face. She forgot all the weary liays that had 
and gone, She took up the story just at the point where 
Eter all her martyrdom and strenuous upholding of Arthur's 
had suddenly sunk into Susan's sick-room and left it. 
she reappeared with Arthur's banner once more in her 
I — always strong in that assumption that nobody could 
as to Susan, and that Arthur had but to come home to 
right. Dr Eider held up his warning finger when he 
i&cent about to speak This delusion was salvation to 

I I must go back to Susan, doctor," said Mrs Vincent, 
should wake and find a stranger there 1 — though Mrs 
so kind. But I am much stronger than I look — watch- 
JT does me any harm ; and now that my mind is easy — 
1 don't require much sleep at my time of life. And, Arthur, 
my dear child sees me, ehe will know that all is well — all 
i" repeated the widow, with trembling lips. " I must go 
a, doctor ; think if she should wake !" 
it b1i6 iQUHt not wake," said Dr Rider ; " and if you stay 
' hNS she will not wake, for my wife will keep everything 
Tou wUl have a great deal to do for liet -wW^ s'ofi, ia 
aad conscious. Now you miist rest," 
^^"■^^ -- - ' ^ Vix'^mSsx -BS 



ehe will want nursing, Arthur," said Mrs Vincent, " after t 
hd illness ; but she might miss me even in bor sleep, ta 
might " 

" Mother, yuu must rest, for Susan's sake ; if yon Ttiako yi 
self ill, who will be able to take care of ber 1 " said Vino 
who felt her hand tremble in his, and saw with how much i 
culty she sustained the nervous shivering of her frame, i 
looked up into Ma face with those aniious eyes which 
read his without being able to comprehend all the meanU 
there. Then the widow turned with a feminine artifice to 
Rider. 

"Doctor, if you will bring me word that my child is still mil 
— if joa will tell me exactly what you think, and that siri 
going on well," said Mrs Vincent; "you are always so fcil 
Oh, Arthur, my dear boy," cried the widow, taking his U 
and caressing it between ber own, " now that he is gonc^l 
me. Is it quite true 1 — is all well again t but you most wH 
bring in Susan's name. N^obody must have it in their 
say a word about your sister, Arthur dear. And, oh, I 
you hove been prudent and not said anything among 
people. Hush ! he will bo coming back ; is it quite 
Arthur I Tell me that my dear child has come safe out ofi 
all, and nothing has happened. Toll me ! Oh, speak to I 
Arthur dear ! " 

" It 13 quite true," said Vincent, meeting his mother's (J 
with a strange blending of pity and thankfulness. He didi 
nay enough to satisfy her. Sbe drew bim closer, looking m 
fully into his faee. The winter afternoon was darkening, I 
room was cold, the atmosphere dreary. The widow h^ I 
sou close, and fixed upon him her anxious inquiring eyes. " 
is quite true, Arthur I There is nothing behind that yon I 
hiding from me?" she said, with her lips almost touching 1 
cheek, and her wistful eyes searohing his meaning. " 01^ i 
dear boy, don't bide anything from ma I am able to hew 
Arthur. Whatever it is, I ought to know." 

"What I have told you is the simple truth, mother," n 
Vincent, not without a pang. " He has made a dedatfltil 
before the magistrates " 

Mrs Vincent started so mucli that the bed on which, shfti 

Bbook. " Before the magistrates !" she said, with a faint 6 

Then after a pause — " But, ttiai^ QrtA, S!t w, wA here, Arflt 

.Mat: at Lonsdale, nor anyw'hcTe-w^vCTe-sfewftWm^^ 

JH^Igt— that -be liad ncvct \wLravc&-Hrj OK\i% ""^ 
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IT — your sjater 1 — that she should ever be spoken of so I 
lie vas not killed! I da uot understand it^ my denr. I 
all the rights of it ; but it is a great comfort to hove 
to mi^sctf for a moment, and to feel as if perhaps things 
t come right again. Huab 1 1 tliink the doctor must he 
Dg, £>pBak very low. My dear hoy, you don't nieau it, 
jFon are imprudent ; and, oh, Arthur, with a troublesome 
like yours you must not commit yourself ! You must not 
WT sister's name be talted of among the people. Hush, 
, I bear the doetor at the door." 

id. the widow put lier son away from her, and leant her 
Dpon her hands instead of an his Rliouldcr. Hhe would 
ren let the doctor suppose that she had seized that moment 
qnire further, or that she was anything but sure and con- 
■Uiat all was going well. 

lie is in the most beautiful sleep," said tlie enthusinatic 
■, "and Nettie is by her. Now, Mrs Vincent, here is 
diing ynu must take ; and when you wake up again I will 
yon to your daughter, and I have very little doubt you 
nud her on the fair way for recovery — recovery iu every 
>" added Dr Eider, in cautiously ; "twice saved — and I 
you will have no more of sueh imeasineaa as you hn,ve snf- 
on her behalf," 

indeed, I have had very little uneasiness with my children," 
ilx& Vincent, drawing up her little figure on the bed. 
on never had a severe iilness before. When she came 
fint aho was sufierjag from a — a bad fright, doctor. I 
yon 80 at the time ; and I wna so weak and so alarmed, 
irdear, that I fear Dr Eider has raisunderatood me. When 
a not much used to illness," said the mother, with lior 
itio Jesuitry, " one thinks there never was anytJung so bad 
iB'a own case, and I was foolish and upset. Yes, I will 
it, doctor. Kow that I am easy in my mind, I will take 
ling you pieaae; and you will let me know if she wakes, 
l&io Btirs. Whatever happens, you will let mo know that 
Ent} Arthur, you will see that they let mc Itnow." 
IB doctor promised, anxiously putting the draught into her 
B : he would have promised any impossible thing at the 
nt, m eager waa he to get her persuaded to rest. 
bave not talked so mueh for — I wonder how long it is!" 
be widow, with a faiut smile. " Oh, Arttiut 4fcM,l iwA 
a millstone had been on my heart, tmi ^^A^«&. 
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videiice," said tlie little woraan, looking full ia his face, 
haps she believed it — at least she meant him to Wiei 
fjhe swnJlowed the draught he gave her vdth that emile 
her {ace, and laid down her throbbing head in the qi ' 
and darkness. " Go with the doctor, Arthur di 
denying the yearning in her heart to question h 
lest Dr Bider might perhaps suppose all was not so well 
said ; " and, oh, be sure to tell me the very moment that 
wakesi" She watched them gliding uoiaelessly out i 
room, two dark figures, in the darkness. She lay down 
throbbing all over with thrills of pain, which were half pl( 
She began to be conscious itgain of her own body and li' 
the wistful curiosity that possessed her was not strong 
to neutralise the positive unmistakable joy. Susan VBI 
covering, Susan was innocent. What trouble could then 
heavy enough to take away the comfort out of words 

" Now she will sleep. Mr Vincent, I congratulate yoi 
hiiving such pure blood in your veins ; not robust, you kl 
but far better — such sweet, perfect health as one rarely JI 
with nowadays," said the doctor under his breath, wilh pn 
flional enthusiasm ; " all the better for your sister that she ( 
of such a stock. My wife, now, is another example — uotrol 
03 I say — natures delicately ot;ganised, but in such esqn 
adjustment, and with such elasticity I Mrs Vincent will { 
sleep like a baby, and wake able for — anything that God 
please to send her," said Dr Rider with reverence, " They 
both sleep till to-morrow if all goes well. Hush I — ^WeU, I 
be absurd, for neither of them could hear us here ; but still 
best to err on the safe side." 

" But Susan — you are not deceiving us — Susan is " 

Vincent, with sudden alarm. 

" She is asleep," said Dr Rider ; " and, if I can, I will r« 
till she wakes ; it ia life or death." 

They parted thus — the doctor to the little room below-«l 
where Vincent's dinner awaited him, and the young mis 
lumself to his own room, where he went into the darkoees 
a kind of bewildered uncortaiuty and incomprehension cd 
events about him. To think that this day, with all its stl 
encounters and imexpected incidents, was Sunday, oa he 
dealy remembered it to be — tha.t this morning he had pi 
And this evening had to ^Teadv s^ttm., to^w* 
""' ' the utter chaos and aiatatXiawae. oV 
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struck liim dumb to remember that by-aiid-bj he must again 
ascend the pulpit, and go tbrciugh all hia duties. Waa he 
impostor, doing all this mechanically? He debated the quids' 
tioa dolly in his own mind, as he sat too much be^dered to da 
anjrUiing else in the dark in hia bed-chamber, pondering with a. 
certain confused gravity and consolation over all thitt had hnp- 
pened. But fucultiea which are confused by sudden comfort- 
and relief, are very different from faculties obscured and con- 
founded by suffering. He sat vaguely in the dark, wondering 
over hia strange poaitiiia. This morning, even in the height of 
bis deapair, he had at least some idea what he was going to do 
in that pulpit of Salem. It was a sacriflce — a mnrtyrdom 
accompliBh — a wild outcry and complaint to pour forth to 1 
world. This evening lie sat wasting the precious momenta 
the soft darkness, without knowing a word of what he was 
say — vfithout being able to realise the fact, that hy-and-by ho 
should have to go out through the sharp air echoing with church- 
bella — to see once more all those watchful faces turned upoa 
him, and to communicate such instruction as was in him to his 
flock. A senae of exhaustion nud satisfaction was in Yinccnt' 
heart He sat listless in a vague comfort and wearineaa, his 
head throbbing with tlie fumes of his past excitement, yet not 
ftdiing. It was only now that he realised the rolling off from 
hia head of this dark cloud of horror and shame. Susan was 
recovering— Susan was innocent. He became aware of thefacts 
much in the same way as his mother became aware of them 
she dropped to sleep in the blessed darkness of the adjoining 
room. Confused as he waa, with his brain still full of the pul- 
Butions of the past, he was so far conscious of what had hap- 
pened. He sat in his reverie, regardless of the time, and every- 
thing else that he ought to have attended to. The Uttle maid 
came and knocked at his door to say his dinner had been wait- 

^ ' hour, and ho answered, " Yes ; he was coming," ' 

8&t still in the darkness. Then the landlady herself, compunc- 
tious, beginning to feel the thrills of returning comfort which 
had entered her house, came tapping softly to say it was near 
nix, and wouldn't Mr Vincent take something before it was time 
for chapel? Mr Vincent said "Yes" again, but did not movi 
and it waa only when he heard the church-bella tingling into th 
night tdr that he got up at last, and, stealing first to the door of 
Susan's room, where he ascertained that she still slc^t, aivd Uw.i 
ohismqtber'B, wfiere he could bear liet soU te^vW NiwuISto; 
^'~" ' 'lit away in au mdeacifc&VA^ 



dition of inin^ In Salem and Ma duty. There is a kbd 
ift-eaknesB incident to excitemeut of mind and neglect ol b 
which 13 akin to tlic ecstatic state in whicli men dream die 
and see visions. Yincent was in that condition to-night, 
waa not careful what anybody would say or think; he no h 
pictured to himself the upturned faces in Salem, all consdotn 
tjie tragedy which was connected with his name. The senst 
deliTentnca in his heart emancipated him, and gave s 
impulse to his thoughts. In the weakness of an excited and 
hausted frame, a certain gleam of the ineffable and miracnl 
came oyer the young man. Ho was agjun in the world yT 
Gkid stoops down to change with one touch of His finger 
whole current of man's Hfe — the world of childhood, of geni 
of faith ; that other world, dark sphere of necessity and fl 
where notliing could stay the development into dread inu 
tality of the obstinate human intelligence, itnd wiiere di 
echoes of speculation still questioned whether any change ' 
jiossible in heart and spirit, or if saving souls were a i 
fignre of speech, fio:ited away far off over hia head, a. dark £c 
of despoir. In this state of mind he went back to the pu] 
where, in the morning, he had thrilled his audience wiUl 
those wild compUcations of thought which end f 
Salem was again crowded — not a comer of the chapel ri 
unfilled ; and again, many of the more zealous members M 
driven out of their seats by the influx of the crowd. Tiu« 
who had no sermon to preach, and nothing except the ft * 
that was in his heart to say, took up again his subject of 
morning. He told his audience with the unpremeditated al 
at a natural orator, that while Reason considered all the dei 
rate chances, and concluded that wonderful work imposdl 
God, with the lifting of His countenance, with the touch of 
power, made the darkness light before Him, and changed 
very earth and heavens around the wondering sonl. Lifted 
of the region of reasonableness himself, he explained to 
aatonished audience how Reason halts in her conclusions, 1| 
miracle and wonder are of all occurrences the most natural, : 
how, between God and man, there are no boundaries of p 
bilify. It was a strange sermon, without any text or diviaifl 
irregular in its form, sometimes broken in its utterance ; bat 
man who spoke was in a "rapture" — a state of f 
ecataaj. He saw indUtuidA.^; 'QasA VVotb -Reru glisten 
the crowd, and felt w\iat ■was somew^isfc a.Tv xam^o^ q 
, aesB^tlmt hia henrt bad maia iM-mnaaawsSvOTa \fttf' 



1 his audience almost \vithoiit hia knowing it; but he did not 
) that nobody came to the vestry to congratulate hini, 
lat Tozer looked disturbed, and that the deacons averted their 
Bniga conntenancea. Wheu ho had done ilia work, he vent 
B "without waiting to talk to anybody — without, indeed, 
linking any more of Salem — through the crowd, in the darkness, 
g group after group in earnest discussiun of the minister. 
a went back still in that exalted condition of mind, unaware 
e passed Mrs Tozer and Phaibe, who were much disposed 
1 join him — and was in his own house sooner than most of his 
.gregation. AH within was quiet, lost in the most grateful 
[ profound stOlness. Sleep seemed to brood over the de- 
Veied bouse. Yincent spoke to the doctor, who still waited, 
d whose hopes were rising higher and higher, and then ate 
ymething, and said his prayers, and went to rest like a child, 
Iho family, so worn out with labour, and trial, and sorrow, slept 
rofoundly under the quiet stars. Those hard heavens, from 
hich an indifferent God saw the Innocents murdered and 
s no sign, had melted into the sweet natural firmament, 
bove which the great Father watches unwearied. The eudden 
saa more than mere deliverance to the young Noncon- 
He slept and took rest in the aweet surprise and 
Utnkfnlness of his soul. Hia life and heart, still young and 
ujapabla of despair, had got back out of hard anguiahea and 
I which no one cuuld soften, to the sweet miraculous 
a which circumstancea are always changing, and God ia- 
itferes for evei. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

lEN Vincent awoke nest morning, his mother was stanctS^^ 

bis bedside. Her eyes were dewy and moist, a faint tinge 

colour wna on her sweet old cheek, and her steps tottered a 

ie as she came up to his bed, and stooped to kiss him. " Oh, 

kithur, my dear boy, she knows me !" said Mrs Vincent, put- 

mg np her hand to her eyes. " I must not bo awa^ fetwo-tRs 

tmeat, but I could not resist comng \ft \^ "^m. ^^sa J 

s njQ dear. Make hasto nnd dress, Mid i»wi ^ ^ 
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yoHT sister, Artlmr ; aiid I ivill give ordera about your breakltil 
OS I go back. My denr, I know you biivo been ansioua," u 
the widow, putting biick his hair fondly with the soft lltl 
kund which still trembled ; " though men have not the VS^- 
showing it, I know you have been very anxious. Yon look 
quite pale and thin as you slept. But I must speak to t 
landlady now and see about your food. Come to Susan's rw 
as soon as you arc dressed, and I will order your breakfast, I 
dear boy," said hia mother, going softly out again, wiUi 1 
tender little figure all beautified and trembling with joy. 
Vincent met the landlady near the door, and stopped tfl 15 
to her. " My daughter is a great deal better," said tie miuiaM 
mother. " I have been so anxious, I have never been able 
thank you as I ought to have done for your kindness and at! 
tion. We have been as quiet as if we had been at home. 
ivill all remember your attention, though 1 have never h 
able to thank you before ; and I am sure it is very grati^ 
to my son to think it is one of his own flock who has t«keii 
much pains for us. Mr Vincent has been very anxious ah 
hia sister," continued the ■widow ; " I fear he haa not t 
taking his food, aor keeping his regular time for meals. ^ 
would oblige me very much if you would try to have soraetliil 
nice for his breakfast. We were all much shaken yesterdi 
being so anxious ; — some new-laid eggs perhaps — thongh 
know they are scarce in a town at this time of the yeatf 
or anything you can think of that will tempt him to eat, 
would not say so much," said Mrs Vincent, smiling upon 1 
astonished landlady, and leaning to support her own weak 
on the rail of the passage upon which the staircase ope 
" but that I know your kind interest in your minister. 1 
sure you will take all the pains you can to get him to attend 
his precious health. Thank you. I am very much obliged." 

With this the little woman passed on, feeUng indeed 
weak to stand longer ; and leaving the landlady, who had 
tended to mingle some statement of her own grievances W 
her congratulations, with the plea quietly taken out ol 
Lands, and the entire matter disposed of. Mrs Vincent ' 
moving back again to the sick-room, when the door ope 
down-ataira, and some one asked for Mr Vincent, and camA 
hurriedly. The minister's motlier recognised Tozer'a voioe, ■ 
made a pause. She was glad oi VVie ci^^rtanity to inaha 1 
that all was well in the fioc\t, SUe \aa,iA. otm _^ "^^^ 
"" ' Jifludswith the bottetma.tv,moNfti1: ""*- 



ankfulueaa by tha recollection of the state of ansiety slie was 
when she saw him lost. 

■" My son is not up yet," she said. " We were very anxious 
Rterdny. It was tha crisis of the fever, and everything de- 
luded upon it. I daresay you would see how anxious Mr 
tncent was ; but, thank heaven, now all is goiug oa well." 
" Tou see, ma'am," said Tozer, "it must have idl been oa 
e Derres, and to be sure there ain't nothing more likely to he 
rrioeable than good news. It's in the paper this morning. Aa 
on as I see it, I said to my miasia, ' Tiiis ia why the minister 
is so pecooliar yesterdBy,' I divined it in a moment, ma'am ; 
>ugh it wasn't to say prudent, Mrs Vincent, and not as you 
Juld have advised no more cor myself, to fly off lite thut 
it of chapel, without an much aa shaking hands with one o' 
s deacons. But I make allowances, I do ; and when I see 
I in the paper, I said to my missis, ' It's all along o' this Mr 
iscent was so queer.' I don't doubt as it'll be quite looked over, 
d thought no more of, when it's known what's the news." 
"■' What newfl t " said Mrs Vincent^ faintly, holding fast by 
e railing, " You mean the news of my dear child's recovery," 
B added, after a breathless pause. " Have they put it in the 
persi 1 am sore it is very good, but I never hewd of such a 
ing before. She has been very ill to be sure — hut moat peo- 
e are very ill once in their lives," said the widow, gasping a 
itle for breath, and fixing her eyes upon the paper which Tozer 
" ' n his hand. 

" Poor soul !" said the deacon, compassionately, " it ain't no 
Onder, considering all things. Fhcebe would have come the 
iiy first day to say, Conld she be of any use ! but her mother 
osn't agreeable. Women has their own ways of managing ; 
t they'll both como to-duy, now all's cleared up, if you'li 

nise me. And now, ma'am, I'll go on to the minister, and 
B if tliere's nnytliiog as he'd like ine to do, for Pigeon and 

i rest was put out, there's no denying of it ; but if things b 

straight directly, what with thb news, and what with them 
s yesterday, I don't think as it'll do no harm. I said 
► liim, na this Sunday was half the battle," said the worthy 
ittenn&n, reflectively ; "and he did his best — I wouldn't say 
I lie didn't do his best ; and I'm not the man as will forsake 
jr pastor when he's in trouble. Good morning, ma'am j and 

■ best respects to mias, and I hope aa she'lL boow ha. Nicii 

There ain't ho man aa could Tfcjoitfc t 
i aewa. " 
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Tozer went on to Vincent's room, at the door o£ whiok I 
minister had appeared aiimmoning him with some impatisi 
and anxiety. " Nowal wliat newsl" said Mrs Vincent, IkO 
to lieiBelf, 03 ehe held by the roil and felt the light fora^ 
her eyes in a new mist o£ sudden dread. She caught tlw! lo 
of the landlady at that moment, a look of half pity, ( 
mid knowledge, which startled her hack to her defences, 
sudden firmness she gathered herself together, and west oi 
the sick-room, leaving behind her, as she closed the dooTi ' 
whole troahled world, which seemed to know better about 
moRt intimate afiairs than she did ; and those newspapers, wl 
somehow mentioned Susan's name, that sweet maiden n 
which it was desecration to see bo much as named in p 
Rather the widow carried that uneasy world in with her to 
sick-room which she hod left a few minutes before in all 
effusion of unhoped-for joy. Everything still was not 1 
though Susan was getting better. She sat down by the b 
where Susan lay languid and pale, showing the change in 1 
little more than quietness and a faint recognition of her moti 
and in her troubled heart began to look the new state of af 
in the face, and to make up her mind that more of the n 
of Susan's illness than she bad supposed known, must have 
come pubhc. And then Artbnr and his flock, that flock v" 
he evidently had somehow affronted on the previous day. 
Vincent pondered with all the natnral distrust of a woman 01 
Arthur's imprudence. She almost chafed at her necessa^ n 
finement by her daughter's bedside ; if she herself, who 1 
been a minister's wife for thirty years, and knew the ways 
congregation, and how it must be managed, could only gel i 
the field to bring her son out of the difflcnit passages which 
had no faith in hb own power to ateer through ! So the p 
mother experienced how, when absorbing grief i 
host of complicated anxieties hasten in to fill up its place, 
was no longer bowed down under an overwhelming dread, 1 
she was consumed by restless desires to he doing — cravings 
know all— fears for what might at the moment be happei 
out of her range and influence. What might Arthur, always 
cautious, be confiding to Tozer even now t— perhaps telling 
those "private affairs" wliich the widow would have dofell 
against exposure with her very life — perhaps chafing at S 
and rejecting that yote w^ncli, \iiswi^ a. ttunistar, he must 1 

s ail Mrs Yincent r,0Q\i 4o ^( ■" ^--" -" 

and to iiiaintam Hiat 
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only sLe cciuld have been tlicra to softun Ills intpa' 
Bee and make tlie best of his unnecessary confidences ! Many 
a before this, the -widow had been compelled to submit to 
tt female tribulation — to be ehnt np apurt, and leave the 
at eyents outside to be transacted bj those incautious mascu- 
i lutnds, in whicli, at the bottom of her heart, a woman ael- 
n Los perfect coniidence when her own superrising influence 
irithdrawn. Mrs Vincent felt instinctively that Arthur 
mid commit himself as she sat resigned but troubled by 

Tozer went directiy to the donr of Vincent's room, where the 
■, only half-dressed, but much alarmed to see the col- 
roy which was going on between his mother nnd the butter- 
n, was TTaiting for him. The deacon squeezed the young 
m's band with a hearty pressure. His aspect was so fatherly 
1 confidential, that it brought back to the mind of the young 
tftconformist a certain rueful half-comic recollection of the 
) in the hack parlour, and all the old troubles of the 
T of Salem, which heavier shadows had driven out of his 
Ihd. ToKcr held up tritimpkintly the paper in his hand. 
"VouVe seen it, air?" said the butteraian ; "first thing I 
I this momiiig was to look up whether there wasn't nothing 
■Hit it in the latest intelligence j for th.e ' Gazette' has been 
TJ particular, knowing, at CarlingforJ, folks would be inter- 
tad— ^md here it ia sure enough, Mr Vincent ; and we nigh 
S»e throe cheers, me and the lads in the shop." 
To tilis Vincent listened with n darkening brow and on ini- 
e which he did not attempt to conceal. He took the 
r with again that quick sense o£ the intolerable which 
t him to tear the innocent broadsheet in pieces and 
dit under foot, The 'Qazette' contained, with a heading 
I loiEe characters, -the following paragraph : — 

"The DovEtt Thagedy. 
* Onr readers will be glad to hear thnt the unfortunate young 
f vliose name has been so unhappily mixed up in this mys- 
[ons ftfloir, is likely to be fully exonerated from the charge 
Uy brought against her. In the deposition of the wounded 
1, itliicli was token late on Saturday night, by Mr Everett, 
Btipendiary magistrate of Dover, he distinctly declares that 

«— was not the party who iited the piatoV, ■&«( Ssi 'ism^ 

•o^mected with it — that she had accotnpa.'ti\eA.V\a 6jsa.^W , 
'- ajuiahii on a hasty journey, auA \Viat,™ ' ' '^' 
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stead ol the romaotic connection supposed to subsist betweav 
the parties, with all the pOnSaions of love and revenge natnnBTM 
involved, the tics between them were of the simplest lud mi^f 
temporary charucter. We ore grieved to add, that the fn^a 
and horror of her awful poaition had overpowered Mias ■ J 
some time l)efore this deposition was made, and brought sffd 
brain-fever, which, of course, made the unfortunate yoimg IfliM 
who is understood to possess great personal attractions, (fiajM 
unable to explain the suspicious cLrcunistances surrounding bffl 
Wo have now oulj to congratulate her respectable family a^B 
friends an hor exoneration from a very shocking charge, iilfl 
hope her innocence will soon be confirmed by full legal acqiuttfl 
Our readers will find Colonel Mildmay's deposition on anotllfl 
page. It will be perceived that he obstinately refuses to mIM 
cate who was the real perpetrator of the deed. Suspicion 1h 
been directed to his groom, who accompanied him, in \dK^| 
however, the wounded man seems to repose perfect conjdaufl 
lie is still in a precarious state, but little doubt is entertaiufl 
of liis ultimute reuovery." I 

" There, Jlr Vincent, tliat'a gratifying, that ia," said Tuxer,d 
Vincent kid down the paper ; " and I come over directly I iffl 
it, to let you know. And I come to say besides," contJmiM 
the butternum with some diffidence, " as I think if you and itfl 
was to go off to Mr Brown the solicitor, and give him his onljM 
as he was to put in bail for Miss ■ ■ ■ ■ or anything elae as mij^l 
be necessary — not meaning to use no disagreeable word^ jfl 
there ain't no occasion now," said the good deacon ; "bot ogU 
to make it plain, as you and me is responsible for her, if UjH 
OS she was ever to be called for again. It would be the ^^M 
to do, that would, sir, if you take my advice. It ain't oltognH 
my own notion, but was put into my head by one as knaiH 
The gentleman as come here from Dover inquiring iuto fifl 
business was the one as suggested it to me. He turned out ntl 
common obliging, and wasn't to say no trouble in the honH] 
and when word came as the Colonel wasn't de«d, he went awn 
as civil as could be. I'll go vrith yOE cheerful to Mr Brown, fl 
you'll take my advice, afore Mrs Vincent gets moving nbciuB 
iigain, or the young lady knows what's a-going on ; that's vbal 
I'd do, sir, if it was me." ] 

Vincent grasped ib.c cxu\ta.i\t tottftttQau's hand in onover^ 
flgy ofgratitude and compuuctiow. *'^\^&^a.■o.^^^«t^OT^■l<i^M! 
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Ben tt true friend. Thank yon from tha bottom of my heart. 
tvill go ut once, and accept this other great kindness from you. 
eluUl never forget ivLat I owe to you as loug oa I live." 
"I never was the man to forsake iny pastor in trouble— not 
n young man like you as is a credit to the connection, 
i llie beat preacher I may say as I ever heard in Salem," said 
r, with effusion, returning the grasp ; " but we ain't a-going 
step till you've had your breakfast Tour good mother, Mrs 
iDceut, aa is a real lady, sir, and would never advise you dif- 
rent from what I would myself, being for your own interests, 
Duld have little opinion of me if I took you out on n Monday 
i' after your labours without so much as a bit o' breakfast 
I sustain you. I'll sit by you while you're a-eating of your 
There's a deal to consider of concerning Snlem as I 
luldn't well bring before you as long as you were in auch 
Them were uncommon sermons, air, yesterday; I 
a't know as I ever heard anything as wa£ just to be compared 
nomin' discourse, and most of the flock was of my 
anion ; but what is the good of standing up for the pastor — 
k you candid, Mr Vincent — when he'll not take no pains to 
wp things square 1 I'm apeoking plain, for you can't miatake 
B as it's anything but your own interests I am a-thinldng of. 
B tias all marching in, deacons and committee and all, to say 
a grateful to you for your instructiona, and wishing 
1 well out of your trouble — and J was in great hopes aa mat- 
« might have been made up — when behold, what we finds 
s the vestry empty and the pustor gone ! Now, I ain't a-find- 
j fault "Aiem news would explain anything; but I don't 
sny as Pigeon and the rest was put out ; and if you'll be 
lided by one as wishes you well, Mr Vincent, when you've 
nta our business as is most important of all, you'll go and 
1 sorae visits, sir, and make yourself agreeable, if you'll 
le me. It ain't with no selfiEh thoughts aa I speak," said 
:, energetically. " It's not like asking of you to come a- 
uting lo me, nor setting myself forward as the minister's great 
'. — though we was remarking aa the pastor was unknown 
r house this fortnight and more — hut it's for peace and 
lion, Mr Vincent, and the good of the flock, air, and to keep 
-as yonr good mother well knows ^'t easy in a congregation 
-all things straight" 

When this little peroration was delivered, Vincent w 
t table, making vrbat he could of tha breaWaa^, va \ 
b laolberand Tozer Jiad interested thomaeVvca. \'5.'wm 
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vidence," said the little woman, looking full in his face, Pw- 
lups slie believed it — at least she meant him to believe n 
She swallowed the draught he gave her with that aiiiile npoB 
her face, and laid down her throbbing head in the qnietncu 
and darkness. " Go with the doctor, Arthur dear," she saji, 
denying the yearning in her heart to question her son further, 
lest Dr Bider might perhaps suppose ail was not ho well lu ili« 
said ; " and, oh, be sure to tell me the very moment that Soss 
wakes 1" She watched them gliding noiselessly out of t^f 
room, two dark figures, in the darkness. She lay down algoe, 
throbbing all over with thrills of pain, which were half pieaauv. 
She began to he conscious again of licr own body and life ; and 
the wistful curiosity that possessed lier was not strong enoagb 
to neutralise the positive unmistakable joy. Susan was n- 
covering. Susan was innocent. What trouble could there U 
heavy enough to take away the comfort out of wonb lika 

" Now she will sleep. Jlr Vincent, I congratulate you 
having snch pure blood in your veins ; not robust, you 
hut far better — such sweet, perfect health as one rarely 
with nowadays," said the doctor under his breath, with | 
sional enthusiasm ; " all the better for your sister that she caiu 
of such a stock. My wife, now, is another example — not roboM, 
as I say — natures delicately organised, but iu such cxqainU 
adjustment, and with such elasticity! Mrs Vincent will go » 
sleep like a bahy, and wake able for — anything that God nut 
please to send her," said Dr Rider with reverence. " They niil 
both sleep till to-morrow if all goes well. Hush ! — Well, I 
be absurd, for neither of them could hear us here; but Still, 
best to err on the safe side." 

" But Susan — you are not deceiving us — Susan ia 

Vincent, with sudden alarui. 

"She is asleep," saidDr Eider; "and, if I can, I will 
till she wakes; it is life or death." 

They parted thus — tho doctor to the little room bdow-sl 
where Vincent's dinner awaited him, and the young 
himself to hia own room, where he went into the darkness 

kind of bewildered uncertunty and incomprehcnsioii 
events about liim. To think that tlus day, with all its 
encounters and imespccted incidents, was Snnday, as he 
denly remembered it to be- — tiiaA this morning he had pre 
&nd tlih evening had to ■pceaijii a^s^i cnTO.-^i»j^Sa.\is 
" ' ' the utter cbaoB atii 6iat\K\jWic& oV wf" ^"^ 
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W struck him dumb to remember that by-and-by he must again 
I ascend the pulpit, and go thniugh all hia dutiea. Waa he an 
B impostor, doing all this mechanicaJlyT Ho debated the qucs- 

■ tiou dully in his own mind, as be sat too much bewildered to do 

■ anything else in the dark in his bed-chamber, pondering with s 
I certain confused gravity and consolation over all that had liap- 
I pened. But faculties which are confused by siidden comfort 
I and rehef, are very different from faculties obscured and 
I founded by suffering. He sat vaguely in the dark, wondering 
I over hia strange poaition. This morning, even in the height ot 
I his despair, he had at least some idea what he was going to do 
I in that pulpit of Salem. It was a sacrifice — a martyrdom to 
I accomplish — a wild outcry and complaint to pour forth to tho 
I world. This evening he sat wasting the precious momenta in 
I the soft darkness, without knowing a word of what he was to 
I say — without being able to realise the fact, that by*and-hy he 
I Bhoald have to go out through the sharp air echoing with church- 
I bella — to see once more all those watchful faces turned upow. 
I him, and to communicate such instruction as was in hu 
I flock. A sense of exhaustion and satisfaction was in Vincent's. 
I heart He sat listless in a vague comfort and wearinesa, hia 
I head throbbing with the fumes of his past excitement, yet not 
I aching. It was oiJy now that he realised the rolling off from 
I hia head of this dark cloud of horror and shame. ISuaan was 
I recovering — Susan was imiocent. He became aware of the facts 
I much in the same way as his mother became aware of them era 
I she dropped to steep in the blessed darkness of the adjoining 
r room. Confused as he was, with his brain still full of the pul- 
I sations of the past, he was ao far conscious of what had hap- 
pened. He sat in his reverie, regardless ot the time, and every- 

I thing ebe that he ought to have attended to. The Uttle maid 
I came and knocked at his door to say his dinner had been wait- 
I ing lor an hour, and he answered, " Yes ; he was coming," but 
\ sat still in the darkness. Then the landlady herself, compunc- 
I tions, beginning to feel the thrills of returning comfort which 
I bad entered her house, came tapping softly to say it was near 
I »lx, and wouldn't Mr Vincent take something before it was time 
\ for chapeU Mr Vincent swd " Yes" again, but did not move; 
I and it was only when he heard the church-bella tingling into the 
I night UT that he got up at last, and, stealing first to the door of 
I Susan's room, where ho ascertained tiiat she still 6le'jt,-M.vi iVsaw- 
'o his lootJier^a, where he could host \\er aolt ^egr^x NitcsSiM ' 
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ditiou of mind t'> Salem and his duty. TJiere is a kinA M 
weakness incident to excitement of mind and neglect of boAjr, 
which is akin to the ecstatic state in which men dream drEnu. 
and sec visions. Vincent waa in that condition ton 
was not careful what anyhody would say or think; ha no longer 
pictured to liimaelf the upturned laces in Salem, all conscious rf 
the tragedy which was conuacted with his name. Tho sense t£ 
deliverance in hia heart emancipated Mm, and gave a cDntruf ■ 
impulse to his thoughts. In the weakness of an excited and ex- 
hausted frame, a certain gleam of the ineffable and miriicnliNU 
came over the young man. He was again in the world where 
God stoops down to change with one touch of Hia finger the 
whole current of man's life — the world of childhood, of genius, 
of faith; that other world, dark sphere of necessity and fatft 
where nothing could stay the development into dread immof- 
tality of tlie obstinate human intelligence, and where dreniy 
echoes of speculation still questioned whether any change wcw 
possible in heart and spirit, or if saving souls "were a men 
figure of speech, floated away far off over hla head, a dark fiction 
of despair. In this state of mind he went back to the pul{nt 
wherej in the morning, he had thrilled his audience with nil 
those wild complications of thought which end in nothinj!. 
Salem was again crowded— not a comer of the chapel remaioal 
unfiUed ; and again, many of the more zealous membera vm 
driven out of their aeata by the influK of the crowd. Viucsn^ | 
who had no sennon to preach, and nothing except the fnhlM I 
that was in his heart to say, took up again his subject ot Hbj 
morning. He told his audience with the unpremeditated fll ' 
of a natural orator, that while Eeason considered all the detq, 
rate chances, and concluded that wonderful work impossiU 
God, with the lifting of Hia countenance, with the tench of 1 
power, made the darkness light before Him, and changed rf 
very earth and heavens around the wondering soul. liftwi i4 
of the region of reasonableness himself, he explained to t 
astonished audience how Reason halts in her conclusions, h j 
miracle and wonder are of all occurrences the most natural, a 
how, between God and man, there are no boundaries of |i 
bilily. It was a strange sermon, without any text o 
irregular in its form, sometimes broken in its ntteranco; blUf 
man who spoke was in a "rapture" — a state ot faati^ a 
ecstasy. He saw indial'mct\^ t'oa.t flvcTc ■« 
the crowds and felt what ■«».* Bomo>N\wa, 
lieart had TonAc tM-nvtoas 
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a his audience almost wltlinnt his knowing it; but he did not 
bserve that nobody came to the vestry to congratulate him, 

,t Tozer looked dUtnibed, and that the deacons averted their 
enign countenances. When he had done his work, he went 
ome withont waiting to talk to anybody— without, indeed, 
hinldiig any mora of Salem- — through the crowd, iu tha darkness, 
assing group after group in earnest discussion of the minister. 
[e went bade still iu that exalted condition of mind, unaware 

,t he passed Mrs Tozer aad Phffibe, who were much disposed 
a join him — and was in his own house sooner than most of his 
DDgregatiou. All within was quiet, lost in the most gratefnl 
nd profound stillnesa. Sleep seemed to brood over the de- 
ivered house. Vincent spoke to the doctor, who still waited, 
nd whose hopes were rising higher and higher, and then ate 
i>mething, and said his prayers, and went to rest like a child, 
'iio family, so worn out with labour, and trial, and sorrow, slept 
nrfoundly under the quiet stars. Those hard heavens, from 
ihioix an indifferent Grod saw the Innocents mnidered and 
) no sign, bad melted into the sweet natural firmament, 
MVB which the great Father watches unwearied. The sudden 
_e was more than mere deliverance to the young Moncon- 
irmist. He slept and took rest in the sweet surprise and 
bankfnlness of his soul. His life and heart, still young and 
icapablo of despair, had got back out of bard anguiEhes and 
iseries which no one could soften, to the sweet miraculous 
orld in which circmnstances are always changing, aud God in- 
srferea for evci. 



CHAPTEE XXX. 

'bss Vincent awoke nest nioriung, his mother was stsjtSi _ 
his bedside. Her eyes were dewy and moist, a faint tinge 
colour was on her sweet old chedc, and her steps tottered a 
;le as she came up to his bed, and stooped to kiss him. " Oh, 
&rtiiur, my dear boy, she knows me !" said Mrs Vincent, put- 
' ig up her baad to her eyes. " I must not be whk^ tiwatss. 
inarnent, but I could not reast conung io \^ -jwi. ''3a& I 
jwa me, dear. Make haste and dress, auA. w:i«vft mv^ *" 



your sister, Arthur ; and I n-iU gire orders about yonr breakfiat 
na I go back. My dear, I know you have been ansious," said 
the widow, putting back his hair fondly with the soft little 
hand whicli still trembled ; " though men have not the way of 
showing it, I know you have been very anxious. Yoji looked 
qnito pale and thin as you slept. But I must speak to the 
landlady now and see about your food. Come to Susan's roum 
as soon as you are dressed, and I will order your brealtfnst, my 
dear boy," said his mother, going softly out again, with her 
tender little figure all beautiSed and trembling with joy. Mb 
Vincent met the landlady near the door, and stopped to sps^l 
to her. " My daughter ja a great deal better," said the minJsUrt'j 
mother. " I have been ao anxious, I have never been able to 
thank you as I ought to have done for your kindness and iXtea- 
tion. We have been as quiet as if we bad been at home. Wo 
will all remember your attention, though I have never been 
able to thank you before ; and I am sure it is very gratifying 
to my son to think it is one of his own flock who has taken to 
much pains for us. Mr Vincent has been very anxious about 
his sister," continued the widow; " I fear he baa not b««i 
taking his food, nor keeping hia regular time for meals. You 
would oblige me very much if you would try to have soinelhinf 
nice for hia breakfast. We were all much shaken ycsterdsy, 
being so anxious; — some new-laid eggs perhaps — thtmgli I 
know they are scarce in a town at this time of the year— 
or anything you can think of that will tempt him to «at I 
would not say so much," said Mrs Vincent, srailbig upon tie 
astonished landlady, and leaning to support her own woakaea 
on the rail of the passage upon which the staircase opennl, 
" but that I know your kind interest in your minister. I sm 
sure you will take all the pains you can to get him to attend to 
his precious health. Thank you. I am very much obliged." 

With this the little woman passed on, feeling indeed too 
weak to stand longer ; and leaving the landlady, wbo hod in- 
tended to mingle some statement of her own grievances wid 
lier congratulations, with the plea quietly taken out of l»t 
hands, and the entire matter disposed of. Mrs Vincent wu 
moving back again to the sick-room, when the door tipcnal 
down-stairs, and some one asked for Mr Vincent, and cane vf 
hurriedly. The minister's mother recognised Tozer'a voice, 
made a pause. She was g\aA ol "tVe c^^OTtanitY to mak« : 
that all was well in tbe fiocY. Sim \bmA w«^ ■Ca':^ t"""- 
iianda with the butlerma'O, m.«Nei \o ^^iiSfc' 
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RnkfulnosB by tho recollection of the state of anxiety slie una 
: wben she row Tiim last. 
" My son is not up yet," she said. " We were very anxious 
nterday. It was tte crisis of the fever, and everytliing de- 
uded upon it. I daresay you would see how anxious Mr 
lucent was ; but, thank heaven, now all is going on well." 
" Ton Bee, raa'ain,'' K;ud Tozer, " it must have all heen on 
e nerves, and to bo Bure there ain't nothing more likely to ha 
rviceable than good news. It's in the paper this morning. As 
a aa I see it, I said to my niiBsis, ' This is why the minister 
I BO pecooliar yesterday.' I divined it in a moment, ma'am ; 
ipugh it wasn't to say prudent, Mrs Vincent, and not as you 
Vuld have advised no more nor myself, to f!y off like thut 
t of chapel, without as much as shaking hands with one o' 
; deacons. But I make nUowancca, I do ; and when I see 
e paper, I said to my missis, ' It's all along o" this Mr 
was so queer.' 1 don't doubt as it'll be quite looked over, 
i thought no more of, when it's knowu what's the news." 
■' What news 1 " said Mrs Vincent, faintly, holding fast by 
. railing. " You mean the news of my dear child's recovery," 
B added, after a breathless pause. " Have they put it in the 
pere) I am sure it is veiy good, but I never heard of such a 
ng before. She has been very ill to be sure — but most peo- 
are veiy ill once in their lives," said the widow, gasping a 
e for breath, and fixing her eyes upon the paper which Tozer 
Bid in his hand. 

'* Poor soui I" said the deacon, compassionately, " it ain't no 
DHider, considering all things. Fhcebe would have come the 
y first day to say, Could slie be of any use J but her mother 
in't agreeable. Women has their own ways of managing ; 
it thfy'll both como to-day, now all's cleared up, if you'll 
And now, ma'am, I'll go on to the minister, and 
e if there's anything aa he'd like me to do, for Pigeon and 
e rest was put out, there's no denying of it ; but if things is 
t Btrugbt directly, what with this news, and what with them 
mons yesterday, I don't think as it'll do no harm. I said 
I him, aa this Sunday was half the battle," said the worthy 
I, reflectively ; " and he did his best — I wouldn't say 
the didn't do his best ; and I'm not the man as will forsake 
Y pastor when he's in trouble. Good morning, ma'am ; and 
r best respects to miss, aud I hope aa aWi awsn. Nit -w^ 
There ain't no man as could lejo^te laow -nut i; 
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Tozor went on to Vincent's room, at the door o£ which dil I 
niinbter had appeared aummuning him with some inapatinuB < 
and anriety. " NcwbT what newai" said Mrs Vincent, UiMj ' 
tn herself, as she held by the ml and felt the light forsaking 
her eyes in ;v new mist of sudden dread. Bhe caught the look ' 
of the landlady at that moment, a look of half pity, curiositj, | 
niid knowledge, which startled her bock to her defences. With i 
sudden firmness she gathered herself together, and went on to 
the Biclc-room, leaving behind her, as ahe obsed the door, tlit | 
whole troubled world, which seemed to know better about hw 
niORt intimate affairs than she did i aad those newspapers, wluiA 
somehow mentioned Susan's name, that sweet maiden naiM 
whicli it wax desecration to Bee ao mach as named in prioL 
BitthcT the widow carried that uneasy world in with her to tlM 
siclc'room which she had left a few misutea before in all tbo 
effusion of unhoped-for joy. Everything atiU was not wdl 
though Susan was getting better. She sat down by the be' " 
where Susan lay langnid and pole, showing the change in hi 
little more than quietneaa and a faint recognition of her n 
and in bar troubled heart began to look the new state of nl 
iu the face, and to make up her niiad that more of the oi 
of Susan's illness than she had supposed known, mast have bt' ' 
come public. And then Arthur and his flock, iJiat flock whicb I 
he evidently had somehow affronted on the previous day. 
Vincent pondered with all the natural distrust of a woman 
Arthur's imprudence. She almost chafed at her necessary c< 
finement by her daughter's bedside ; if she herself, who h 
been a minister's wife for thirty years, and knew the ways of 
congregation, and how it must be managed, could only get ii 
the field to bring her son out of the diflicnlt passages wbiahd 
bad no faith in his own power to steer through ! " ' 
mother oxperienced how, when absorbing grief i 
host of comphcated anxieties hasten iu to fill up ita place. 
was no longer bowed down under an overwhelming dread, tl 
she was consumed by restless desii'es to be doing — craviugia 
know all — fears for what might at the moment be happe ' 
out of her range and iuAuence. What might Arthur, alwkjsfl 
cautious, be confiding to Tozcr even now I — perhaps telling Ir 
those " private alfiiirs" which the widow would hav« d ' ' 
against exposure witli her very bfe — perhaps chafing a 
and rejecting tliat yoke which, being a niiidster, he ran 

It was all JIrs Vincent conVd. 4o \fl V« 

k maintain that t^wj 



If ouly sLe could liavo been tliere to sottoii Ma impa- 
mce and make the best of his uunecesaary confidences ! Many 
teme before tliia, tbe 'widow had been compelled to submit to 
'i female tribulation — to be shut up apart, and leave tbe 
it eventa outside to be transacted by those incautious mascu- 
) hands, in wbiclj, at tbe bottom of ber beart, a woman sel- 
a. has perfect confidence wben ber own supervising influence 
; withdrawn. Mrs Vincent felt instinctively that Arthur 
Dnld commit himself as she sat resigned but troubled by 
laa'a bed. 

Fozer weat directly to the door of Vincent's room, ■wheru tbe 
■, only half-dressed, but much alarmed to see the col- 
j which was going on between bia mother and the bnttor- 
, was waiting for him. The deacon squeezed the young 
n's band with a, hearty pressure. His aspect was so fntberly 
it confidential, that it brought back to the mind of tbe young 
nconformist a certain rueful half-comic recollection of tbe 
pipers in tbe back parlour, and all the old troubles of the 
(tor of Salem, which heavier shadows bod driven out of bis 
nd, Tozer bold up triumphantly tbe paper in bis hand. 
'" You've seen it, sir 1 " said the butterman ; " first thing I 
I thia morning was to look up whether there wasn't nothing 
Dili it in tbe latest intelligence ; for the ' Gazette' bas been 
!y particular, knowing, at Carlingford, folks would be inter- 
ied — and bere it la sure enough, Mr Vincent ; aud we nigh 
re three cheers, me and tbe lads in tbe shop," 
To this Vincent listened with a dnrkeubig brow aud an im- 
tience which lie did not attempt to conceal, He took llio 
r with again that quick sense of the intolerable which 
mpted him to tear tbe innocent broadsheet in pieces and 
pd it under foot. The 'Gazette' contained, with a beading 
lot^ characters, -the following paragraph : — 

"The Dover Tragedy. 
" Oup readers will be glud to bear that the unfortunate young 
ly whoso name has been so unhappily mixed up in this mys- 
1 afl'air, is Ukely to be fully exonerated from tbe charge 
hly brought against ber. In the deposition of the wounded 
I, which was taken late on Saturday night, by Mr Everett, 
B stipendiary magistrate of Cover, be distinctly declares that 
u not the party who fired tbe ■pistol, not wv. kwj 
i with it — tiiat she hod accomponveiVii iMM^V* 
ion on a baaty journey, miOl IVjA,! 
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atenil of the romantic coiinectiun supposed to sabslat I 

" e jiarties, with all the passions of love and revenge ni 

involved, the ties between them were uf the simplest oi 

mporary character. We are grieved to add, tjiot tLc 

id liorror of her awfnl position had overpowered Mis 

tome time before tbia deposition was mode, nod brnug 

'n-fever, ivbicb, of course, made the nnfortimate yoiia 

1 is understood to possess great personal attractioa 

uable to esplaiu the suspicious circumstances surroundi 

""j have now ou!y to congratulate ber respectable faio 

I her exoneration from a very shocking chai] 

^bpo her innocence will aoon be confirmed by full legal ac 

fOuT readers will find Colonel llildmay'a deposition on , 

It will bo perceived that be obstinately refuses ■ 

cats who was the real perpetrator of the deed. Sospid 

been directed to bis groom, who accompanied Mm, in 

Iowever, tlie wouaded man seems to repose perfect coU 
[e k still in a precarious state, but little doubt Is ente 
E his ultimate recovery," 
" Tliere, JMr Vincent, that's gratifying, that is," said !B 
'incent laid down the paper ; " and I come over direct^ 
^ to let you know. And I come to say besides," con 
le butterman with some diffidence, " as I think if you ) 
'as to go off to Mr Brown the solicitor, and give him hia 

as be was to put in bail for Miss or anything else ai 

be necessary — not meaning to use no disagreeable va 
tliere ain't uo occasion now," said the good deacon ; "bi 
to make it plain, as you and me is responsible for her, il 
as ahe was ever to be called for again. It would be thi 
to do, that would, air, if you take my advice. It ain't alb 
my own notion, but wiis put into my head by one as J 
The gentleman aa come here from Dover inquiring il 
business waa the one as suggested it to me. He tumed ( 
common obliging, and wasn't to say no trouble in the 
and when word came as the Colonel wasn't dead, he wen 
as civil as could be. I'U go with you cheerful to Mr Bti 
you'll take my advice, afore Mrs Vincent gets movintf 
again, or the young lady knows what's a-going on ; tba£ 
I'd do, air, if it was me." 
Vincent grasped tbe exo\to.TA WttKra\n.-Q'* hand in a 
^"W of gratitude and com'pun.c^.wu, "l^o^wsa— *— 
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I true friend. Tliiuik you fmm the bottom of my heart 
irill go at once, and accept this other great kindness from you. 
" never forget what I owe to you as long aa I liva" 
ever was the man to forsake my pastor in trouble — not 
A young man like you as is a credit to the coimection, 
i tiiB best preacher I may say as I ever heard in Salem," said 
er, irith eifusion, returning the grasp ; " but we ain't a-going 
1^ till you've had your breakfast Your good mother, Mrs 
cent, as is a real lady, sir, and would never advise you dif- 
»Dt from what I would myself, being for your own interests, 
'i have little opinion of me if I took you out on a Monday 
KTun' after your labours without bo much ns a bit o' breakfast 
ain you. I'll sit by you while you're a-eating of your 
There's a deal to consider of concerning Salem as I 
ildu't well bring before you as long aa you were in such 
nible. Tliem were uncommon sermons, sir, yesterday; I 
tt't know aa I ever heard anything aa was just to be comparoil 
' i' discourse, and moat of the flock was of my 
[nion ; but what is the good of standing up for the pastor — 
uk you candid, Jlr Vincent — when he'il not take no pains to 
sp ^ings square! I'm speaking plain, for you can't mistake 
1 as it's anything but your own interests I am a-thinldng of. 
e was all marchiag in, deacons and committee and all, to say 
wo was grateful to you for your instructions, and wishing 
a well out of your trouble — and I was in great hopes as mat- 
8 might have been made up—when behold, what we finds 
A the vestry empty and the pastor gone ! Now, I ain't a-find- 
tfault. Them news would explain attythiug ; but I don't 
I Pigeon and the rest was put out ; and if you'll be 
L by one as wishes you well, Mr Vincent, when you've 
r business as is most important of all, you'll go and 
ime visits, sir, and moke yourself agreeable, if you'll 
w me. It ain't with no selfish thoughts as I speak," said 
r, energetically. " It's not like asking of you to come a- 
ng to me, nor setting myself forward oa the minister's great 
—though we was remarking as the pastor was unknown 
our house this fortnight and more — but it's for peace and 
, Mr Vincent, and the good of the flock, sir, and to keep 
IS your good mother well knows ain't easy in a congregation 
all things straight." 

When this little peroration was delivered, Yiwce'oi. ■^6& aeaiuA 
tebifi making what he could of the breatlasl, \w, ■w\i\da.\i^'Oa. j 
^^^jvaod Tozer had interested theniaeVvea, \'i.'«^'*r>fia.» 
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e oSutt tLat the young man accepted this aclvico a, 
' iind intentions of his adviser deserved. He awoU 
what v.is unpaJatable in the coansel, and received the ei 
tioii, " in OS swoet a frame of mind aa I coiUd wish to se( 
Tozer afterwards described. 

" I will go and make myself agreeable," siiid the i 
with a smile. *' Thank Ueaven ! it is not so irapoasibl 
as it might have been yesterdnj; I left the chapel so hunj 
becjiuse " 

"I understand, sir," said Tozer, benevolently interpoMl 
Vincent paused, finding esplanation impossible. " P^eoi 
the rest was put out, as I say, more nor I could ace vsa w 
able — not as Pigeon is a man that Itnows his own mind. 
the women na waut the most managing. Uow, Mr VinceiJ 
ready, sir, if you are, and we won't lose no time." 

Before going out, however, "Vincent went to his fdater'a I 
She was lying in an utter quietneaa which went to his hea 
silent, no longer uttering the wild fancies of a disordered i 
recovering, as the doctor thought ; but stretched upon her' 
conch, marble white, without any inclination apparently t 
the heavy lids of her eyes, or to notice anytliiiig that p 
before her — a very and sight to see. By her sat her motl 
H very different condition, unKioua, looking into Arthur's 
wLisperiDg uoiinBeJa in hia ears. " Oh, my dear boy, bfl 
careful," said Mrs Vincent ; "your dear papa always said) 
minister's flnck was his first dutyj and now that Susaa I 
ting better, Arthur ! you must not let people talk abon) 
sister j — and Iiave patience, O have patience, dear !" Thf 
said in wistful ivhiapers, with looks which only half confid 
Arthur's prudence ; and the widow sank into her chair w" 
left her, folding her hands in a little agony of self-reatrai 
compulsory quietness. She felt equal for it herself, if s 
been at liberty to go out upon the flock once n 
cause ; but who could tell how he might commit himse 
■who was A young man, and took hia own way, and di' 
know, as Tozer said, how to keep all things straight t 
Mrs Vincent thought of her son in personal conflict wit 
Hgeon, she lost faith in Arthur. She herself might havg 
quered that difBcnlt lulvetsaiy, hut wliat weapons had 
bring forth against the deacon's wife, ho who was only a 
isterand a maul 
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CHAPTEE XXXL 

D now that's settled, aa far as we cuu settle it imw," said 
r, as they left the ma^strato's office, where John Brown, the 
us Carlingford solicitor, had accompanied them, "you'll go 
Bee some of the Chapel folks, Mr Vincent! It'll be took 
1 of you to lose no time, especially if you'd aay a word just 

md let them know the news ia true." 
I will go with you first," said Vincent, who contemplated 
butterman'a shop at that moment through a little halo of 
litode and kindness. He went into the back parlour with 
gratified deacon, where KIre Tozer sat reading over again the 
W 'Gazette ' in which poor Susan's history was summed np 
; ebded. It seemed like a year to Vincent since he had dined 
b: Us mother at this big table, amid the distant odours of all 
Incon and cheese. Mrs Tozer put down the paper, and took 
Bn spectacles us her visitor came in. "It's Mr Vincent, 
libe," she said, with a little exclamation. " Dear, dear, I 
rtttou^t OS the pastor would be such a Btrange sight in mj 
le — not as I was meaning nothing unkind, Tozcr, so there's 
bettdon to look at me. I'm as glad as ever I can be to see 
aiiiueter ; and what a blessing as it's all settled, and the 
i dfiar getting well, too. Phcebe, you needn't be a-liiding 
bd Kie, child, as if the pastor was thinking of how you was 
She htis on her morning wrapper, Mr Vincent, as she 
» hoping her mother in, and we didn't expect no visitors. 
ft be standing there, as if it was any matter to the minister 
r Jon was dressed." 

^&k, ma, aa if 1 ever thought of such a thing 1 " said Phffibe, 
'Sag a pink uncovered arm out of the loose sleeve of her 
>g dress to Vincent, and averting her face ; "but to set' 
^filicent is so like old times — and everything ?ias seemed so 
— (vnd it is so pleasant to feel us if it were all coming 
^ in. Oh ma 1 to imagine that I over supposed Mr Viii- 
la&uld notice my dress, or tliink of poor me I " added PhceBe, 
OOfitwsript under her breatL The minister beard the latter 
ft qtdte as well as the first. After he had shaken the pink, 
ip baud, he sat down on the opposite side of the table, and 
rJbffib^ relieved against the Hght of the ■vj\Ti4(i^,-wi,-^\o.f,i>. 
"" ""^_Amu 2iee ejfe. All at once out ol I'ha ittLY.'tt w&i. 
' " 'i had abstracted him ivom toTO.w.'i^ '^^^^ 
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tho youiig N"uconforiniat jilunged back into the charach 
troubles uf his ]iositioii. As uaiml, he made no reaiwn 
Phcebe, found notliing civil to say, but turned with despei 
to Mrs Tozer, who was lucidly about to speak. 

" Don't pay no attention to her, Mr Vincent ; she's a del 
feolin'. She ouglitn't to be minded, and then she'll learn be 
said Mrs Tozcr, " I am sure it wasn't no vdsh of ours a 
should ever stop awa}'. If we had been your own relatioii 
couldn't have been mors took up ; and where should a m' 
seek for sympathy if it isn't in his own flack 1 There ai 
body so safe to put your trust in, Mr Vincent, as Salem 
There's a many £ne friends a young man may have when 1) 
.t prosperous way, but it ain't to be supposed they would- 
by him in trouble ; and it's then aa you find the good ot 
real friends," continued Mrs Tozer, looking with soma a 
cance at lier husband. Tozer, for his own part, rubbe 
hands and stationed himself \sith his back to the fire, aa 
custom of Englishmen of all degrees, Tho liusband an 
contemplated Vincent with complacence. With the I 
feelings in the world, they could not altogether restrain a. 
triumph. It was impossible now that the minister coulti 
take who were liia true frieuds. 

But just then, strangely enough, a vision of a tender 
glance up in his face, the toucli of a soft hand, came to Via 
udnd. His fine friends ! he bad but one, and she had stood l> 
in hia trouble. From Toaer's complacence the minister's 
went off with a bound of relief tn that sweet, fruitless sym 
which was dearer than help. Fnim her soft perfumy pn 
to Mrs Tozer'a parlour, with that pervading consciouBoesB 
of the shop hard by and its store of provisions, what a w( 
fnl dlSecence ! It was not ao easy to be grateful aa he ) 
first thought. 

" Mr Tozer has been my real friend indeed, and a most 1 
and thorough one," said Vincent. "But I don't think] 
any other in Salem so sure and steady," added tie mi 
after a Httle pause, half gratefully, half in bitterness, 
sentiment was not, however, resented by the assembled £ 
Ph<ebe leaned over her mother's chair, and whispered, " 01 
dear ! didn't I always say he was full of feeling 1 " somew 
the discomfiture of the person commented on; while ToEai 
sell beamed upon tlie muiMct Itwva Viriova the blazing fin 

"I said as we'd pulijou tooa^r 9si?i1ouK,"TSfiji 
l^'d standby you-, and tot'iv'i^Ni ^o «">1«^^''*^'*1 



'11 but stick to your duty ; and as fur staiidiug bail in 3 
pound or two," continued the butterman, magnaaim- 
or a poor young creature na couldn't be nothiug but 
I dou't mind that, nor a deal more than that, to keep 
tliinga straight It's nothing but my duty. When a man is 
re^onsible man, and well known in a place, it's liis business 
unke use of hia credit, Mr Vincent, sir, nnd Iiis character, for 
i good of his friends." 

"It may be your duty, but you know there ain't a many as 
mid have done it," said his straightforward wife, " as Mr 
aeent aces himself, and no need for nobody a-telling of him. 
me tiin't a mnny as woidd have stood up for the pastor, right 
i wrong, and finished off with the likes of this, and the min- 
er don't need us to say so. Dear, dear! Mr Vincent, you ain't 
^ away already, and us hasn't so much as seen you for I 
I't tdl bow long! I made sure you'd stop and take a hit of 
at least, not making no ceremony," said Mrs Tozer, " for 
always enough for a friend, and you can't take ua 

Wig." 

Vincent had risen hurriedly to his feet, under the strong sti- 
Bla&t of the butterman 's eelf-applansc. Conscious as he was 
all that Tozer had really done, the minister found it hard to 
and echo, with due liumility and gratitude, the perfect 
ion of the pair over their own generosity. He had no 
inks to Bay when thus forestalled. " Oh, ma, how can you 
jkeso much of itl" cried Pbcebe. "The minister will think 
to selfish ; and, oh, please Mr Vincent, when you go home, 
Q. jou speak to your mother, and ask her to let me come and 
tp witli ber nnrsing 1 I should do whatever she told me. and 
' to be A comfort to her — oh, I should indeed !" said Piicebe, 
B[aBg those pink hands. " Nobody could be more devoted 
,a I should be." She cast down her eyes, and stood tbe 
ige of maidenly dcvotedness between Vincent and the win- 
V, She struck him duiab, as she always did. He never waa 
tat to the emergency where Phcebe woa concerned. He look 
hU bat in his hands, and tried to explain lamely how he 
Bt go away— how he had visits to make— duties to do — and 
mid have stuck fast, and lost Mrs Tozer's favour finally and 

, bad not the butterman interposed. 
" It's me as is to blame," said the worthy deacon. " If it 
't have been as the pastor wouldn't pass &e ioQt ■w\'i!M«S. 
J'd apt have had Mm here to-day ■, atii \i -joNX-viOTMStv. 
a. u __. Yo'i-e ataucii — aiiA 'ii\.i Nm^isiA waJ^ 
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no cull to trouble himself about us ; but Pigeon auil tlieiu, J 
see, OS went off in a huff yesterday — tliat's ivhat the u ' 
lias got to do. Von shaji't be kep' no longer, sir, in my 
Duty afore pleasure, that's my maiim. Good momin'. 
hope a3 you won't meet ivitb no unpienanntness ; but if ] 
ahould, Mr Vincent, don't be disheartened, sir — wo'Il pnll J 
through." 

With thia encouraging sentiment, Tincent was released b 
lira Tozer's parlour. He drew a long breath when ho got i 
to the fresh air in the street, and faced the idea of the Kgw 
(tnd other reuiisanta whom be was now bound to visit. Wl 
he thought of them, nil so many varieties of Mrs Tozer'spi 
without the kindness which met him there, the heart of 
young Nonconformist failed hinL. Nothing but gratituda 
ToKer could have sent him forth at all on this mission d C 
dilation ; but now on the threshold of it, smarting from S 
Tozer's well-intentioned patronage, a yearning for a little | 
sonal comfort seized upon Yinccnt's mind. It was his dul^ 
go away towards Grove Street, where the poulterer's re^di 
was ; but his longing eyes strayed towards Grange Lane, wl 
consolation dwelt. And, besides, was it not his duly to wi 
over the real criminal, for whose mysterious wickedness j 
Sosoii had suffered I It was not difHcnlt to foresee how 1 
argument would conclude. He wavered for a few minutes of 
Bite Masters's shop, gave a furtive glance back towards the i 
lerman's, and then, starting forward with sudden resohit 
took his hasty way to Lady Western's door ; only for a n 
oniy to see that all was safe, and bis prisoner still in < 
Vincent aigbed over the thought with an involuntary qoickei 
of Ids heart. To be detained in such custody, the young i 
thought, would be sweeter than heaven ; and the wild 1 
which came and went like a meteor about his path, sprans 
with sudden intensity, and took the breath from his lija, ant 
colour from his cheek, as he entered at that green gatden-df 

Lady Western was by herself in the drawing-room — that I 
divided in half by the closed doora which Vincent romem" 
so well She rose up out of the low chair in which al 
posed, like some lovely swan amid billows of dark I 
drapery, and held out her beautiful hand to him — boti 
beautiful hands — with au effusion of kindness and sympH 
The poor young Noncouiormiet tooV. fcem Wto Ida own, 
fotgot the very existence oJ Sa\em. ttc swc^cwsa, tS. ^So*. 
meat took all 'the sting out ol 'Vflft Wte. ■aB\>»^>i&*\M 
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tjing anything, ^vith Ma heart iu his eyes. Conuolati 
■ all he bad come for. He could hcivo gone away thi 
^d net all the Pigeons in e^tcnce; bat uore Imppir 
^as in store for liim — she pointed to a, chair on the other 
p{ her ■work-table. There was nobody else near to break 
i)am. The silken rustle of her dress, and that faint ]»er- 
nrhich she always had about her, pervaded the rosy atmo- 
B, Out of purgatory, out of bitter life beset with irouble, 
bong mau had leaped for one moment into paradise ; and 
ionld wonder that he reaignod himself to the spell ! 
jun so glad you hare come," said Lady Western, 
foil must have hated me, and everything that recalled 
I; but it was impossible for any one to be more 
I wBB, Mr Vincent. Now, will you tell me about 
US by herself iu her own room. When I go in shi 
book of flight which I cannot understand. Fright 
msgine Eachel frightened, Mr Vincent — and of me 
fb, yes. I would not venture to come into the preaenc*! 
fa^h if I had guilt on my hands," said Vincent, not 
plowing what he said. 

It Vincent ! what can you mean 1 You alarm me 
L" said the young Dowager ; " but perhaps it is about her 
Igirh I don't think she knows where her daughter is, 
a," said Lady Western, with a doud on her beautifid face, 
Imnst not think I ever approved of ray brother's conduct ; 
Bien he was so anxious to have his child, I think she might 
given in to him a little — don't you think sol The child 

o done him good, perhaps. She is very lovely, I hear. 
Oil, Mr Vincent, tell mo about it. I cannot 

i how you are connected with it at all. She trusted 
:h, and now aho is afraid of you. Tell me how it 
'3 ringing her belL She has seen you 

1 1 don't want to see Mrs — Mrs Mildmay," said Vint 

" I don't know why I came at all, if it w 

n shining. It is dark down below where I 

J man, with an involuntary outburst of the passion 

b that moment suddenly appeared to him in all its un- 

"Forgive me. It was only a longing I had to 
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liim a little could not harm any one. " Come back soon, 
said, again holding out her hand vcith a Gmilo. "I am so» 
for your troubles ; and if wo can do anything to comfort }1 
come back soon again, Mr Vincent," When the poor J" 
formiat came to himself after these words, he was standi _ 
aide the gnrden-door, out of paradise, his heart throbbing, t 
his pulse beating in a kind of sweet delirium. In tbatTi 
moment of deb'ght he recognised, with a thrill of csaltatioa ill 
anguish, the madness of his dream. No matter. What if ', 
heart broke after 1 K^ow, at least, he could take the consoliti 
But if it was bard to face Mrs Pigeon before, it mi^ well 
supposed that it was not easy now, with all this worlii of i 
aiouate fancies throbbing in his brain, to tniii away from 
elevation, and encounter Salem and its irritat-ed deacons. ^ 
cent went slowly up Grange Lane, trying to luake up lus m 
to his inevitable duty. When he was nearly opposite the iu 
of Dr Marjoribanks, he pansad to look back. The gardet^ 
was again open, and somebody else was going into the enchaa 
house. Somebody else ; — a tall slight figure, in a loose li| 
coloured dress, which he recognised instinctively with an agi 
of jealous rage. A minute before he had allowed to himself, 
an exquisite despair, that to hope was madness ; but the & 
of his rival awoke other thoughts in the mind of the n ' 
With quick eyes he identified the companion of his midni 
journey — he in whose name ail Susan's wretchedness had b 
wrought — he whom hruly Western could trust " with life- 
death," Vincent went back at tiie sight of him, and found 1 
door now close shut through which his steps had passed. Oil 
shut — enclosing the other — shutting Jiim out in the cold t 
ternal gloom. He forgot all he bad to do for himseK and I 
friends — he forgot hia duty, bis family, everything in the ■« 
hut hopeless love and passionate jealousy, as he turned agai 
Lady Wiastern's door. 



CHArXEK XXXII. 

THPs while Mrs Vincent sat in Susan's sick-room, with 
Ind full of troubled tliovi^tei'^MnlMil'j^oUQwing her son 
Sn imaginary and TineqiiB.Vcoii&'A-wi^ii.^a-H^ie. "A. ■Cor. 
; and while the Sa\<im coBgte^M;va-Q '■•■" <«*«■ 
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elf with conjectures liow this internal division could be healed, 
d what the pastor would dn, the pastor himself was doing the 
ry last thing he ought to have done in the drcumataaooa — 
gering down Grange Lane in the broad daylight with intent 
pass Lady Western's door — that door from which he had 
nself emerged a very few minntes before. Why did he turn 
1^ and loiter again along that unprofitable way t Ho did not 
otnre to ask himself the question ; he only did it in an utterly 
reasonable access of jealousy and rage. If he had been Lady 
BHtem's accepted lover instead of the hopeless worshipper afar 
' of that bright unattainable creiLture, he could still have had 
poBsible right to forbid the entrance of Mr Fordham at that 
rden-gate. He went back with a mad, unreasoning impulse, 
[y excusable in consideration of the excited state of mind into 
lich so many past events had concurred to throw liim. But 
; door opened again as he passed it. Instinctively Vincent 
Ktd still, without knowing why. It was not Mr Fordham 
to came out It was n stealthy figure, which made a tremu- 
is pause at sight of him, and, uttering a cry of dismay, fixed 
es which still gleamed, but had lost nil their steadiness, upon 
1 face. Vincent felt that he would not have recognised her 
lywhere but at this door, Her thin lips, which had once 
id so firmly, and expressed with such distinctness the flying 
ics of amusement and ridicule, hung apart loosely, with a 
Tpetual quiver of hidden emotion. Her face, always dark and 
lourless, yet bearing such an unmistakable tone of vigour and 
engUi, was haggard and ghastly ; her once assured and steady 
ip furtive and trembling. She gave him an appalled look, 
d uttered a httle cry. She shivered aa she looked at him, 
desperate vain efforts to recover her composure and con- 
the agitation into which his sudden appearance had thrown 
'. But nature at last had triumphed over this woman who 
I defied her so long. She had not strength left to accom- 
lib the cheat. "You !" she cried, with a shrill tone of terror 
1 confusion in her voice, " I did not look for you I" It was 
her quivering lips would say. 

The sight of her had roused Vincent. " You were going to 
rVacape," he said. " Do you forget your word 1 Must I tell 
■eiything, or must I place you in surer custody? You 
broken your word." 
My ■word! I did not give you my word," she cried, eagerlY- 

I — I never said : and," attcT ^'paMSC, " Si\\i'i&.«iB&. 

ioyoa imagine I was going to eacivpeli "Eaca^^^~~' 



wliall Tiiat is tLie worst — oac cannot escape," said tlie mi 
able woman, spookiiig as if hj an uncontrollable itnpuUe, "ni 
more ; esped^j if ono keeps quiet in one place and liaa natld) 
tu do," she continued after a pause, recovering lieraelf by si 
gleams now and tlien for a moment ; " that is wLy I comi 
to escape, as you aay, for half an liour, Mr Vincent. 
I liou't have news enough — not nearly enough. IIow do y 
think I can keep still when nobody Bauds me any news ) Hi 
loug ia it aince I saw you last t Auil I have heard u 
since then — not a syllable ! aud you expect me to at still, I 
cause I have given ray wordi Besides," after another breol 
less pause, and another gleam of self -recovery, " the laws 
honour don't extend to women. We are wcat, nod we i 
allowed to lie," 

" You are speaking wildly," said Vincent, with some comp 
Hion and some horror, putting his hand on her arm to guide ll 
1jack to the house. Mrs Hilyard gave a alight convulsive 8l 
drew away from his touch, and gazed upon him with an ag 
of fright and terror iu her eyes. 

"We agreed that I was to stay with Alice," she said. "' 
forget I am staying with Alice : she — she keeps me safe, J 
know. All I people change so ; I am sometimes — half ajtraid^ 
of Alice, Mr Vincent, My child is like her — )kj/ child — i 
(lid not know me 1" cried the wretched woman, with a sob tl 
came out of the depths of her heart ; " after all that happen 
she did not know rac I To be sure, that was quite natuia 
she went on agMn, once more recovering her balance for 
instant, " she could not know me ! and I am not beautifnl, 1 
I<ady Western, to please a child's eye. Beauty is good — V 
good. I was once pretty myself ; any man would have ifoffi 
nie as you did when Alice came with her lovely face; ht 
daresay your mother would not have minded had it been I 
Ah, that reminds me," said Mrs Hilyard, gradually ocqniiii] 
little more steadiness, " that was why I come out : to go to y 
mother — to oak if perhaps she had heard anything— " 
child." 

"This is madness," said Vincent ; "you know my mol 
could not possibly hear about your diild ; you want to e: 
— I can see it in your eyes." 

" If you will tell me wli.at kind of things people con oi 
from, I will answer you," aaii ^ *ltaa¥,e. wim^anion, still 
coining more composed. ""H.\idi\ IsmiVa^V-^^&'crQa. 
govemeai, you know, btlA joxk alitesa. \* Sit -^^^^jj 



lay wiieu I got tbiit ncwa froiu Dovoi- i Never iiiiutl. T 
Lj I am asking wild questiona that cannot have any answer. 
HI remember being here with me once before 1 Do you 

mber looking through the grating and seeing 1 Ah, 

Mr Fordham now with Alice ! Poor young man 1" 
His Hilyard, turning once more to look at him, etill rigi- 
wd anxious, but with a softened glance. " Poor minister ! 
1 you not to fall in love with her lovely face. I told you 
■ras Icidd, too kind — she does not mean any harm. I 
ed yon, Wh<i could liavo thought then that wc should 
BO much to do with each other 1" ate resumed, shrinking 
him, and trying to conceal how she shrank with another 
ulsive shiver ; " but you were going to Visit your people or 
ithing. I must not keep you, Mr Vincent ; you must go 

fot till you have returned to the house ; and given me 
TOrd of honour," said Vincent, "not to escnpc, or to 
^ to escape ; or else I must tell her everything, or give 
■np into stronger hands. I will not leave you here." 
My word I but women are not bouiid by their honour ; our 
HI means — not our word," cried Mrs Hilyurd, wildly; "my 
e, he means ; soldiers, and heroes, and men of honour give 
parole ; yoti don't exact it from women. Words are not 
ta us, Mr Vincent ; do you expect us to keep them I Yes, 
1 know I am talking wildly. Is it strange, do you think 1 
vliat if I give you my word, and nobody sends me any 
'let news — nothing about my child f Women are only wild 
nls when their children are taken from them, I will for- 
it, and go away for news — news 1 That is what I want^ 
^ 1 " she repeated, with a miserable cry ; " whu can 
[w1 I do not understand what it means." 
But you must not leave this house," said Vincent, firmly. 
iQ tuidetstand what I mean. You must not leave Lady 
leHL Go with her where she pleases ; but unless you pro- 
! on your honour to remain here, and with her, I shall be 



Hush I" she said, trembling — "hush! My honour I — and 
still trust in it 1 I will promise," she continued, taming 
lookiiig anxiously round intn the dull winter daylight, as if 
ilatisg what chance she had of rushing away ,ind eluding 
Then her eyes returned to the face ot ttie ^oun^t^ loan. 
Inn sad waJchfid beside her — a^ta.teA,'^ 
'"~~ "' *e resolute tttin a\ve ■, ftiew ^ 



back and kcejiing hor eyes, with a kind of fasciimted goM, nixJ 

his face, she repeated the words slowly, " I promise upon ^ 

lioaour. IwUliiotgoaway— escape, as yon call it If I alwidil 
go inad, that will not matter. Tea, ring the bell for mc V«] 
arc the atrunger now, I will obey you and go back. You IkJ 
taken a woman's parole, Mr Vincent," sheweiitoii withaslaniB 
spasmodic shadow of that old movement of her mouth ■ "jtiM 
be curious to note if she can keep it. Good-bye — good-lmj 
She spoke with a trembling desperation of calmness, mBStoS 
herself with all her power. She did not remove her eyes b3 
his face till the door had been opened. " I promise on ■■ 
honour," she repeated, with again a gleam of terror, as ViiMll 
stood watching. 'ITien the door dosed, shutting in that tn3 
wretched figure. She was gone back to her prison, williH 
misery, from which she could not escape. In that same nMll 
Vincent, with the sharp eyes of love and despair, even unl 
watching her, had caught afar off a viaon of two figures W 
gether, walking slowly, one leaning on tlie otlier, with dri 
lingering steps of happiness. The sight went to his heart wttl 
a duU pang of certainty, which crushed down in a moment lil 
useless effervescence of his former mood. His prisoner aodlM 
parted, going in and out, one scarcely less luiaerahle at tht 
moment than the other. In full sight of them both lingod 
for the same moment these two in the tenderest blessedneM li 
life. Vincent turned shaqj round, and went away the ffhgk 
length of the long road past St Roque's, past the farthest tit 
lags suburb of Carlingford, stifling hia heart that it should af 
nothing. He had forgotten all about those duties which bro "" 
liim there. Salem had vninshed from his horison. He 
nothing in heaven or earth but that miserable woman g.. 
back to her prison, intenvoven with the vision of these two; 
their garden of paradise. The sight possessed him heart 
spirit; he could not even feel that he felt it, his heart ll 
stifled in his busom. It teas, and there was nu more to my. 
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made many pUgrimagea out of the sick-room 
wl waa disturbed and restless ; she could not kei 
by Suaau's aide. She went and strayed through her 
B, looked at hb books, gave a furtive glance at his linen ; 
wont back and srtt don-n fur a little, until a renewed access 
dety sent her wandering fortli once more. Then she heard 
)ome in, and went out to see him. But be was gloomy and 
mntmicative, evidently indisposed to satisfy her in any 
abBOrbcd in his own thoughts. Mrs Vincent came and sat 
n while he dined, thinking, iu her simplicity, that it would 
pleasure to Arthur. But Arthur, with the unsociid habits 
■Dan accustomed to live alone, had already set up a book 
e Mm while he ate, leaving hia mother to wonder by herself 
id what was the world of uukuown thought that rapt her 
titd into which her wistful wonder could nut penetrate. But 
ridaw was wise ia her generation ; she would not worry 
irith questions which it was very apparent beforehand that 
i not mean to answer. She admitted to herself with a pang 
ngled p^n, curiosity, and resignatiou, that Arthur was no 
r a boy having no secrets from his mother. Once more 
ttle woman looked at the uureasouahle male creature ehnt 
[ikaa itself, and decided, with .1 feminine mixture of pity 
,we, that it must be allowed to take its own time and way 
HJtoaing itself, and that to torture it iuto premature utter- 
trould be foolish, not to say impracticable. She left him, 
MoBlyi to himself, aud went away .-^ain, returning, how 
eie long, iu her vague restlessness, as she had beeu doing 
ly. The early winter evening had closed in, and the lamp 
lighted — the same lamp which had smoked and annoyed 
Vincent's nice perceptions the first evening she was in 
DgEord. Vincent had thrown himself on a sofa with a book, 

read, but as a disguise under which he could indulge his 
thoughts, when his mother came quietly back into the room. 
Vincent thought it looked dark and less cheerful than it 
t She poked the fire softly not ta disturb Aithur, and 

1 it blaze. Then she turned to the lamp, which ^ared 
ily upon the table, " It smokes more than ever," said Mrs 

" ajiohgetically, iu case Arthwr s\n)ii\i <i\iw,\N«"V'!is 
globe. He, as ■«»» TO.'waf 
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down \m book and gazed at her with a certain 
half contemptuous uf that strange female deY^( 
araid all troubles could carry through, from 
another, that niiraculoiiH trifling, and concern itself about 
smoking of a lamp. As ahe screwed it up and down and 
justed the wick, with the smoky light flaring upon her 
face, and magnifying the shadow of her little figure againsl 
wall behind, her ann looked on with a feeling very ^mils 
that which had moved Mra Vincent when she watched 
eating his dinner with hia book set np before him. TIiesiB 
points upon which the mother and son could not uiu' 
each other. But the sight disturbed his thoughts and 
hia temper; he got up from the sofa and threw down his 
book. 

"'Von women are iu comprehensible," sjud the young 
with an irritntion he could not subdue — " what di 
about the lamp 1 but if the world were going to pieces you 
still be intent upon such trifles — leave that to the people ol 
houae." 

" But, my dear, the people of the house don't understand 
said Mrs Vincent. " Oh Arthur, it is often the trifles thatJ 
the most important I have had Mrs Tozcr calling upon n 
day, and Mrs Tufton. I don't wonder, dear, if yoa find it 
little tiresome ; but that is what every pastor has lo expod.' 
daresay you have been worried to-day paying so many v' 
Hush, tiere is some one coming up-ataira. It is Mr T 
Arthur. I can hear hia voice." 

Upon which the minister, conscious of not being prej; 
for Tozer'a questions, gave vent to an impatient ejaculatl 
"Never a moment's respite ! And now I shall have to givft 
account of myself," said the unfortunate Konconformist. 
Vincent, who had just then finished her operations with ' 
lamp, looked up reproachfully over the light at her bi 

*' Oh Ai'thur, consider how kind he has been ! Your ( 
father would never have used such an esrpreasion — but you { 
my quick temper," said the widow, with n little s'J 
shook hands very cordially with the good butterman whea 
made his appearance. " I was just going to mnke tea for' 
son," said Mre Vincent. " I have scarcely been able to ait" 
him at uU since Susan took ilL Arthur, ring the boll — it i 
kiad tif you to come ■, you ■wffl. ^.fi^ft ». cvv^ ot tea with us V 
yaoa'andyo\x talk matter oiw— ■Cnsft.w^U -^w^. jtfai\ ji 



tar dear pupa always liked me to be witli liim, Arthur ; and 
[ be haa a wife, Mr Tozer, I dareaiiy liia rootlier vriU not be 
I ia tho way when it ia ho kind a friend aa you he haa to 
bver his buaiiieas with. — Bring tea directly, please, I fear 
pare forgotten what I Baid to yon about the lamp, whith 
p qmtc nicely when you take a little paina. Arthur, will 
JnpBn the window to clear the atmosphere of that emoke i 
lierhaps Mr Tozer will take a seat nearer the £i'e." 
t am obliged to yoti, ma'am," said tho butterman, who hud 
tad on hia face. " Not no nearer, thunk you all the same. 
Iiadn't thought you'd have done tea, I shouldn't have come 
UingMr Vincent, not so soon;" aud ToMr turned a doulit- 
HftDca towards the minister, who stood longer at tbe ivindow 
( he need have done. The widow's exiierienced eye saw 
some irritation had risen between her son and his friend 
jfttpon- Tozer was suspicious, and ready to take oifence — 
or, alas ! in an excited and restless mood, only too ready to 
^. His mother could read in his shoulders, as he stood at 
rindffw with his back to her, that impulse to throw off tbe 
■nd resent the inquisition to which he was subject, which, 
macious OS he was of not having carried out Tozer's injunc- 
\, seiied tipuii tho unfortunate Nonconformist. With a 
)f tremuloos rush, Mrs Vincent put herself in tbe breach. 
" m sure so warm a friend as Mr Tozer can never trouble 
mj family at any time," said tbe ividow, with a little 
"I know too well how rare a thing real kindness is 
u very glad you have come just now while I can be 
added, with a sensation of thankfulness perhaps not 
ipltmentary to Tozer as it looked on the surface. " Arthur, 
1 think that will do now. You may put up the windoiv 
back to your chair. You don't smell the lanip, Jlr 
') and here is the little maid with the tea." 
Vincent moved about the tray almost in a bustle wheji 
■1 had placed it on tbe table. She rearranged all the cups 
lOved everything on the table, wliile her son took «p a 
w position behind her on the heartlirug, and Tozer pie- 
a sa aspect of ominous civiUty on tho other .side of the 
, She was glad that the little maid had to return two or 
times with various forgotten adjuncts, though oven then 
FisCent's instincts of good management prompted her to 
>i)at to the handmaiden the disadvantages of her thou^t- 
"li^nn bad but taken time to tti\nV.-wW\.-«wM.'V'i_ 
^.-u .... . . . ^ ^(.Q,t ie^ qV V«s" 



S^ tlie minister's mother, with. a. tremble of es-i 
lag her frame, looking 'wistfully round to see whether anyl 
more was wanted, or if, perhaps, another minute nuV 
gained before tlie storm broke. She gnra Arthur a lot 
entreaty as she called him forward to take Ills place at ( 
She knew that real kindness was not very oftoii to be met 
in this cross-grained world ; and if people arc cousdous of lu 
been kind, it is only natural thuy should expect gratii 
Such wi\s the sentiment ia her eyes ns site turned nmad 
fixed them upon her son. "Tea ia ready, Arthur," sni" 
widow, in a tone of secret supplication. And Artliur undei 
his motlier, nnd was less and less inclined to conciliats 
came forward out of the darkness, where he might look an 
be pleased, and eat down full in the light of the lamp, w 
smoked no longer. They were not a comfortable party. 
Vincent felt it bo necessary that slie should talk and keep 
separated, that she lost her usual self-command, and snh 
failed her in her utmost need. 

" Let me give you another cup of tea," she said, as the 
terman paused in the superanmerary meal which that exoe 
man was making ; " I am so glad you happened to cotne 
evening when I am taking a little leisure. I hope the coi 
gation will not think me indifferent, Mr Tozer. 1 am sure 
and Mrs Tozcr will kindly explain to them how mucli I 
been occupied. When Susan is well, I hope to make acqa 
ance with all my son's people. Arthur, my dear boy, you 
over-tired, you don't eat anything — and you made a very 
dinner. I wish you would advise him to take a little rest 
Tozer. He minds his mother in most things, but not in 
It is vain for me to say anything to him about giving up V 
but perhaps a little advice from you would have more effed 
spoke to Dr Rider on the subject, and he says a little rest * 
my son requires ; but rest is exactly what lie will never 
It was just the same with his dear father — and yon ari 
strong enough, Arthur, to bear so much." 

"I daresay as you're right, ma'am," said Tozer; "if hi 
to take a little more exercise and walkiog about— most 
Salem folks wouldn't mind a little leas on Sundays, fo 
more of the minister at other times. I hope as there wnsn 

inpleosantness, Mr Vinceiit, between you and Pigeon when 

ebhn to-day 1" 

~ r did not see liim -, — ^1 meatil wa witt^ '^■ww -w*. 
n Ifgeon to-day," 3ai.4N^nwn^.,^ras.\^^T,"\-«» 



ained," Le added, growing tatber red, Aud looking Toza 
HCe, " Indeed, I am not sure that I ought to call OQil 
' continued the niimster, after a pause ; " I have dona 
to offend him. If he chooses to take an affront i;rhich 
er intended, I can't help it. Why shoidd I go and court 
lan who is sulky or ill-tempered in the oongregatioaL 
sre, Tozer — you are a sensible man — you have been y 
. my mother says, I set out to-day uitending to go ai 
man for your sake ; but you know very well this is 
same to Cailiugford for. If I had known the aort o 
lOt was required of me 1" cried Vincent, rising up and 
g his place on the hearthrug — " to go with my hat iit 
i, and beg this one and the other to forgive me, and re- 
a into favour : — why, what have I ever done to Pigeon tiT 
IS anything to find fault with, he had much hctter coin ~ 
ind have it ont." 

Vincent, air," Baid Tozer solemnly, pushing away Ii 
eacup, and leaning forward over the table on lua folded 
them ain't the sentiments for a pastor in our connection, 
k style of thing as may do among fine folks, or in T 
where there's no freedom ; but them as chooses their o' 
Uid pays their own pastor, and don't spare no piuns U 
im comfortable, has a right to espect different. "' 
IB sentiments, sir, for Salem folks. I don't say i 
wrong or right — I don't make myself a judge of no 
at Fve seen a deal of our connection and human nature 
ral, and this I know, that a minister as has to please his 
a got to please his flock whatever happens, and neither 
ao other man can make it different ; and that Mrs Vin- 
Jias seen life, can tell you as well as I can. Pigeon ain't 
here nor there. It's the flock as has to be considered — 
ia't preaching alone as will do that ; and that your good 
air, as knows the world, will tell you aa well as me." 
. Arthur is well aware of it," said the alarmed mother, 
ing hastily, conscious that to be thus appealed to was 
.teat danger which could threaten her. " His dear father— 
told him so ; yet, after all, Mr Vincent used to aay^ 
le anxious diphrmatist, " tiat nothing w 
le end but the pulpit. I have hcanl him talking of i 
» leading people in the connection, llr Tozer. They ^ 
any that, though visiting was very good, aud a pastorV 
iraa the pulpit, otter all, that was lo\)6TttwsS,\misftft&.S« 
■Bl|Rsj« seen in my experience — 1 iorf's.Yo^^'' 
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same Iiaa occurred to you — that IxAh gifta are very rarely \a 
met nith. Of course, we ahonld all strive after perfect 
continued the miuiater's mother with a tremulons smile — " 
it ia BO seldom met with that any one has both gifts! 
my dear boy, I wish you would eat somethiiig ; and Mr Ti 
lot me give you another cup of teat" 

"1^0 more for me, ma'am, thanl^e," said Tozer, laying 
hand over his cup. " I don't deny aa there's truth in whl 
say. I don't deny as a famUy here and there in a flock ic 
aggravating like them Pigeons. I'm not the maa to be hi 
a minister if that ain't his turn. A pastor may have a ' 
iiess, and not feel himself as equal to one part of his vork a 
another ; but to go for to say a sviaiting and keeping the 1 
pleased, ain't his duty — it's that, ma'am, as goes to my hea 

Tozer'a pathos touched a lighter chord in the bosom trf 
minister. He came back to his seat with a passing ti 
amusement. "If Pigeon has anything to find fault wiUi 
him come and have it out," saidTinceat, bringing, as hia mc 
instantly perceived, a less clouded countenance into the 11^ 
the lamp. " You, who are a much better judge than P^ 
wore not displeased on Sunday," added the minister, not wit 
a certain complacency. Looking back upon the performonof 
that day, the young Nonconformist himself was not displea 
He knew now — though he was unconscious at the time- 
he had made a great appearance in the pulpit of Salem, and 
once more the eyes of Carlingford, unused to oratory, and at 
more unused to great and passionate emotion, 
upon him. 

"Well, sir, if it come to be a question of that," said' 
mollified deacon ; " but no— it ain't that — I can't, whalj 
my feelings is, be forgetful of my dooty ! " cried Tozer, in i 
den excitement. " It ain't that, Mr Vincent ; it's for ' 
good I'm a-speaking up and letting you know my mind, 
ain't the pulpit, sir. I'll not say as I ever had a word to 
against your sermons ; hut when the minister goM out of 
hoose, a-saying as he is going to visit the flock, and when , 
to be seen the next moment, Mrs Vincent, not going to the fl 
but a-Bpending his precious time in Grange Lane with thet 
don't know nothing, and don't care nothing for Salem,' 
understand the ways of folks like us- 

Bere Tozer was interra^tftd suideiil's by the minister, ' 
once more rose from bU c\\a,\i: mtSi Mvn-"Q?rS *^'' 
I^Bight have said in tW liaatj iiG-^vCaa *g| 
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d tell ; but Mra Vincent, liastily Btumbling up on her part 
a her chair, buret in with a tremulous voice — 
Arthur, my dear boy ! did you hear Susan call mel — hark ! 
ancieil I heard her yoice. Oh, Arthur dear, go and see, I 
too weak to run myself. Say I am coming directly- — hark ! 
jrou think it is Susan! Oh, Arthur, go and see ! " 
jtartled by her eamestuesa, though declaring he heard nothing, 
young man hastened away. Mrs Vincent aeiJied her oppor- 
ity without loss o£ time. 

'Mr Tozer," said the widow, " I am just going to my aiok 
Id. Arthur and you will be able to talk of your business 
re fieely when I am gone, and I hope you will be guided to 
e him good advice ; what I am afraid of is, that he will 
i}W it all up," continued Mra Vincent, leaning her hand upon 
table, and bending forward confidential and solemn to the 
rtlad buttemian, "aa so many talented young men in our 
do nowadays. Young men aro ao ditfienit to deal 
h ; they will not put up with things that we know must be 
. up with," said the minister's mother, shaking her head with 
gh. " That is how we are losing all our young preachers ;— 
BCeomplished young mau has so many ways of getting 
a9W, Oh, Mr Tozer, I rely upon you to give my son good 
riee — if he is aggravated, it is my terror that he will throw it 
up 1 Good-night. You have been our kind friend, and I 
ne Buch trust in you!" Saying which the widow shook 
ids with him earnestly and went away, leaving the worthy 
icon much shaken, and with a weight of responsibihty upon 
1. Vincent met her at the door, assuring her that Susan had 
called; but with a heroism which nobody suspected — trem- 
ig with ansiety, yet conscious of having struck a master- 
ike — his mother gUded away to the stilhieas of the aick-room, 
re ehe aat questioning her own wisdom all the evening after, 
wondering whether, after all, at such a crisis, she had done 
t to corns away, 
ffbui the minister and the deacon were left alone together, 
bead of returning with zest to their interrupted discussion, 
ther of them said anything for some minutes. Once more 
icent took up hia position on the hearthrug, and To^er gazed 
fully at the empty cup which he still covered with his hand, 
1 of troubled thoughts. The responsibility was almost too 
ch tot Tozer. He could scarcely teaUae to himBeU what 
KM /fl^ involved in that threatened daivaeT, ot Vq's.X. ■aiv^ 
9^^the itiiniater threw it all up 1 i-le \ie\i\a3 \K>iaK^*J 
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the awfiil thought The widow's Parthian an 
straight to the butteman'a heart. 

" 1 hope, sir, aa you won't think tlieres anytlung but « 
anxious feeliii' in the flock to do you juaticG aa our pastor " i ' 
Tozer, with a certain solemnity, " or that we ain't sen^UefL 
our bleaains. I've said, both to yourself and others, as i 
a young man o£ great promise, and as good a preacher a 
Bee in our connection, Mr Vincent, and I'll stand by »««, 

said ; but you ain't above taking a friend's advice notm 

ing with no authority," added the good butterman i 
atory tone ; " it's all along of the women, sir — it'a them aa ii 
the bottom of all the mischief in a flock. It ain't Pigeon, hi 
you, a3 ia to blame. And even my missis, though she'a no^ 
aay unreaaonable as women go— none of them can abide to li 
oE you a-going after Lady Western— that's it, Mr Vincent S 
a lovely creatuce," cried Tozer, with enthnsiasm ■ " there a 
one in Carlingford to compare with her, as I < 
wouldn't be the one to blame a young man aa was carried nmy. 1 
But there couldn't no good come of it, and Saleui folks is touchj 
and jealous," continued the worthy deacon ; "thatv " 
meant to say." 

Thua the conference ended amicably after a little more Ulk, I 
in which Pigeon and the other maicontenta were made a sacrifice L 
of and given up by the anxious butterman, upon whom Ma J 
Vincent's parting words had made so deep an improi "^^ 



Tozer went home thereafter to overawe his a 
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Vincent's visit to Lady Western had utterly exasperated 1 
the dread responsibility now laid upon them, " What if bo . 
to throw it ftU upl" said Tozer. That alarming poadUJ 
stiuck Bilenca and dismay to the very heart of the house) 
Perhaps it was the dawn of a new era of affairs in Salem. 
deacon's very sleep was disturbed by recollcotiona of the I 
mising young men who, now he came to think of it, !iad U 
lost to the connection, as Mrs Vincent suggested, and 4 
thrown it all up. The fate of the chapel, and all the ni 
tings kt under the ministry of the young Nonconformist, s. 
to hang on Tozer's hands. He thought of the weekly &_ 
and hia heart stirred. Not many deacons in the conneo^ 
could boast of being crowded out of their own pews Sm 
after Sunday by the influx of unexpected bearers. The e "" 
ennieat of Carlingford, as well as the filling of the chi 
at stake. Cleariy, in fhe "bifttoi^ oi ?.^%\s\, ■ 
hegan. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

passed on without much incident. To Vincent 
ther, in whose histoiy days had, for some time past, bt 
og lite years, it might have seemed a very grateful pause, 
IT the thundrous atmosphere of doubt and uncertainty 
clouded over them on every aide. Susan's recovery did 
Dgreas ; and Dr Eider began to look as serious over her 
Ungaor and apathy, which nothing seemed able to dis- 
Le had done at her delirium. The Salem people stood 
Mrs Vincent perceived, with keen feminine observation. 
uld not persuade herself, as she had tried to persuade Mrs 
that the landlady answered inquiries at the door hy way 
dug the sick-room quiet The fact was, that except Lady 
') fine footman, the sight of whom at the minister's 
far from desirable, nobody came to make inquiries ex- 
Tufton and Phcebe Tozer, the latter of whom found 
lonragement in her visits. Politic on all other points, the 
could nut deny heraelf,'when circumstances put it in her 
to estinguish Phcebe. Mrs Vincent ■would not have 
i a fly, but it gave her a certain pleasure to wound the 
amale bosom which had, as she supposed, formed plans of 
Ig lier son. As for Tozer himself^ his visits had abnost 
. He was scarcely to be seen even in the shop, into 
sometimes the minister himself gazed discunsolately when 
tyed out in the twilight to walk his cares away. The good 
man was otherwise employed. Ha was wrestling witli 
1 in many a close encounter, holding little committees in 
lek parlour. On his single arm and strength he felt it 
1 depend whether or not the pastor could tide it over, and 
ied through. 

for Vincent liimaelf, he had retired from the conflict. He 
lO visits J witli a certain half-conscious falling back upon 
thing he could do best, he devoted himself to his ecr- 
Ax least he shut himself up to write morning after 
J, and remained all day dull and undisturbed, brooding 
lis work. Tho congregatioa somehow got to hear of his 
;tion. And to the offended mind of Salem there was 
lii^ imposing in the idea of the miualcT, TOisaaiwiXjaQi 
wedated, tliua retiring from t\ie &e\i, s-tiii. \CTti>Aii^ 
'^"' " iJven Mrs Pigeon ownei toVewriil 
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' iSSi nSTiect for tlic foe who did i 
druw wiUi dloiiity into the intren dmmite rf U* a«« ft 

U wu Alio ; W it wns ncA tbe thing <ar fiiliw XbI 

),iiil II too-pATiy oil the Tbaradfty, to wfakii tbe ^^v^ 

„viiii liivitod, but ivliore tli<;re were greal and ^mbMUJ 

niiiii* nboiit liiiu, and where the Tozera fbmd (boflidl 

uf'K^ nilii'jritv, Ntiii[>ect«d nn all mdes. "A p^Av w 

liiin*"" Agrc'-M-nlc. horo iind there, but don't takx no Am 

th" i{<""l "f the flock in general, aio't a man to g^ cai 

i-ifii'ic^tinn," said Mrs IHgeon, with a toes ot her bead al 1 

who hhuiliQil over all her pink arms and dio>nlde« vi& d 

Urutiflcntion mid disiwraposore. Mrs Tozcr herself mcivl 

"iinlniiatlop wHliimt any violent dwclauner. " For ny I 

(•aii't oiiy lu tliD ininiiil«r haan't made himself Tciy agie^ 

flir nt wo iirii eonourned," said that judicious vtman. > 

tvull known u« frlondi! can't come amiss to Tozer and md 

titir or miplior, wo novor can he took wrong, not being fim 

l,ut nmifortablo " said the butterman's wife, directing it 

viilhly to M rH Piguon, who was not understood to be ISl 

liBf hounukoniilng. Poor Phcebp was not so discriicdi 

liVhdii "hn ruLirod into a conior with her corapanioios, H 

injured [uolinKn tliMHliiBad themselves. " I am ettn Iw 

»al(l wiytliing to mo that he mi^t Bot have said to anj 

nlw cimlwmi tfi Maria Pigeon ; " it is very hard to hnvB 

Inok nti at nio when mirhaps ha means nothing at aU 

I'lirabo, half dejected, half important. Mrs Pigeon baa 

UTigilurdod oontesaiou, and made uae of it promptly, noH 

for her connistcnoy. I 

•' I (laid when yon had all sot your hearts on a. yoxa^ 

I at It was ft toolish thing to do," said poor Vincent'a! 
iponont i " I said he'd bo sure to come a-dangling ab4 
m»09, and a-trifling with tho affections of our ^rla. ] 
all 1( it doesn't come too true; not as I want to prcteni 
Uer nor otlior folks— but I said sn, as you'll rememW 
lown, tlio very ilrst day Mr Vincent preached ia Sal 
dd ' Ho'b not bad-looking, and he's young and has | 
ways and tho girls don't know no better. You inatk my 
it ho'don't make some mischief in Carlingford afora nll'i 
—and I only hope as it won't conie too true." 
^ "Them as is nsed to giddy girls gets timid, as is «^ 

■ saUl Jfre Tozer : " it's djfiwm^ ■sVw.tt \b.-wa w only oa^J 
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> must bo Imrtler ujioii yiiu, Din'itm, as L:is four dangiiters, 
me aa has only one — and eUg n quiet one," added the 
on's wife, with a glance of maternal pride at Plicebe, ■who 
just then enfolding the spare form of Maria Pigeon in an 
as embrace, and who looked, in her pink wreath and white 
Un dress, " quite the kdy," at least in her mother's eyes. 
Hie qniet oaes is the deep ones," said Tozor, inteiferiiig, 
I viae man ought, in the female duel, as it began to get 
BSe. " Phcebo's my girl, and I don't deny being fond of 
|BB is natural; but she ain't so innocent as not to know 
t thin^ ia ■working, and what meaning ia in some folks' 
3a, Bat that's neither here nor there, and it's time aa we 
ffODg away." 

M"ot before we've liad prayers," said JIra Brown. " I v>as 
iriaed the first time I see Mr Vincent in your house, Mr 
IT, aa we all part«d hke heathens without a blessinj^, spe- 
y being all Chapel folks, and of one way of thinking. Our 
I JB different in this house ; and though we're in a comfort- 
idnd of condition, and no better than if we hadn't no min- 

still as there's you and Mr Pigeon here " 

le tea-party thus concluded with a still more distinct sense 
le pastor's shortcomings. There was nobody to " give 
foa" but Pigeon and ToKer. For all social purposes, the 
: in Salem might aa well have had no minister. The next 
1 committee held in the back parlour at the butter-shop was 
more unsatisfactory. While it was in progress, Mr Vincent 
ttil appeared, and had to be taken solemnly up^stairs to the 
ring-room, where there was no fire, and where the hum of 
voices below was \-ery audible, as Mrs Tozer and Phoebe, 
' ig blue with cold, aat vainly tiying to occupy the attention 
I paatur. 

Pa has some business people with him in the parlour," 
lined Phcebo, who was very tender and sympatietiG, as 
M be expected ; but it did not require a very brilliant intel- 
loe to divine that the business under discussion was the 
ater, even if Mta Tozer'a solemnity, and the anxious care 
, which he was conveyed past the closed door of the parlour, 
not already filled the mind of the pastor -with suspicion. 
Go down and let your Pa know as Mr Vincent's here," said 
Tozer, after this uncomfortable smnce had lasted haU an 
■ J "and he's not to keep them men no longer than he can 
; laidpresentiy we'll have a bit ol awj^et — fts^!S?,-^VvS."S. 
■11^% Mr Vincent; no ccremon^y tkft ^tna ■osa^.^'oft*' 



A party, but just to tftke via aa we are ; attd ive can't be bu1c; 
amiss, Tozer and me. There's always » bit of somettuag 
{ortable for supper ; and no friend as conld be made so 
come Bs tbe miiiister," added tlie good trooian, growing 

more civil as she came to her wits' end; for bad not V\f 
and Brown been asked to share that something comfoi 
For tbo first time it was a relief to the bntterman's ban 
when the pastor declined tbe improntptii iaTitation, and 
resolutely away. His ears, sharpened by sospicion, 
the familiar voices in the jiarlonT, where the door 
he went out again. Vinceot cunld not have 
feel himself unwelcome at Tozer's would hare 
whatever npon bis preoccupied mind, or that to 

Tvithin hearing of one of the discussions which most 

be going on about him am'>Dg tbe managers of Salem. cmilS 
quicken his pulse or disturb his composure. But it wsb so Wrt- 
withstanding. He had come out at the entreatj of his mothsc, 
hnlf unwillingly, anticipating, with the liveliest realisation nf 
all its attendant citcmnstances, an evcniug spent at thai Wj 
tnble in the back parlour, and something tomfortable to auppw. 
He came back i^in tingbng with eurioMty, indignation, mA 
pupprcssed defiance. The Eoraething comfortable had not liii 
time been prepared for him. He was being discussed, DM 
entertained, in the parlour ; and Mrs Tozer aod Phcsbe, in tin 
chill fine drawing-room np-stairs, where the gas was blaangin 
a TMn attempt to make up for the want of the fire — Bliivariii^ 
with cold and civility — ^had been as much disconcerted by lii) 
appearance as if they too were plotting against him. llr Vin- 
\ cent returned to his sermon not without some additional 6m, 

He had spent a great deal of time over his sermon thai week , 
it was rather learned and Tery elaborate, and a litUe — didl. Tii» 
poor minister felt very conscious of the fact, but could n"! iifl" 
it He was tempted to put it in the fire, and begin r-^,:-.-.]. -li, 
he returned that Friday evening, smarting with tli.,r 

istiu^g arrows of slight and injury; but it wns tofi iirc ■ 
this was the be^nning of the " cooise " which Tozer hail 1 liii 
much store by. Vincent concluded the elaborate prodni rin.i U 
3 (ew sharp sentences, which he was perfectly well .luaic n:. 
nut redeem it, and explained to his mother, with a liitlo ill- 
I temper, as she thought, that he had changed his toind at 

^k riaitiog the Toiera that ingbt. Mr* Yinaent did Aithnt « ' " 
^^^U she returned to Sisan'a wwrn, -«\\*^e " ' 
^^H^sadiv : and so \.be trortoVci -WW's- 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 



t came ngain, the inevitable morning. Tlioi 

ea cnireiit in the world .ihout must of tlie 

0.006 that claim tho ear of the public ; how lawyers prc- 

it speeches, which are to open for them the gates of the 

a the midst of the killing anxietiea of life and poverty 

r mimes and players of all descriptions keep the worid in 

ter while tlieir hearia arc brcakii)g. £ut few people think 

a BafferingB of the priest, 'whom, let trouble or anxiety come 

OT please, necessity will Lave in the inexorable piilpit Snn- 

Btter Sunday. So Yincent thought as he put on his Geneva 

I in his Uttle veatry, with tho raw February air coming in 

e open window, and hia sernion, which woa dull, lying on 

' 'e beside him. It icas dull — ho .knew it in his heart ; 

T all the strain of passion he had been held at, what was 

irre him any more than another from the iinavoidahle 

a and blank that followed 1 Still it was not agreeable 

r that Salem was crowded to the door, and that this 

I, upon which the minister looked ruefully, was laboured 

ale, without any divine spark to enhghten it, or power 

ii the hearts of other men. The consciousness that it 

raid, the preacher knew, make it duller still — its 

3 would affect himself as well aa his audience. Still 

it ■WM not to be helped now ; there it lay, ready for utter- 

ie; Bjjd here in hia Geneva gown, with the sound in his ears 

Ul the stream of entering woishippers who were then arrang- 

I ^leroselves in the pewa of Salem, stood the miniater prepared 

njM&k. There was, as Vincent divined, a great crowd — so 

Bt H crowd that various groupa stood during the whole ser- 

p, vhicb, by dint of being more laboured and feeble than 

bil, was longer too, With.a certain dulness of feeling, half 

hiring, the minister accomplished the preliminary devotions, 

I^VBS just opening his Bible to begin the work of the duy 

M bis startled cyo caught a most nnlooked-for accession to 

[fluek. Immediately before him, in the same pew with Mrs 

ttr and Phuehe, what was that beautiful vision that struck 

h dnmb for the momenta Tozer himself had brought her in 

Bug the prayers, through the groupa that occupied the pas- 

% ta b ia own seat, where she sat expcivfcig, Vat -^ 

^■^^ iooking round with all \ict uatwrsi. wHtalw 



B kjinl <)[ delightful unconscious patronage ami curiowtj, qiofl 
the crowd of unknown people who were nobody in Cariingfon 
The right of her strnct the young Nonconformist dnmb. H 
took some momenta to recover himself, ere, with a pang in U 
heart, he began hja duU sermon. It mattered nothing to I^fl 
Western what kind of a sermon he preached. She wual 
clever, and probably wonld never know the difference ; btrtfl 
went to the young man's heart, an additional pang of liiiiiiilJ 
tion, to think that it was not his brat he had to set before td 
unexpected hearer. What had brought the beauty here I Vh 
cent's daiizled eyes did not make out for some time the dS 
uparo figure beside her, all sunned over with the rays of l9 
splendour. Mrs Tozer and Phoebe on one side, proud yet ul 
tiffrontcd, contemplating with awe and keen observatioD &> 
various particulars of Lady Weatem's dress, were nut more un- 
like her, reposing va her soft beauty within the hard woodnn 
enclosure of the pewy beaming upon everybody in sweet ew: 
ond composure — than was the agitated restless face, with glpsm- 
jng uncertain eyes that flaahed everywhere, which appeared ntla 
other side when Vincent came to he able to see. He preached 
liis sermon ^ith a certain self-disgust growing more and mom 
iutouBe every time he ventured to glance at that strange line (if 
fiiccs. The only attentive hearer in Tozer's pew was Lsdr 
Western, who looked up at the yonng minister steadily viib 
lier sweet eyes, and listened with all the gracious propriety tl»t 
belonged to her. The Tozers, for their part, drawn up in thnr 
end of the seat, gave a very iKvided attention, being chiatij 
pccupied with Lady "Western ; and as for Mrs Hilyard, Uir 
ajght of her resUcssnesa and nervous agitation would have bceti 
Tritiful had anybody IJiere been sufficiently interested to obsem 
it, Mr Vincent's sermon certainly did not secure that waiider- 

■ tiC mind. Ail her composure had deserted this strange woman. 
rhivf and then she ahnost rose up by way apparently of reliet- 

■ B the restless fever that possessed her ; lier nervous b&ndi 
w^dered among the books of the Tozer pew with an iocessiivl 

.;nT, Her evea gleamed in nil directmns with a vntf:; 
TS and suspicion^ All this went on while Vincent rr.-]. 
t^aermou ; he had no eyes for the other people m tb. ^1. 
vl r«n^ then tlie young man became rhetorical, and tiirrw 
jjow and then mc^ 6^^^ ^ ^^^ ^^^ A^^^ew of his i 
heceaudthcreaj ^^^^^_ ^^^^^^^. 
course, with "" =P7^- ^ a, Vo cw^* V% ^ €sm«, -,f«a. ^ 



t of ite lovely calm tif attention, wliicli would have listened 
Qie Dissenting minister quite aa calmly had ho preached like 
ml. With ft sensation that thia was one of the critical mo- 
mts of hia fate, and that he had failed in it, Vincent dropped 
to his seat in exhaustion and self-disgost, while his hearers got 
I to fiing their hymn. It was at this moment that Totxt 
dked np through the aisle, steadily, yet with his heart beating 
Hdar than usual, and ascended the pulpit-stairs to give forth 
at itttimation wliich had been agreed upon in the back parlour 
t Friday, The minister was diaturbed in his uncomfortable 
pose by the entrance of the deacon into the pulpit, where the 
arthy butterman seated himself by Vincent's side. The uii- 
UdoDS congregation sang its hymn, while the NoDconformist, 
nasg up, looked with surpriaed eyes upon hia unexpected 
iqiamon ; yet there were bosoms in the flock which owned a 
tiu o£ emotion as Tozer's substantial person partially dis- 
peared from view behind the crimHim cushion. Phffihe left 
fflin^ng, and subsided into tears and her se.it. Mrs Pigeon 
ted up her voice and expanded her person ; meanwhile Tozer 
iuBpered ominously, with a certain agitation, in hia pastor's 

"Itfs three words of an intimation &n I'd like to give^no- 
Wg of no importance ; .% meeting of the fluck aa some of us 
mild like to call, if it's quite agreeable — nothing as you need 
ifid, Mr Vincent. We wouldn't go for to occupy your time, 
V attending of it. There wasn't no opportunity to tell yon 
Rfte, I'll give it out, if it's agreeable," said Tozer, with 

ritetion — " or if you'd rather " 

"Give it to me," said the minister qmckly. He took the 
per oat of the buttcrman's hand, who drew back uncomforta- 
> uid embarrassed, wishing himself anywhere in the world but 
ttie pulpit, from 'which that revolutionary document menaced 
B stutled pastor with summary deposition. It was a suffi- 
intly simple notice of a meeting to be held on the following 
mdsy evening, in the schoolroom, which was the scene of all 
B tea and other meetings of Salem. This, however, was no 
t-meeting. Vincent drew his breath hard,and changed colour, 
he bent down under the shadow of the pulpit-cushion and 
B big Bible, and read this dangerous document Meanwhile 
B flock sang their hymn, to which Tozer, much discomposed, 
ded a few broken notes of tremulous basa os he sat by the 
fide. When Mr Vincent agam tiaaft&.\«s,'\is»ii,^'ti*>- 
ith the notice in his hand, the t " ' ' ^" 
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vain attempts to catch his eye, and ask what was to be d< 
The Nonconformist made no reply to these telegraphic i 
nicatiODS. When the singLog was ended he rose, stdll wLthI 
paper in bia hand, and faced the congregation, where ]» 
longer saw one face with a vague backgronnd of innumi 
other faces, but had suddenly woke up to behold his I 
ground and field of warfare, in which everything dear to li 
was suddenly aasuled. Unawares the assembled peoplei I 
had received no special sensation from the sermon, woke up > 
nt the sight of Vincent's face. He read the notice to them V 
a voice that tingled through the place ; then he paused, " 1 
meeting is one of which 1 have not been informed," said V 
cent. " It is one which I am not asked to attend, 
you to it, all who are here present ; and I invite you thereoftti 
continued the minister, with an unconscious elevation of i 
Lead, "to meet me on the following evening to hear whst 
Lave to say to you. Probably the business will be much t 
same on both occasions, but it will be approached from differi 
sides of the question. I invite you to meet on Monday, a 
ing to this notice ; and I invite you on Tuesday, at the en, 
place and hour, to meet me." 

Vincent did not hear the audible hum and buzz of surpri 
and excitement which nin through his startled flock. He A 
not pay much attention to what Tozer said to him when 
was over. He lingered in Ha vestry, taking off his gown, ui 
he could hear Lady Western's carriage drive off after an inl 
of lingering. The young Dowager had gone out slowly, t 
iug to see him, and comfort him with a compliment about t 
sermon, concerning the quality of which she was not crilict 
She was aony in her kind heart to perceive his troubled loO 
and to discover that somehow, she could not quite undents 
how, something annoying and unexpected had occurred to hf 
And then this uneasy companion, tu whom he had bound I 
and whose strange agitation and wonderful change of B 
Lady Western could in no way account for- — ^But the c 
rolled away at last, not without reluctance, while the minis 
still remained in his vestry, Then ho hurried home, apeaki 
to no one, Mrs Vincent did not understand her son all d 
nor even nest morning, when he might have been supposed 
have time to calm down. He was very silent, but no Ion 
dreamy or languid, or lost iu ttie viigae tjMcontent and deject 
witli n-iiich she was faralViai. On tfae MiT.\TO.Trj,>iQK.^^^ 
) out of that absltMAion. Se^sft-«a\^- 
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opea-eyed, full of occupation. When he sat di'vra to his wtit- 
' le it was not to muse, with Iiis pen in lijs languid fingers, 
now and then putting down a sentence, but to write straight 
forward with evident fire and emphasis. He was very tender 
3 herself, but Le did not tell her anything. Some new cloud 
od doubtless appeared on the firmament where there was Uttle 
beed for any further clouds. The widow rose on the Monday 
tDOming with a presentiment of calamity on her mind — -rose 
Erom the bed in Susan's room which she occupied for two or 
tliree hours in the nighty sometimes snatchiog a, momentary 
Bleep, which Susan's smallest movement interrupted. Her heart 
Was rent in two between her children. She went from Susan's 
bedside, where her daughter lay in dumb apathy, not to he 
loused hy anything that could be said or done, to minister wist- 
fully at Ai'thur's breakfast, which, with her heart in her throat, 
the widow made a pitiful pretence of staring. She could not 
ask him queatioua. She was silent, too, in her great love and 
.sorrow. Seeing some new trouble approaching — wistfully gaz- 
ing into the blank skies before lier, to discover, if that were 
possible, without annoying Arthur, or compromising him, what 
it was ; but rather than compromise or annoy him, contenting 
herself not to know— the greatest stretch of endurance to which 
18 yet she had constrained her spirit. 

Arthur did not go out all that Monday. Even in the house 
K certain BKCitement waa visible to Mrs Vincent's keen observa- 
tioii. The landlady herself made her appearance in tears to 
clear away the remuns of the minister's dinner. " I hope, sir, 
as you don't think what's post and gone has made no difference 
oa me," said that tearful woman in Mrs Vincent's hearing ; " it 
IB would ever give my support to such doings." When 
the widow asked, " What doings 1 " Arthur only smiled aud 
made some half-articulate remark about gossip, which his motlter 
of course treated at its true value. As the dark wintry after- 
Uooa closed in, Mrs Viucent's anxiety increased under the influ- 
taee of the landlady's Sunday dress, iu which she was visible 
^ _ ' J about the passages, and warning her husband to 
mind he wasn't late. At last iiiB Tufton called, and the minis- 
ter's mother came to a true understanding of the state of affairs, 
a Tufton was unsettled and nervous, filled with a uot unex- 
Uluoting excitement, and all the heat of partisanship. " ] 
^DD take on," said the good little woman ; " Hr Tufton is going 
io the laeetitig to tell them his sentviaenta iCoovi't. \a% -^c^vv^^ 
ntber. My dear, tbey will never go agamsl -wXusX lA-^^SW^ 
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ssyH : and if I eliould mount upon the platform and toak 
speech myself, there shan't be anything done that could 
you ; for wc always said he was a precious yoimg man, u 
credit to the connection ; and it would be u disgrace to u 
to let the Pigeons, or such people, have it all their own k 
Mrs Vincent managed to ascertain all the particulars From 
old minister's wife. When she was gone, the widow aat df 
a little with a very desolate heart to think it all over. Art! 
with a new light in his eye, and determination in his face, 
writing ia the sitting-room ; but Arthur's mother could not 
still as he did, and imagine the scene in the Salem schooteo 
and how everybody discussed and sat upon her boy, and ded 
all the momentous future of his young life in this private 
quisitioD. She went back, however, beside him, and poi 
out a cup of tea for him, and managed to swallow one for. 
self, talking about Susan and indifferent household matt 
while the evening wore on and the hour of the meeting 
proHched. A HttJe before that hour Mts Vincent left A^ 
with an injunction not to come into the sick-room that eva 
until she sent for him, as she thought Susan would sleep, 
she left the room the landlady went down-stairs, gra^aoni 
her best bonnet and shawl, with all the personul salisfact 
which a member of a flock naturally feels when called to a 
of justice to decide the future destiny of its head. "" 
ter's fate was in the hands of his people; and it v 
pleasurable sensation lihat, from evety house throughout G 
Street and the adjacent regions, the good people were |_ 
forth to decide it. As for the minister's mother, she went u 
back to Susan's room, where the nurse, who was Mrs Vinct 
assistant, had taken her place. " She looks just the i 
said the poor mother. " Just the same," echoed the attend 

" I don't think myself as there'll be no change until " 

Vincent turned away silently in her anguish, which shs 6 
not indulge. She wrapped herself in a black shawl, and ' 
out the thick veil of crape which she had worn in he 
mourning. Nobody could recognise her under that i 
But it was with a pang that she tied that sign of woe os 
pale face. The touch of the crape made her ahiver. Peri 
she was but forestalling the mourning which, in her age 
weakuess, she might have to renew again. With such thira 
abe went aottly thion^ the ^ntcy lifted streets 1 
As she apptoac^fti t\ie ioti's, ^wii^ »A i; ' 
w.iy brashod pas\, ^iw 0\toM^^w^«, ■?*■ 
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Ing with animation, pleased with this uew eidte- 

j', sometimeB bo loudly that she could hear them 

^passed, what side they were on, and that they, for their 

yreie going to vote for the minister to give him another 

The little figure in those black robos, with aiudous looks 

idod under the crape veil, went on among tlte rest to the 

1 schoolroom. She took her seat close to the door, and 

V Tozer and Pigeon, and the rest of the deacons, getting upon 

t platform, where on occasions more festive the dhairman and 

a leading people had tea. The widow looked through hec 

*1 at the butterman and the poulterer with one kecu pang 

I resentment, of which she repented instantly. She did not 

J them as another might have done. They t 

J Qonatitiited authorities of the place, and her son's fate, his 

I reputation, hia young life, all that he had or could hope for ii 

I lie world, was in their hands. The decision of the highest 

I authorities in the land was not bo important to Arthur as that 

I of the poulterer and the butterman. There they stood, ready to 

I opaa their session, their inqbisition, their solemn tribunal. T' 

I vidow drew her veil close, and clasped her hands together 

] BUStMn herself. It was Pigeon who was about to speak. 



CHAPTEIl XXXVT. 

I Us Pigeon was a heavy orator ; he was a tall man, bad^pnd 

r, with a hollow crease across his waistcoat^ which looked 

V^ much as if he might be folded in two, and so laid away 

out of misehief. His arms moved foolishly about in the agonies 

at onitory, as it they did not belong to him ; but he did not 

look absurd through Mrs Vincent's crape veil, aa she sat gazing 

at the platform on which he stood, and ta^ng in with eager 

^ every syllable that came from his lips, iir Pigeon said it 

s Mr Vincent as they had come there to discuss that night. 

I The managers had made up their minds as it was a dooty to lay 

I ttdli^ before the flock. Mr Vincent was but a. young man, and 

t in that congregation was ready to make allowances ; and 

r misfortunes as might have happened to him, he was 
^g to iaj that to the pastor's cliarge, ntrt l^e. no -o 
^' " 1 /or judging amanon\i\ameir*a,V«^^- ■ 
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they was to take Mr Vincent on Uia raerita without no 
they would find as he hadn't carried out the expectation 
was formed of him. Not as there was anything to be 
(igoinst his preaching ; liis preaching was well enough, i' 
it wasn't to call rousing up, which ws3 what most folks w 
There wasn't no desire on the part of the managers to objee 
Ills prenching : he had ouglit to have preached well, that 
tlie truth, for every one as had been connected with Sales 
Mr Tafton's time knew as there was a deal of difierence betn 
the new pastor and the old pastor, as far as the work of a 
gregation went. As for Pigeon's own feelings, he wonid 1 
held his peace cheerful, if his dooty had permitted him, ori 
had seen as it was for the good of the connection. Bat ^ 
wna come to that pass in Salem as a man hadn't ought to n 
his own feelings, but had to do Ms dooty, if he was to be 1 
to the stake for it^ And them were his circumstances, as a 
a one as he had spoken to in private could say, if they V\ 
speak up, 

To all this Mrs Vincent listened with the profoundeat a' 
tiori behinil her veiL The schoolroom was very full of p 
— almost as full as on the last memorable tea-party; hut 
square lines of the gasbumcra, coming down with two Sal 
lights each from the low roof, were veiled with no festoons '. 
time, and threw an unmitigated glare upon the people, i 
their dark winter-dresses, without any attempt at spedal ei_. 
lishment. Mrs Pigeon was in the foreground, ou a, side-beon 
near the platform, very visible to the minister's mother, noddill|| 
her head and giving triumphant glances around now and til 
to point her husband's confnsed sentfinccs. Sirs Figeon had 
daughters spread out on one side of her, all in their best t 
nets, and at the comer of the same seat sat little Mj^ Toll 
who shook her charitable head when the poulterer's wife uoj 
hers, and put her handkerchief to her eyes now and then 
she gazed up at the platform, not without a certain wonu 
misgiving as to how her husljand was going to conduct hira 
The Tozers had taken up their position opposite. Mrs T 
and her daughter had all the appeai'ance of being in j 
spirits, especially Phoebe, who seemed scarcely able to coi 
her amusement as Mr Pigeon went on. All this Mrs "Vu* 
saw as dearly as in a picture through the dark folds of her I 
She sat back as far as sbe co\ili intu the shade, sjid pressed 
bands close together, and was tiovia:3& «nrawsi,\»!t'^^«i.i 
~ ifound an ache ol aiutiety in \iet VeaA na 'A.ig' ^^ 



the Lord CLancellor. Aa for tbc audietice in general, it 
>od some dgus of wi^riucBs as iLc ^louiterer Btmubled on 
jgh his confused speech ; aud not a restless gesture, not a 
iressed yawn in the place, but was apparent to tiie minister's 
ir. ITie heart in her troubled bosom beat steadier aa she 
; certainly no violent sentiment actuated tlie go<id people 
em as they sat staring with calm eyes at the speaker. Mrs 
nt knew how a congregation looked when it was thoroughly 
tad and up in arms against its head. She drew a long 
'h of relief, and suffered the tight clasp of her hands to 
a little. There was surely no popular passion there 
id then Mr Tuf ton got up, swaying heavily with his lai;ge 
fftain old figure over the table. The old minister sawed 
with his white fat hand after ho had said, " My beloved 
liren " twice over ; and little Mrs Tufton, sitting below, in 
impatience and anxiety lest ho ahonld not acquit himself 
). dropt her handkerchief and disappeared after it, while 
Vincent erected herself under the shadow of her veil. Mr 
aa did his young brother no good. Ho was so sympathetic 
the miafortunes that had befallen Vincent's family, that 
tt tears came to the widow's eyes, and her hands once more 
a silent strain of self-support. While the old niin< 
impressed upon his audience the duty of bearing with his 
yonng brother, and being indidgent to the faults of his 
1^ it was all the poor mother could do to keep silent, to 
down the indignant sob in her heart, aud keep steady in 
eat. PerLapa it, was some breath of anguish escaping from 
QDfttvares that drew towardfs her tiie restless gleaming eyes 
OO&er strange spectator there. That restless ghost of a. 
lan I — ali ahrnnkeo, gleaming, ghastly — her eyes looking all 
it in an obliquity of furtive glances, fearing yet daring 
f^bing. When she found Mrs Vincent out, she fixed her 
IS desperate gaze upon the erape veil which hid the 
face. The deacons of Salem were to Mrs Hilyard but 
Ktay wretched maaquers playing a rude game among the 
dfu wastes of life, of which these poor fools were ignorant. 
itilueE she watched them with a reflection of her old amuse- 
1 — oftenor, pursued by her owu ^annical fancy and the 
Mstlessness which had brought her here, forgot altogether 
e she was. But Mrs Vincent's sigb, which breathed u 
sbie things — the steady fixed composure of that little figure 
B the old juinistor maundered on. \(l\Ji^u& lamitJicswsiO^ 
'tatiou over tto iuleieat ^ft Vai. \^Ma^N^ 



hia dear yoiiDg brother, and the ndvioe he had given lum— tonlil 
licit mUa the universal scnitiny of thin Etraogc: woman'ft rjt^ 
Hhe diviued, with a. sudden uwokeiiing of the keen intelligena 
whiah was half ctuzed by this time, yet vivid aa ever, the etat* 
of mind in whicli the widow was. With a half-audible cry tli» 
Back Urovo Street iieedlewDman gazed at the minister's in»tb<!ri 
in poignant trouble, onsiety, indignant distress — da^ng htf 
tender hands together yet again to control the iiupnticnco, the 
resentment, the aching mortihcatirin and injuiy with whicli abc 
beard all this maudlin pity overflowing the name of her boy- 
yet, all I what a world apart from the guilty and desperate ^ril 
whioh sat thei'e gazing like Dives at Lazarus. Mrs Hityard slid 
out of her seat with a rapid stealthy movement, and placed Iwa- 
Half unseen by the widow's side. The miserable woniuu ['Ul 
fottli her furtive hand and took hold of the black gown — the lii 
black silk gown, bo well worn and long preserved, Mrs Vincuif! 
Btarted a little, looked at her, gave her a slight half-apasuuiilju 
nod of recognition, and returned to her own absorbing intend 
Tlie interruption made Iter raise her head a little higher niidet 
the veil, that not even this stranger miglit imngiae Arthari 
mother to he affected by what was going on. For everything 
else, Mrs Hilyard had disnppeared out of the widow's memery. 
Bhe wna thinking only of her son. 

As for the other minister's wife, poor Mrs Tuf ton's hauil 
kerchief dropped a great many times during her !)n;l>,iiiii 
speech. Oh, if these blundering men, who miamanuj;i.- ■!■ ;r. 
ao, could but bo made to hold their peace ! Tears ol v ■ . .' 
and distress came into the eyes of the good little wmiinii ^i'. 
Tufton meant to do exactly what was right ; she knew he di 
but to sit still and hear him maHag such a muddle of U 
Such penalties have to be home hy dutiful wives. 
to smile feebly, when he concluded, to somebody wbo tat 
round to congratulate her upon the minister's beautiful 
The beautiful speech had done poor Vincent a great deal 
harm than Pigeon's oration. Salem folks, being appealed 
on this side, found out that they had, after all, made 
allowances for their minister, and that he had not ou hii 
shown ft due sense of their indulgence. Somebody else 
diately after went on in the samo strain: a little conn 
began to rise in the quiet meeting. " Mr Tufton's 'it i^" i 
a malcontent near Mrs Vincent ; " we've been a dotl 
generous, that's what "we'va 'te«v, mA "Wi ^jm 
^Sb Vfps always too "Vugji iot mij 1*»e^" «i^ 



u't the tiling for a pnstor to lie liigh-miiidcJ ; aail tkein 
ectures and things w&a never nothing but vanity; and so I 
ilways add." Itrs Vincent smiled a wan smile to herself under 
iier veiL She refused to let the long breath escape from her 
jreast in the form nf a sigh. She sat fast, upright, holding her 
" ' 1 cla,3ped. Things were going against Arthur. Tfnseen 
mong all liis foes, with an answer, and mora than an answer, 
everytliing they said, burning in dumb restrained eloquence 
n lier breast, his mother held up his banner, One at least was 
" e who knew Arthur, and lifted up a dumb protest on his 
behalf to earth and heaven. She felt with an uneasy half-con- 
's that some haunting shadow was by her side, and was 
n vaguely aware of the hold upon her dress, but had no 
are in her mind for anything but the progress of this con- 
), and the gradual overthrow, aecomplishiiig before her eyes, 
of Arthur's cause. 

It was at this moment that Tozer rose up to make that 
famous speech which has immortolbed him in the connection, 
ind for which the Homerton students, in their enthusiaam, 
Toted a piece of plate to the worthy butterman. The face of 
the Salem firmament was cloudy when Tozer rose ; suggestions 
of discontent were surging among the audience. Heads of 
families were stretching ovor the benches to confide to each 
other Low long it was since they hod seen the minister ; hnw 
he never had visited as he ought ; and how desirable " a change " 
might prove. Spiteful glances of triumph sought poor Pii<Ebe 
find her mother upon their bench, where the two began to fail 
in their courage, and laughed no longer. A crisis was ap- 
proaching. Mrs Tufton picked up her handkerchief, and out 
", with a frightened face; she, hio, knew the symptoms 
S the coming storm. 

Such were the circumstances under which Tozer rose in tho 
pastor's defence. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," said Tozer, — "and Mr Chainnaii, 
s I onght to have said firet, if this meeting had been constituted 
like most other meetings have been in Salem ; but, ray friends, 
e haven't met not in what I would call an honest and etrai^t- 
forword way, and consequently we ain't in order, not as a, free 
asembly should be, as has met to know ita own mind, and Hut 
a be dictated to by nobody. There are them as are ready tu 
Aietate in every body of men. I don't name no names ; I don't 
wka no suggestions ; what I'm a-st»ting ol a a ^cQewJi. Nx^afia. 
U known to every one as has aUiAVeOi ■^\i!i(H»'^^- "^ 



don't come here pretending aa I'm a learoed man, not oneM 
knows better nor my neighbours. I'm & plain man, k Uh 
everything fair and above-bo'ard, and ia content when I'mvfl 
off. Whiit I've got to Bay to yoa, ladies and gentlemen, i^M 
no grumbling nor reflecting upon them as ia absent and c^| 
defend titeniBelves. I've gut two things to say — linit, as I d^| 
ynu haven't been called together not in >in open way ; afl 
Beound, that I think us Solent folks, oa ought to know bettorS 
n-quarrelling with our bread-and-butter, and don't knoir wlH 
we're well off! U 

" Yes, ladies and gentlemen 1 them's my sentiments ! H 
ilon'l knoic jBhan wire well off! iind if we don't uuud, iffl 
iind Dut how matters really is when we've been and disgu^l 
the pastor, and drove him to throw it all up. Such a tl^| 
ain't uncommon ; many nad many's the one i)i our connei^l 
OS has come out for the ministry, meaning tiothing bat to s^| 
to it, and boa been drove by them as is to be found in Bvd| 
flock — them as ia always ready to dictate — to throw it lU M 
My friends, the pastor as ia the subject of this meeting " — llMS 
Tozer sank his voice and looked round with a certain aoleminiH 
— " Sir Vincent, ladies and gentlemen, as has doubled the ud 
holders in Salem in six months' work, and, I make bold (0 bB 
brought one-half of you as is here to be regiiiar at ciap«I, fl 
take an interest in the connection — Mr Vincent, I say, as yojH 
all collected here to knock down in the dark, if bo be as youfl 
willing to be dictited to — the same, ladies and gentlcnieiH 
we're a-discussing of to-night — told us all, it ain't so very ^| 
ago, in the crowdedest meeting as I ever see, in the bigfl 
public hall in Carlingford — as we weren't keeping up toH 
standard of the old Nonconformists, nor showing, as wq OD^f 
what a voluntary church could do. It ain't pleasant to heifl 
for as 03 thinks a deal of ourselves ; but that is what the pafl 
said, and there was not a man as could contradict it. Now, I 
ask you, ladies and gentlemen, what is the reason 1 It's all 
along of this as we're doing to-night. We've got a procuiu! 
young man, as Mr TnCtou tella you, and a clever young mot 
nobody tries for to deny ; and there ain't a single blessed p 
on this earth why he shouldu't go on 03 he's been o-doing, J 
Salem bein' crowded out to the doors (as it's been two q 
days back), we'd have had to build a new chapel, and t 
phco in our counectioti aa we've ne^wjct took in Carliagf 

Jlfr Tozer paused lo ■wiy'* ^"* ^lea.'wii. iw^awA, wA. « 
'^-- • ' - "• - ^— ^teM»t-,>Ba& u"^ ' — "■ —■' 



ffiitElff CHAFEt. 

iin, taking breath with the orator in a slight universal ruBtk-, 

:'liich is the moat genuine applause. The worthy butterman 

ssuiried iu a. lowered aud emphatic tone, 
" But it ain't to be," said Tozer, looking round liim with a 
tragic frown, and shaking his head slowly, " Them oa is always 
d-finding faiJt, and always a-setting up to dictate, has set their 
ftM»a again' all that. It's the way of some folia in o 
tioii, ladies and gentlemen ; a minister ain't to be aUowed to go 
on building up a chapel, and making hisself useful in the world. 
He ain't to be left alone to do his dooty as his best friends ap- 
prove. He's to be took down out of his pulpit, and took ti 
pieces behind his back, and made a talk and a scandal of to the 
whole connection ! It's not Ms preaching as he's judged by, 
his dooty to the sick and dyin', nor any of them things a 
raa called to be pastor for ; but it's if he's seen going to one 
bonse more nor another, or if he calls often enough nn this one 
Qr t'other, and goes to all the tea-drinkings, My opinion is,'' 
Biud Tozer, suddenly breaking off into jocularity, " as a young 
maybe isn't a marrying man, and anyhow can't marry 
more nor one, ain't in the safest place at Salem tea-drinkings ; 
l^ut that's neither here nor there. If the ladies haven't no pity, 
VB men can't do nothing in that matter ; but what I say L 
tiiis," continued the butterman, once more becoming solemn ; 

'" to go for to judge the pastor of a flock, not by the dooty he 
Oes to hia flock, but by the times he calls at one house or an 
Other, and the way he makes hisself agreeable at one place o 
MUithcr, ain't a tMng to be done by them as prides themselrea 
OU being Chriatiaus and Dissenters. It's not like Christians — 
and if it's like Dissenters the mure's the pity. It's mean, that's 
what it ja," orieil Toeer, with fine scorn ; " it's like a parcel of 
old women, if the ladica won't mind me saying s 
uoiitli us as lias liberty of couscience to fight for, and liaa 
to set au example before the Church folks as don't know 
better. But it's what is done in our connection," added 
the good deacon with pathos, shakhig his forefinger n 
fully at the crowd. " When there's a young man as is clever 
and talented, and fills a chapel, and gives the connection t 
cjiance of standing up in the world as it ought, here's somi 
one as junips up and says, ' The pastor don't come to see me, 
anjs ho — ' the pastor don't do his duty — he ain't the man fo 
Balem.' And them oa is always in every fluck read's to io^Tsm 
' ea it up; and there's talk oi a dian^e, cwi "KwOJcwg 
im/— iiere we are! Y us, ladies ani \ " "" ^ ' 



ivc aro ! WeVe called a meeting, all in tbe dark, and give a 
no chance of defending himself ; and tbcm » is at tlie hen 
this movement is calling upon «a to dismiss Mr Vincent 
let me tell you," continued Tozer, lowering his voices" 
dramatic intuition, and shaking his forefinger still more J 
phaticnlly in the face of the startled audience, "that this if 
no question of dismissing Mr Vincent ; it's a matter of d' 
ing Mr Vincent, that's ivhat it is — it's a matt«r of 1 
another promising young man away from the connection, ■ 
driving him to throw it all up. You mark what I say. 
what we're doing most places, us Dissenters ; them ae is 
and proniisin', and can get a better living working for the If 
than working for the chapel, and won't give i 
ahout calling here and calling there — we're a-driving o£ t 
out of the connection, that's what we're doing ! I could n 
up as many as six or seven as has been drove off already; i 
I ask you, ladies and gentlemen, what's the good of sabsctibfl 
and keeping up of colleges and so forth, if that's how ji 
o-going to serve evety clever young man as trusts hisself to'8 
your pastor 1 I'm a man as don't fee! no shame to say that d ' 
minister, being took up with his family affairs and lua Btndi 
has been for weeks as he hasn't crossed my door ; but ud 
that poor-spirited as I would drive away a young man as is d 
of the best preachers in the connection, becaiise he don't cog 
not every day, to see me. No, my friends ! them as would «i 
suspect such a thing of me don't know who they're a-deali 
with ; and I tell you, ladies and gentlemen, as this is a quesfU 
as must come home to every one of your bosoms. Them a 
so set upon their own way that they can't hear reason — or tl 
as is led away by folks as like to dictate — may give their * 
again' the minister, if so be as they think fit ; but as for ' 
and thfem as stands by me, I ain't a-going to give in to n 
tyranny I It shall never be said in our connection as a 
young man was drove away from Carlingford, and I had 1 
in it, There's the credit o' the denomination to keep up a 
the Church folks — and there's the chapel to fill, as nevei 
half the sittings let before — and there's 5Ir Vincent, as i 
cleverest yoimg man I over sec in our pulpit, to be kep' in 
connection ; and there ain't no man living as shall dlctat 
me or them as stands by mc ! Them as is content to lose 
best jireacMng within a. Wniiei -offlBs., V«i3s»ki the i 
don't cftU on two or fbtee iawSiiea "to. ?iB^eTO.,-v.iA ■»- 
tbej would like to see Vira," ssvi t'i7A^,NM& v-" 



" call put down their names again' Mr Vincent ; but for me, 
niid them aa stands by me, we ain't a-going to gire in to uo 
shcIl dictation : ive ain't a-going to act up ourselves against the 
Spread of the Qoapel, and the credit o' the connection, and 
toleration and freedom of conscience, as we're bound to fight 
'for I If the pastor don't make hisself agreeable, I can put up 
urith that — I can ; but I ain't n-going to see a clever young man 
drove away from Salem, and the sittings vacant, and the chapel 
ialliug to ruin, and the Church folka a-hiughing and a-jcering at 
ua, not for all the deacons in the connection, nor any man in Car- 
lingford. And this I say for myself andforallaaBtandahymel" 
The laat sentence Tvas lost in thunders of applause. The 
" Salem folks " atamjied with their feet, knocked the floor with 
th&x lunbrelks, clapped their hands in a furore of enthusiasm 

^nnd sympathy. Their pride was appealed to ; nobody could 
Iwar the imputation of being numbered among the two or three 
to whom the minister had not paid sufficient attention. All the 
adherents of the Pigeon party deserted that luckless family 
sitting prominent upon their bench, with old Jtrs Tufton at the 
norner joining as heartily as her over-shoes would permit in the 
general commotion, There they sat, a pale line of faces, sepa- 
nLt«d, by their looks of dismay and irresponsive silence, from 
the applauding crowd, cruelly identified as "them as is always 
ready to dictate." lie occasion was indeed a grand one, had 
the leader of the opposition been equal to it ; but Mrs Pigeon 
only sat and stared at the new turn of aflairs with a hysterical 
BTuile of spite and disappointment £xed on her face^ Before 
the cheers died away, a young man — one of the Young Men's 
Christitm Association connected with Salem — jumped up on a 
bench, in the midst of the assembly, and clinched the speech of 
Tozcr. He told the admiring meeting that he had been brought 
' 1 the connection, but had strayed away into carelessness 
cud ueglect — and when he went anywhere at all on Sundays, 
went to church like one of the common multitude, till Mr Tin- 

' cent's lectures on Cliurch and State opened his eyes, and brought 
liiia to butter knowledge. Then came another, and another. 
Mrs Vincent, sitting on the back seat witli her veil over Ler 

>fnce, did not hear what they said. The heroic little soul had 

I broken down, and was lost in silent tears, and utterances in her 
heart of thank.=giving, deeper than words. No comic aspect of 

'•the scene appeared to her ; she was not moved by its vul^iy-'j 
It WA» deiiyeraace .aad^ saiatg W 'Cm- '«^um's«£: 



bis people liJid stood l>y ArtUiir. She sat for some time Ion 
lost in thnt liiue of comfort and relief, afraid to move lest ; 
haps Bomotluug uiitowurd might still occur to chauge thia fas 
state of affairs — keen to detect any evil STmptom, if suchab' 
occur, but miabls to follow mth. any exactness the conm 
those addresses which still contiuued to be made in her hsan 
She was not quite sure, indeed, whether anybody had spa 
after Tozer, when, with a step much Icsa firm than on lier 
trance, she went forth, wiping the tears that blinded her fr 
nnder her veil, into the darkness and quiet of the street a 
side. But she knew that "resolutions " of support and ^ 
pathy had been carried by acclamation, and that somebody 
deputed from the flock to assure the minister of its appFff 
and to offer him the new lease of popularity thug won for 1 
in Salem. Mrs Vincent waited to hear no more. She got 
softly and went forth on noiseless, weary feet, which i^UB 
now that lier anxiety wa^i over, with fatigue and agita^i 
Tliankful to the bottom of her heart, yet at the same ti 
doubly worn out with that deliverance, confused witi 
lights, the noises, and the excitement of the scene, and be{ 
ning already to take up her other burden, and to wonder 
times, waking up with sharp touches of renewed anguish,! 
she might f nd Susan, and whether " any change " had appee 
in her other child. It was thos that the great Solcin congn 
tionnl meeting, so renowned in the connection, ended Inr 
minbtcr's mother. She left them still making speediea w 
she emerged into Grove Street. The political effect of To» 
address, or the inHucnce wluch his new doctrine might have 
the denominaticm, did not occur to Mrs Vincent. She i 
tliinking only of Arthm". Not even the darker human mii 
by her side had power to break through her preoccupatl 
Mow the gentle little woman had shaken off that anxious h 
which grasped her old black dress, she never knew herself, 
could any one tell ; somehow she had done it : alone, as 
entered, she went away again — secret, but not clandestine, ut 
that yell of her widowhood. iShc put it up from her face w 
she got into the street, and wiped her tears off with a trembl 
Joyful hand. She couid not see her way clearly for those 
ot joy. When they were dried, and the crape shadow pot 
from her face, Mrs Vincent looked up Grove Street, where 
road hy In the darkneae, btoVeii^i'j 'Oonasi fidi.<sQai£ lamps, 
^'To? a triady nigUt, and ^t 'Kiict''* eBW6^w& - — - 
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calling licr tbougliU to her own ])ntient wlioin she lind left bo 
long. Sho qnickened iicr tremulous steps as Dr lUder dis- 
iq^ared in the darkness; but almost before abe bad got beyond 
^e last ccboes of the Balem meeting, tbat sbadow of darker woe 
■lid miaery thiin any tbe poor motber wist of, was ngaia by Mrs 
Vincent's aide. 



CHAl'TEpL XXXVir. 

Yon are not able to walk so fast," said Mrs HilyarJ, coniing 
up to the widow as she crossed over to the darker side of Grove 
Street, just where the house of the Miss Hemmings turned its 
lighted staircase- window to the street ; " and it will not harm 
yon to let mo speak to yoo. Once you offered me your bond, 
and would have gone with me. It is a long long time ago — 
ages since — but / remember it. I do not come tifter you for 
nothing. Let me spesih. You said you weie a — a minister's 
wife, and knew human nature," she continued, with a ccrtaiji 
pause of reverence, and at the same time a gleam of amusement, 
varying for a moment the blank and breathless Toice in which 
she had spoken. " I want your advice." 

Mrs Vincent, who had paused with an uncomfortable sea- 
Bation ot being pursued, recovered herself a little during this 
nddrcss. The minister's mother had no heart to linger and talk 
to any one at that moment, after all the excitement of the 
evening, with her fatigued frame and occupied mind ; but Gtill 
she was the minister's motiicr, as ready and prepared as Arthur 
himself ought to have been, to hear anything that any of the 
flock might have to say to her, and to give all the benefit of her 
experience to anybody connected with Salem who might be ir 
trouble. "I beg your pardon," said Mrs Vincent; "my daughtci 
is ill — that is why I was making so much haste ; but I am sure, 

an be of any use to any member of— I mean to any of my 
friends " — she concluded rather abruptly. She did not 
remember much about this woman, who was strangely unlike 
the other people in Salem. When was that time in winch they 
had. met before } The widow's mind had been so swept by the 
whirlwind of events and emotions, that she lenwmJbftt^ iotJ^ 

rJiow and where it was she had iotmetVj ^cctlVik *swwi 



t^' 
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p"yoor daughter is ill!" siud Mrs ffilyard ; "l.hat uB 
%reuble happens to you. You are a good iromttn : 70U d| 
interfere in Qod's business ; and this is how your trouble cod 
You CAn niir«] her and be about her bed ; and when she vm 
up, it is to Bee you and be grateful to yon. But m>/ child,"! 
said, touching the widow's arm suddenly with her hand) I 
suppressing painfully a shrill tone of anguish in her voice fv 
would break througli, " does not know me. She opens her Id 
eyes — they are not even my eyes — they are Alice's eyes, who 1 
no right to my child — and looks at me as if I were a Strang 
and for all this time, since I parted with her, I have not iff 
— I do not know where she is. Hush, hush, hush !" she w 
on, speaking to herself, "to think that this is me, and 
should break down so at last. A woman has not soul e 
to snbdne her nerFes for e^'er. But this is not what I v 
to say to you. I gave Miss Smith your son's address 

Having said this, she paused, and looked anxiously at 
widow, who looked at her abo in the windy gleams of lamp] 
with more and more perplexity. "Wto is Miss Smith 1" 
|K)or Mrs Vincent. " Who are — you t Indeed, I am very t 
to seem rude ; but my mind has been so much occa{ 
Arthur, of course, woidd know if he were here, but Susan's 
ness has taken up all my thoughts ; and — -I beg yonr pBid* 
she may want me even now," she continued, quickening 
steps. Even the courtesy due ti> one of the flodc hod a li 
and the minister's mother knew it ivaa necessary not to ] 
ton completely to all the demands that her son's people n 
make upon her. Was this even one of her son's people t 1 
persons were unusual in the connectioa Mrs Vincent^ 
fatigued, excited, and anxious as she was, felt at her wits' < 

" Yes, your son would know if he were here ; he has 
my parole and trusted me," said the .strange woman ; " 
woman's parole should not be taken. I try to keep it ; bat 

less they come, or I have news Wio am H 

woman that was once young and had friends. They ma 
me to a mau, who was not a man, l>ut a fine orgttnisntion 
^ble of pleasures and cruelties. Don't speak. 
good J you are a luinbter's wife. You don't know what : 
when one is young and happy, to find out ail at once dial 
means only so much torture and misery, and so many liee, 
tlone by you or Ijomo by ■50U. — ^\iat iQ«?r\''>'Krt»JifwMdiI 
' ' came into thewot\dwftia.\ia.ueQaVCTi'Hi^ — "^■'"" 
% discovery. It il ^«A \ieftTi Wt >a« > 
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Viucent's atr.inge companion, with bitterness. "A dwarfed 

«reftture, or deformed, or But slio was beautiful — she is 

beautiful, aa pretty aa Alice ; and if she livea, she wiU be rich. 
' SiiBh, hushi you don't know what my fears were," coutiuued 
MiB Kilyard, with a strange humility, once mora putting her 
'band on the widow's arm. "If he could have got posaessiou of 
her, how could I tell what he might have done)— killed her — 
'but that would have been dangerous ; poisoned what little mind 
she iad left — made her like her mother. I stole her away. 
Long ago, when I tiought she might have been safe with you, 
I meant to have told you. I stole her out of his power. For a 
little while she was with me, and he traced us— then I sent the 
child awny. I have not eeen her but in glimpses, lest he should 
find her. It has cost me all I had, and I have lived and worked 
with my bands," said the needlewoman of Back Grove Street, 
g her thin fingers to the light and looking at them, pathetic 
Toiichers to the troth of her stoiy. " Wlien he drove me de 
rate," she went on, labouring in vain to conceal the panting, 
long-drawn breath which impeded her utterance, "you know! 
I don't talk of that. The child put her arms round that old 
woman after her mother had saved her. She had not a word, 

a word for me, who had done But it was all for her 

sake. This is what I have had to sufTer. Sho looked in my 
face and waved me away from her, and said, 'Snsan, Susan !' 
Susan meant your daughter— a new friend, a creature whom alio 
liad not seen a week before— and no word, no look, no recogni- 
tion for me !" 

" Oh, I am very sorry, very sorry 1 " said Mrs Vincent, la 
turn taking tbe poor thin hand with an instinct of consolation. 
Susan's name, thus introduced, went, to the mother's heart. 
She could have wept over the other mother thus complaining, 
rooaniag out her troubles in her companionate ear. 

" I left them in a safe place. I came home to fall into your 
I's hands. He might have been sure, bad it come to that, 
that no one should have suffered for ine," said Mrs Hilyard, 
with again a tone of bitterness. "Wbat was my life worth, 
could any man suppose 1 And smce then I have not heard a 
word — ^not a word — whether the child is still where I left her, 
or whether some of his people have found her — or whether she 
is ill — or whether — I know nothing, nothing I Have a little 
jrity upon me, you innocent woman I I never iwked pity, neve 
^^^^ empathy befote ; but a woman caune^ot \^'*'^iw^^ 
^^^Bt^rougbt to. I am brniight down to V>ic \uv)«»!i. &i£>^'^ 



I cannot stand upvjglit any longer," she cried, with a, w; 
sigh, " I want somebody — somebody at least to give mo a 
comfort. Comfort ! I remember," she said, wiSi one of 
sudden changes of tone which bewildered Mrs Vincent, " 
aon once spoke to rac of getting comfort from those inn 
young sermons of hia. He knows a little better now ; he e 
not sail over the surface now as he used to do in triumph. ] 
has gone hard with hiai, m with me and all of ua. Tell ion 
I get no news I will break my parole. I cannot help myse] 
a woman's honour is not her word. I told him ao. Si 

"My son) what have yoa to do with my son J" snid 
Vincent, with a sudden pang. The poor mother was t 
woman too. She did not understand what this connection 1 
A worn creature, not much younger than herself, what fces 
tie could bind her to Arthur 1 The widow, like other woi 
could believe in any " infatuation " of men ; but could 
understand uny othur hond subsisting between these two. 
thought went to her heart. Young men had been known bfi 
now to be mysteriously attracted by women, old, unbenatd 
unlike themselves. Could this be Arthur's fate! Perlispi 
WHS a danger more dismal than that which he had just eacaiwil 
in Salem. Mrs Vincent grew sick at heart. She rejieaUcI, 
ivith an asperity of which her soft voice might Lave bewi 
thought incapnble, " What have you to do with my son )" -" 

Mrs Hilyard made no answer — perhaps she did not hear S 
question. Her eyes, always restlessly turning from one o' 
to another, had found out, iu the lighted street to which t! 
had now come, a belated postman deiiveriag his last letter*) 
She followed him with devouring looks j ho went to Vincent's 
door as they approached, delivered something, and passed OK 
into the darkness with a careless whistle. While Mrs ViooSDJ 
'ivatehed her companion with doubtful and suspicious loiftj 
through the veil which, onco more among t!ie lights o( Gta 
Street, the minister's mother had drawn over her face, I" 
conscious object of her suspicion grasped her arm, and tu 
her with beseeching eyes. " It may be news of my child V 
said, with a supplication beyond words. She drew the -w 
on with the desperation nf her anxiety. The little mi ' ' 
still the letter in her hand when she opened the door. 
not even for Mr Vincent. It iiaa \ot t\ifc ■KmtaM.a ot tiie h 
rfo iarl not yet retumeA ^Tom t\ve -nvti^i^ 
f pniLied upon the fbTis\\(A4, c 



re heen 
tear fl 

ch ^ 



miiKKl. She lijoked at the unhappy woman ^lio atiioJ upon tha 
steps in the hght of the himp, gazing eagerly in at the door, and 
rtcBolved that she should penetrate no facther; hut even in tlie 
Jteight of her determination the widow's heart smote her when 
the looked at that face, so haggard and worn with passion and 
amdely, with its fiulive gleiimiug eyes, and all t!ic dark lines 
of endurance which were so apparent now, when the tide of 
emotion had grown too strong to be concealed. " Have you — 
no — friends in Carlingford 1 " said the widow, with hesitation 
and involuntary pity. She cou]d not ask Lor to enter where, 
perhaps, her presence might be baleful fo Arthur ; but the Uttle 
tromaa'e tender heart ached, even in the midst of her severity, 
for the suffering in that face. 

" Nowhere ! " said Mrs Hilyard ; then, with a gleam out of 
her eyes which took the place of a smile, " Do not be sorry for 
I want no friends^nobody could share my burden with 
I am going back — home^to Alice, Tell Mr Vincent j I 
think something must happen to-night," she added, with a slight 
riiiver ; " it grows intolerable, beyond bearing. Perhaps by the 

telegraph — or perhaps And Hiss Smith has this address, 

I taW you my story," she went on, drawing closer, and taking 
the widow's hand, " that yon might have pity on ine, and un 
derstand — no, not understand; how could shel — hut if yoi 
like me, do you think you could sit atiU in one place 
Trith 80 much upon your heart 1 You never conld be like lui 
■ — but if you had lost your child " 

" I did," said Mrs Vincent, drawing a painful breath at thi 
rocoUection, and drawn unwittingly by the sight of the terribh 
imxiety before her inia a reciprocation of conlidence — " naj 
child who had been in my arms all her life — GihI gave her back 
Again ; and now, while I am speaking. He may bo taking hur 
away," said the mother, with a sudden return of all her anxiety. 
" I cannot do you any good, and Susan may want me ; good- 
night — good-n ight. " 

" It was not God who gave her back to you," said Mrs 
Hilyard, grasping the widow's hand closer — " it was I — remem- 
ber it was I. When you think hardly of me, recollect — I did 
it. She might have been — but I freed her — ^remember ; and if 
yon hear anything, if it were but a whisper, of my child, think 
of it, and have pity on me. You will ?— you understand wh.it 
laayl" 

The widow drew away her hand with ft "01™^ o\ l«w. "Svi^ 
retreated btinwdly. yet with what digmly 3\\c fto-?\<S.. "■--'*'■ 



littlo maid to eliut tlie donr. Wlieu tliut atrangc lace, nil glail 
ing, haggard, and anxbus, wiut shut out into tKe night, V 
Vincent went up-ataira v^ry hastily, scarcely able to ^ve 1 
alarmed withdrawal tlio aspect of au orderly retreat. Waa i 
woman Kind to wliom she bad been speaking so calmlyl 
her agitation she forgot all the precautions with which she li 
intended to soften to her son the fact of her attendance at t\ 
meeting of which he had not even informed her. Pursoed. 
the recollection of that face, she liastened to Arthur, atill in 1 
bonnet and voil lETe was seated at the table writing as vb 
she left him ; but all the minister's self-control could not ei 
ceal a certain expectancy and excitement in the eyes which 
raised with a fash of eager curiosity to see who it was that ti) 
invaded his solitude. " Mother 1 where have you been!" 
asked, with irritation, when he perceived her. Hjh impatiei 
and anxiety, and the great effort he had made to anbdue bo 
betrayed him into a momentary outburst of annoyance and te 
tion. "Where have you beenl" he repeated, throwing doi 
his pen. " Surely not to this meeting, to compromise me, as 
I had not trouble enough already I " This rude accost pot h 
immediate subject out of 2Irs Vincent's mind : she went up 
her son with deprecating looks, and put her hand fondly a 
head. The tears came into her eyes, not because his wot 
offended or grieved her, hut for joy of the good n 
tell ; for the minister's mother was esperienced in the ways' 
niun, and knew how many things a woman does for love wh 
she gets no thauka fordoing. Her bo^s anger did not make t 
angry, but it drove other matters, less important, out of her h« 
■' Oh, Arthur, no one saw me," she said; " I had my veil do 
all the time. How could I help going when I knew of it ) 
did not tell you — I did not mean you to know ; but it waa i 
possible to stay away," cried the widow, perceiving her a 
impatience while she explained herself, and growing conftu 
in consequence, " when I heard what was going on. Oh, Art 
dear, don't look so disturbed; they know better than you ii 
— they appreciate you, though they have not the way of & 
ing it. I have seen things happen so differently, that I li 
the value of such friends as you have in the Hock. Oh, I 
dear boy, don't look so strange ! It has been a great trim 
Arthur. There is a deputation coming to offer you their 81 
port and sympathy. AVI tbia dretidtttl business has not harni 
iw/e. Thank God for t\iat\ 1 t\i\n!a. "i 5\i;&\«. »a«a\R]o 



Hie Btiniater got up hastily from hia chiur, and took refugft 
"' IiBnrthnig. Ho chiiiiged coloar ; grew reil and grD-W 
1 by way of escttping from the complication uf feeling*! 
id him, once more broke out into impatient exckmafv 
Why did you go 1 Why did not you tell me yoU' 
ig?" he said. " Why did you leave Susan, who wanted: 
Mother, jou lyill never understand that a man's affoii* 
It not be moildled ivith ! " cried the Nonconformist, with ai)< 
effort to conceal the agitation intu which this 
ews threw him. Then ho began to pace about the' 
exclaiming agiunat the impatience of women, who con 
_ iwer wait for n result. The young man was too proud to uc- 
SBOwIedge the state of fevemh suspense in which he had been, 
OF tbe wonderful tumult suddenly produced in his mind Sit 
k«ized upon this ready safety-valve of irritation, which was holi 
tfiai and h ijlf fictitious. It gave him time to collect his troubled 
Uioughts. 

" Arthur dear, hnsli 1 no one saw me at the meeting. I had 
»ny veil down, and apoke to nobody," said the widow i " and oht. 
don't yon think it was only natural that your mother should bai 
liere 1 No one in the world ia so much interested iu what con- 
I spoke to no one — except," said Mrs Vincent, 
«4th a little effort, " that strange woman, Arthur, whom you 
iavo had so much to do with. Who ia she? Oh, my dear boy,, 
1 hope you have not formed emy connections that you w^ 
n[wnt1 She said something about a promise, and having given 
iii word. I don't know why you should have her word, oe. 
wlmt she has to do with you. She came here to the door with 
to-night." 

' Mrs Hilyard !" cried the miniuter, suddenly iiinscd. " Mr*! 
— ; no matter what her name is. "Where is she i Do yoir 
taoan that she came here J They keep no watch over her. To* 
night of all nights in the world l If you had hut stayed at 
home, I should not have known of her wanderings at least, "^. 
be said, with vexation. " Now I shall have to go and look. 
after her — she must be sent back agaiu^she must not bej 
allowed to escape." 

" la she mad ! " said Mrs Vincent, alarmed, yet reUeved^ 

" Don't go away, Arthur ; she is not here. She said I w 

tu tell you tJiat she had gone back — to Alice. Who ia Alici 

— who ia this woman? What have you to do with bet? OJ 

dear hoy, you me a minister, and tbe woAi ia ao ■iraA'j 

■ " "■ said you had " 



CIIBOKICLEB OF CAKLDJGFonD : 

lifipa it docs not mean anythJog you will live tu repent)"J 
uaioua inotlter, fixing her jealous eyes on her aon'sj 
in not like yon. I cannot tell what you cqd Lava 14 
Buch a womnn — yon wLo migbt- 
;1it and anxiety exhausted both her laiiguitgo and her b 
' It docs not matter much after all," said the Nonconfom, 
who had been busy with hb own thoughts, and had only I) 
beard his inotber'a adjurations. " Like me 1 — n'hat has tb 
to do with the matter! But I daresay she will go bock, SSJH 
said; and now that he is out of danger, and has not aeat 
her, tiiiiii^ must take their chance. Hadl It would jum 
wonderful if she were mad, 1 can sympathise with }« 
when they are driven out of their wits. Who i 
Another measenger from the meeting, or perhaps your de4 
tion i I think / shall go mad after a while if I get n 

But ns the minister stood in Ol-conceoled excitement bjj 
fire, not without expectation tliat it might be somebody w' 
official report from Salem, Mr Vincent's landlady, still jj 
bonnet and shawl, just returned from the meeting cameB 
tell the widow of the approach of the doctor, 
directly, ma'am ; he's gone in for a minute to Smith's, I 
door, where they've got the liooping-oough. And oh, 1 
Vincent, sir," cried the woman, who liad made tliis a preteDB 
to ox])ress her sentiments on the more important subject^ "jj 
there hasn't a-faeen a sweet meeting 1 I'd have gir' a half<y 
rent, ma'nm, the pastor had been there. All ns unanimous 
as friendly !— all but them Kgeons, as arc the poison of 
place ; and sweet Miss Phojbe Tozer a-crying of her pretty 
out ; but there ain't no occasion for crj-iiig now," said 
umpliunt landlady, who Lad a real stake in the matter, 
touch the minister regained his composure. He went bai 
hia seat at the table, and took up the pen he had tlirown i] 
A bishop could not have looked more grandly indifferent 
did the Nouconfomust as he turned his back upon his a 
[jartisan. "Tell the doctor to let me know how Su! 
mother, for I am busy to-night," said the young man, " I 
not leave my work just now even for Dr Eider." He h 
ogmn to write in the excitement of his mind, and prodoi 
sentence which was not one of the least successful of hia 
tonces, while the two women, with a certain awe, atood i 
behind his chair. 

I will not distviv\) you au-s \0Bg,M,TO-^ ^ftM\«(5, 
■" said Mi-a 7mccnl. ftV« ^ftat b ■.™=ai=« 



1 laudlsd}', ^Thu waa overwhelmed, and did not know 
lat to nmlce of it. llie widow could not but improve such an 
(mitDTtitf. " The ininiater must not be disturbed in bis 
"les," she said, with importance and in a whisper as ehe 
d the door. " When he is engaged with a subject, it does not 
nver to go in upon him and disturb bis utteution. Neither 
etinga Qor anything else, howevtr important, should interrupt 
iBBtor when he is engaged in composition," said the litUe 
BUin, gmndly. But while the mistress of the house departed 
[»er own quarter much overawed, the minister's mother went 
the sick-room with no such composure as she assumetL 
lethiug she did not understand was in Arthur's mind. The 
un meeting did not appear to Ler so conclusive as it had 
e an hour ago. He was young and high-spirited and proud, 
id bad not that dutiful subjection to the opinions of the fiock 
lidi became a minister of Salem, Wbat if that visionary 
iror with which she bad frightened Tozer might turn out a 
li danger? Though abe had made such skilful uae of it, the 
nubility she bad herself invented hod not really alarmed her; 
It the thought thrilled through her now with a fear which had 
DH remoriie in it. She had invoked the ghost, not much be- 
rring in any such supernatural climax; but if the apparition 
illy made itself visible, the widow recognised at once her 
tire want of any power to lay it. Bbe took off ber shawl and 
nnet witb little comfort in ber mind on that subject to support 
t under the returning pangs of anxiety about Susan, which 
rerwbehned ber again as she opened the door of the sick-room. 
6 two troubles united in ber heart and aggravated each other, 
I with a sick throb of expectetion she went into Susan's bed- 
Perhaps there might be " a change ' ' — for better or for 
one, something might have happened. The doctor might find 
iinething more conclusive to-nigbt in that languid pallid face, 
he noiseless room Etruck ber with a chill of misery as she went 
Iter usual place, carrying the active life of pain and a troubled 
t into that melancholy atmosphere from which life seemed 
lave fled. With a faltering voice she spoke to Susan, who 
red no signs of hearing her except by a feeble halt-lifting 
ber heavy eyelids and restless motion of her frame. Ho 
Migel Kever any change! or, at least, as the nurse imagined, 

ntiX The widow's heart heaved with a silent sob of 

iguish — anguish sharp and acute as it is when our misery 
^aeaddenlj- upon us out of a, veil o( oUiet &ow^'ia,ra^"«* 
^^^^gfeiafcfe. rhia sudden pang conwxWi "^ta^'a 



much-tried heart as she iTiped the bitter tears out of her 
and looked at her child, thua gliding, iu a hopeless apath7 
unconsciousnesa, out of the arms that strwaed themselv* 
vnin to hold her. After so much as she had bnrae ii 
troubled life, God knows it was hard. She did not rehftl, 
her heart lifted up a bitter cry tu the Father in heaven. 

It was just then, while her aaxiona car caught the at 
tie doctor on the stair, that Mis Vincent was aware also 
carriage driving rapidly up to tlie door. Preoccupied a 
was, l£e Bound startled her. A passing wonder who it couli 
and the rague expectation which influences the miad at 
great crises of Ufa, when one feels that anything may haj 
moved her dimly as she rose to receive the doctor. Dr I 
came in with hi* noiaeleas step and aniioua face ; they K 
hands with each other mechanically, she gazing at 1' 
what Ma opinion was before it could be formed— he kw 
with solicitous serious eyes on the sick-bed. The light w 
and Dr Bider held it up to see his patient. Then she 
moving now and then with the restlessness of weakoesa, 
pale large eychds hnlf closed, tlie pale lips dropping aparl 
solemn speedtleas creature, abstracted already out of this i 
and all its influences. The light that streamed over her fo 
moment made no difference to Susan. There was nothing 
powerful enough to rouse the soul which horror and pasdoi 
driven into one terrible corner of memory, obliterafing al 
rest of her Hfe, Dr Eider looked at her with eyes in whie 
impatience of powerless strength overcame even his profesa 
reserve. He wrung the widow's hand, which she laid oi 
arm in a trembling appeal to him to tell her the worst, 
worst is that she is dying before our eyes, and that she n 
be saved," he said, leading the poor mother to the other e 
the room. " All her heart and soul are concentrated upon 
time when she was away from you; unless we can rouse h( 
something that will recall that time, she will never know 
more. Think I is there nothing that would wake her up 
to remember the misery she endured) Where ia your si 
who was with her?— but she has seen her lately, and m 
has come of that. If you have the courage and strength," 
the doctor, once more grasping Mrs Vincent's hand tigh^ 
talk of that man under the name she knew him by — to ta 
him so as perhaps she mig\i.t ^icm ■, io iiaii\i*s the matter ; 
■ ' : tkaii -will recalV Ivet mud. "fia^i^ *"^-' ~ '"^-^ 
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Bfiile listening to the doctor 'a dreiulful su^eatiou, Mrs 
Iwd been aware of the opening of tlie door down-stairsj 
saand of voicea. She was trembling so that she could . 
itand, prinapally, no doubt, on account of this strange i 
fhich. ke made upon her strength, but with a nervous ' 
in beaidea 'which she could not explain even to herself. 
. out of that confused commotion below, there rose faint 
le the sound of a voice calling " Sosan I Susan ! " the 
aa people started apart, and turned a wondering mo- 
axe upon each other, involuntarily asking what was 
,t did it mean t Then the doctor mshed to the door, 
widow followed hJTn as well as her trembling limbs 
rait. She saw liim dash down-atnirs, attd heraelf stood 
le raiHug, waiting for what was about to happen, with 
10 beating and ftuttering in her breast that she could M 
Teathe for it She could make nothing of the rapid I 
lon that went on down-stairs. She heard the voice oi 
' in hasty questions, and the slow, agitated, somewhat 
[ttetance of a strange voice, which appeared to answee 
once or twice through these sounds came the Strangs^ 
ui 1 Susan !" which went to the widow's heart. Wlo 
be that called upon Susan with so pathetic a repeti- 
eeemed a very long interval to Mrs Vincent before the 
p^eaced, and yet so short was the time, that the door 
the new-comers, whoever they were, had entered, was J 
, admitting some strange familiar sounds from the fl 
I the bewildering maze of wonder and espectation. I 
nt held fast by the rails to support herself, when she I 
octor returning up the stair, leading by the hand al 
I he grasped fast, and carried along with him by ttM 
entle but strong compulsion. It was she who was-l 
Ban, gazing round her with large dilated blue eyes^V 
'erywhere for something she had not yet found. A.1 
girl— more beautiful than anything mortal to thel 
urprised and wondering eyes. Who was she 1 Tha T 
eiy young, sadly simple, framed by long curling looks 
r, and the broad circle of a large flapping Leghorn hat 
'wl. A bewildered half-recognition came to Mra Vin- 
d as this blue veil waved in her face in the wind from 
loor ; but excitement and anjtiety had deprived her of 
ia could ask no questions. " Here is the physician," 

Kith a feindred esoitement mti'i ■sci\'ai, \!i.a 
m before ier, leading t\ie gvrV, Wmi. 'wV'sw^^ 
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followed slowly n coufuaed and disturbed woman, 1 
face lira Vincent felt slie had seen before. The motli 
jealous in lier wonder, pressed in after the doctor to g 
Susan even from esperimenta of healing. " Doctor, docta 
13 iti" she said. But Dr lUder held up his hand im_ 
to silence her. The room was imperfectly lighted with a 
burning dimlj, and a faint glow of firelight. "Susan !'~ 
the eager child's voice, 'with a, weary echo of longing and a 
pointment " Suaan ! — take me to Susan ; she is not f 
Then Dr Hider led her round to the bedside, closely follow! 
the widow, and, lifting a candle, threw its light fully n 
stranger. " Is it Susan 1 " said the girl. " Will she not m 
to mel — is she deadi Susan, oh Suaan, Susan !'" " 
outcry of childish impatience and despair, rising louder U 
any voice had risen in tliat room for many a day. Then gI 
burst forth into tears and soba, " Susan ! — she will not spe) 
to me, she will not look at me !" cried the stranger, dra^ 
her arm out of the doctor's bold, and clasping her hanjj 
gether. There was a ehght movement in the bed; nofl 
restless tossing ^itli wliich her nurse was familiar, but a flB 
blingshirer came over that dying frame. The sound had iea9 
to the dull ears of the patient. She lifted her heavy eyelids,! 
looked round with, half-awakened eyes. " Call her again, ft| 
said the doctor, in an intense whisper, which seemed tc 
through the room. The girl, who was engaged with a S 
more engrossing interest of her own, took no notice of thoa 
tor. She knew nothing about Siis.an'a danger — she was bei| 
gaining succour for herself, " Susan ! tell her to look at a 
at me ! Suaan I I care for nobody but you \" said tha 1 
helpless creature, with strange half -articulate cries, picj 
closer to the bed. " You are to take care of me." Mrs Vii 
pressed forward with pangs of anxiety, of terror, of hop^V 
of a mother's tender jealousy through all, as these strange ffl 
treaties filled the room. She too cried aloud, as she pecceivt 
the awakening in that pallid face, the faint movement as if J 
raise herself up, which indicated a conscious effort c 
of Susan. The clouds were breaking on that obscured and ij 
less firmament. The light, which trembled in the doctor's a 
caught a gleam of understanding and life in Susan's eyes, a 
mother flew to raise her up, obejdng the suggestion of thi 
hoped-{or movement. "Siiaa\i^ ■jqo. said, you would taki 
of me !" cried the young stmiig^iii, '^Imo'*'^^ "^a^^ ■«^ 



The touch of her lianils awoke the slunibering soul. 

wly tlie light grew ia Susan's eyes. She who had not moved 

days except in the restless tossings of kngnor, lifted thoao 

itefeeble arms to put them round the appeahng child. Then 

lUi struggled up, fnint, yet inspired, iinconBcions of her 

&e^a help that enabled her to do so, and confronted the 

Uige people in her room, whom she hnd seen for weeks post, 

i did not know, with living eyes. " Nobody shall touch her 

ire will protect each other," said the voice that had grown 

iBgB even to her mother's ears. Mrs Vincent conld hardly 

zestrnined from breaking in with a. thousand caresses and 

GEJea of joy and thankfulness. But Dr llider quieted the poor 

ther with a touch of Ida hand. " Let them alone," he said, 

fa that authority which no one in a aick-room can resist. 

t Vincent kept back with unspeakable pangs in her heart, 

i watched the waking up of that paralysed life which, alike 

its loss and its recovery, had been swept apart from her into 

■' er world. "Without any help from her mother, without 

recognising her mother or distinguishing her from the 

jers around, Susan's soul awoke. She raised herself more 

more among those pillow's where a little while ago aho lay so 

ively — she opened her eyes fully and looked round upon the 

hj her bedside, and the other indistinct figures in the room, 

i a look of resistance and conscious strength. "We will 

eot each other," said Susan, slowly; " nobody shall harm 

—WO will keep each other safe." Then, after another inter- 

Otlter instincts awoke in the reviving soul. She cast a 

look from one to another, always drawing her faint 

ite arm round the girl who clung to her and found security 

hex cUap. " Hush, hush 1 there are women here," she said 

a whisper, and with a tone of strange confusion, light break- 

f through the darkness. Then there followed a long pause. 

' Bider stood by the bedside holding up his candle, attracting 

1 wandering wistful glances of his patient, who ceased to look 

liim with defiance as her eyes again and again returned to 

) face, of which, often oa it had bent over her, she had no 

owledge. All over the unknown room wandered those strange 

iks, interrogating everything with a wistfidness beyond words. 

luit was this strange unfamiliar world into which, after her 

oce of suffering, Susan had awakened! She did not know 

ten die was, nor who the people were who surrounded her. 

Hie recallectioB of deadly peril waa not TCiOta Sia'CvaiA.'aY^ 

^■^-- 'wiadtbaa B-aa the sentiment ot aal6\.-3,QlV 
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watchtolncss which somehow abode in this strange dim m 
in the little undecipherable circle of faces which surroundeJ 
bed, "Husbl" aud Susan again, holding the struigOT J 
" Here are women — ■women! nobody ivill harm n»;" then,! 
a sudden flush over all her face and ciy of joy as tht od 
suddenly threw the light full upon Mrs Vincent, who was ■ 
ing over her, her mind struggled into possession of itatd 
" Here is my mother ! she has come to take us home !" 1 
Sirs Vincent remembered nothing more ; she did not H 
for her child wanted her — ahe sat all the night through on. 
IkhI, with Susan leaning against her Bhonldcr, clinging to ! 
lioldijig her fast — starting again and again to make sure tbtt 
ivas safe, and that it was, indeed, her mother's arms that 1 
her. Her soul was recalled out of that trance of death. H 
laid the beautiful child upon the sofa in her young guardil 
sight, to keep up that happy influence ; and when the night" 
about half spent, the widow, throbbing all over her v 
frame with exhaustion, pain, and jny, perceived thut hei 
had fallen deep and sweet asleep, clasping close, as if never 
to l<^e hold of them, her mother's tender hands. 



CHAPTER XXXViri. 

The after-ovents of the evening naturally lessened, Ju I 
ister's family at least, the all'absm'bing interest of the 
at Salem. Even Mr Vincent's landlady, in her wondering 
rative of the scene in the sick-room — which, all Mrs "' 
unual decorums being thmst aside by that unexpected nccnn 
she had witnessed — forgot the other public event which w 
equally great importance. The house was in a state of a^1 
Its great as on Snsan's return ; and when the exulting di 
whose experiment had been so rarely successful, turned all s 
nimierary persons out of the sick-room, it fell to Vincent's 
to take charge of the jicrplcxed governess. Miss Smith, 
stood outside, anxious to offer esplanations, a fatigowl 
harassed, but perfectly virtuous and exemplary woman. 
cent, who had not TcaViaei ^is, aiaWs estreme peril, 
JCaa rather disconcerted tj \.'\(ia iic^ U5.\a» 
^JMied the door of bis ^Uing-Toomiw Vi:'(i'' 
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than hoBpitality. Hia own affairs were urgent in bia mind. He 
flonld not keep lis tlioughta from dwelling upon Salem and wLat 
had occurred there, though no one else thought of it. Had he 
Itoown the dnnger in vhich. his sister lay, liia heart might have 
rejected every secondary matter. But the minister did not know 
tliat Susan had been sinkiug into the last apathy when this sud- 
den arrival saved her. He gave Miss Smith the easy-chair by 
ike fire, and listened with an appearance of attention, but wili 
little real understanding, to her lengthy and perplexed story. 
"' is all in a flutter, the good governess said : everything 
mysterious and out of the way, she did not know what 
to think. Little Alice's mamma, Miss Bussell that was, Mrs 
Uilttmay she meant, had brought the child back to her after 
that dreadful business at Cover. What was the rights of that 
business, could Mr Vincent tel! her t Colonel Mildmay was 
getting better, she knew, and it was not a murder ; and she 
was heartbroken when she heard the trouble poor dear Miss 
Vincent had got into about it. Well, Alice's mamma brought 
hftck the child, and they started with her at once to France. 
TSiey went up beyond Lyons to the bills, an out-of-the-way 
little place, but Mrs Mildmay was always so nervous. "And 
then she left us, Mr Vincent," said the afflicted governess, aa 
the minister, in grievous impatience, kept pacing up and down 
thus occupied and taken possession of — " left ua with- 
out a soul to speak to or a church within reach ; and if there ia 
one thing I have more horror of than another for its effect upon 
the youthful mind, it ia Popery, wliich is so seductive to the 
imagination. Alice did not take to her mamma, Mr Vincent. 
It was natural enough, but it was hard upon Mrs Mildmay ; she 
never had a good way with children ; and from the moment we 
started till now, it has been impossible to get your sister out of 
child's mind. She took a fancy to her the moment sLe 
her. Girls of that age, if you will not think it strange of 
to aay so, very often fall in love with a girl older than Uiem- 
'Selvea — quite fall ia love, though it is a strange thing to say. 
Alice would not rest — she gave me no peace. I T>Tote to say 
so, but I think Mrs Mildmay could not have got my letter 
The child would have run away by herself if I had not brought 
her. Besides," said Miss Smith, apologetically, " the doctors 
liave assured me that, if she ever became much interested in any 
one, or attached to anybody in particular, she was not to bo 
crossed It was the beat chance for hei na^A, Wa &iitiwsw. ^«A. 
goaid J do 1 Wi&t do you tlmik I CD\i\4 4o."^t'S-a«)wS-' 
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I brought lier home, for I could not help myself — otherwise s 
would have ran away. She Una a veiy strong will, though i 
looks so gentle. I hope you will help me to explain the diet 
stances to Mrs Mildmay, and how it was I came back witha| 
her authority. Don't you think they ought to call in the triei 
on both aides and coma to some arrangement, Mr YincentI 
said the excellent woman, ansiously. " I know she trusts i 
very much, and it "woa she herself who gave rae your addna&i 

To this speech Vincent listened with an impatience and i 
lessness which he found it impossible to conceaL He p: 
about the darker end of hia room, on the other side of UiU 
table, where the lamp shone vacantly upon his open deak uiil 
scattered papers, answering now and then with a moDosyllsUe 
of reluctant courtesy, irritated and disturbed b^ond espreraioii 
by the perfectly serious and proper figure seated by th* fire. 
Somebody might come from that assembly which had met W 
discuss him, and he could not be alone to receive tliem. ]d t' 
annoyance of the moment the minister almost chafed at I 
sister and her concerns. Hjs life was invaded by these woiil 
with their mysteries and agonies. He listened to the st«p80 
side, thinking every moment to hear the steady tramp of I 
deputation from Salem, or at least Tozer, whom it would bll 
been balm to hia mind, in the height of tiie good man's triiim^ 
to cut short and annihilate. But how do that, or anything ( 
with this woman seated hy his fire expla' 
affairs! Such was Vincent's state of mind while hia mothw,^ 
an agony of joy, was hearing from Susan's lips, for the 1 
time, broken explanations of those few days of her life 1 ' 
outbalanced in terrible importance all its preceding yeara, 
minister did not know that his sister's very existence, as Vi 
her reason, hung upon that unhoped-for opening of her : 
and her heart. 

Matters were not much mended when Dr Rider cai 
beaming and radiant, full of congratulations. Susan "was 
It was the most curious psychological puzzle, the doctor i 
all her life had got concentrated into the few days between I 
departure from Lonsdplo and her arrival at Carlingford. N ' " 
her old existence, nor the objects that surrounded her i 
moment, had any significance for Susan ; only something 
belonged to that wonderful interval in which slie had 1 
driven desperate, could win hack consciousness to her niind. 
was the most singulat caae "^e \\aA. c^* 
'" ""^ELOnly way oi ttea.ti.tife^'^ Mv&.»>ft>^ 



_ the girl with the bhie veil tlio moment he aiiw her — 

knew it could be no other. Who was she 1 where had she 
from at that critical moment t where had she been t 
waa to be done with her ! Dr Itider poured forth hit 
stions like a stream. He was full of professional trinmph, 
to say natural satisfaction. He could not nnderstand how 
patient's brother, at that wonderful crisis, could have a 
d preoccupied or engaged witli other things. Tlie doctor 
lined with lively sympathy and curiosity from the anxions 
anconformist to Mias Smith, who was but too williag to begin 
" lier explanations over again, Dr Eider, Bccustomed to hear 
my pereonal narratives, collected this story » great deal more 
»riy than Vincent, who was so much more interested in it, 
A, with all his opportnnities, been able to do. How long the 
or minister might have suffered uuder this conversation, it is 
ipoBsible to toU. But Mrs Yincent, in all the agitation of her 
inghter's deliverance, could not forget the griefs of others, 
^ne Bent a little message to her son, beting that he would send 
wdof this arrival to "the poor lady." " To let her know — 
at she must not come here to-night," was the widow's mes- 
ige, who waa just then having the room darkened, and every- 
liiig arranged for the night, if perhaps her child might sleep, 
hit message delivered the minister ; it recalled Miss Smith to 
IE duty. She it was who must go and explain everything to 
gr patroness. Dr Rider, whose much-excited wonder was still 
litter stimulated by hearing that the child's mother was at 
emEt Western's, tjiat she was Mrs Mildmay, and that the Kon- 
in her confidence, cheerfully imdertook to carry 
gOTemess in his drag to Grange Lane, not without hopes of 
irtber information ; and it was now getting late. Miss Smith 
ade Vincent a tremulous curtsy, and held out her hand to him 
I aay good-night " The doctor will perhaps explain to Mrs 
ildmaywhyl have left little Alice," said the troubled woman. 
I nerer left her before since she waa intrusted to me — never 
A when her papa stole lier away; and you are a minister, Sir 
incent, and oh, I hope I am doing quite right, and as Alice's 
oma will approve ! But if she disapproves I must come 

They must not be disturbed to-night," said Dr Elder, 
optly; "I will see Mrs Mildmay." He was not reluctant 
ee Mrs Mildmay. The doctor, though he was not a gossip, 
aot inatxessible to lie pleasure ot \t\io"«mi^'\nnta'0M«i.w«4- 
■ else of tbe cDaijiiicalioiis of this Bttaa^tt 1 
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still afforded ma^ter of talk to Garlingford. Ha hurried Let 
away while still the good govEracsa was all in a. flutter, and tor 
the first time the mimster was left alone. It was with a tinii' 
bled mind that the young man resumed his seat at his desk. 
He began to get utterly weary of this husiaesa, and ail about it 
If he could only have swept away in a whirlwind, with hk 
mother and aistcr, where the name of Mildmay had never been 
heard of, and where he could for ever get rid of that haunting 
woman with her gleaming eye3, who had pursued even his 
gentle mother to the door 1 but thia new complication Beefflcd 
to involve him deeper than ever in tbose strange bonds. It 
waA with a certoin disgust that the minister thought it all ov« 
as he sat leaning his head on his hands. His way was daik 
before him, yet it must speedily be decided. Everything wan 
itt a crisis in his excited mind and troubled life — even thut 
strange lovely child's face, which had roused Susan from her 
apathy, had its share in the excitement of her brother's thonghls ; 
for it was but another version, with diffeteaces, of the fiiee df 
that other Alice, who all unwittingly had procured for Vincent 
the sweetest and the hardest hours he had spent in CarlingfonL 
Were they all to pass hke a dream — her smiles, her sweet loolw, 
her Hnd words, even that magical touch upon hia ana, which 
had once charmed him out of all Ma troubles t A groan CMin) 
out of the young man's heart, not loud, but deep, as tb«t 
thought moved him. The very despair of this love-dream had 
been more esqaiaite than any pleasure of his life. Was it all 
to pass away and be no longer ! Life and thought, the MtuJ 
and the visionary, had both come to a climax, and seemed ti 
stand still, wMting the decision which must be come to tint 
night. 

From these musings the entrance of Tozer roused the mini*lef. 
The excellent battermaa came ia all flushed and glowing from 
his success. To him, the meeting, which already the NodcoD' 
f ormist had half lost sight of under the superstructure of subw- 
queat events, had newly concluded, and was the one occncruia 
of the time. The cliecrs which had hailed liim master of tbn 
field were still ringing in Tozer's ears. " I doa't deny as I am 
intoxicated like," said the excellent deacon ; "them dieers wtt 
enough to carry any man off his legs, sir, if you'll believe mt- 
We've scattered the enemy, that's what we've been and dwift 
Mr Vincent. There ain't one of them ns will dare stow f»« in 
Salem, We was unanimous, bvc — uTia-wiaiwii, "Sosa!?, -ikIuu we 
ma! I never see 3uc\iali\MiH5\i.m.a™ wawftss&Ra.. 



' it wam't Miss ns is III, I could give it you all over again, 
lecn and all." 

" I am glad you were pleased," aaid Vincent, with an effort ; 
but I will not ask you for sncli a report of tlie proceedings," 
" Pleased ! I'll tell yon one thing as I utis sorry for, sir," 
M Tozer, somewhat subdued in his exultation by the pastor's 
'■ I did it for the best ; but seeing as things have 
io n'elJ, I am as sorry as I can be — and that is, 
bat yon wasn't there. It M-aa frnm expecting some unpleasant- 
Bs I asked jtju not to come ; but things turniug out as 
did, it would have done your heart good to see 'em, Mr 
rinoent. Salem folks has a deal of sense when you put things 
lefarc them effective. And then you'd only have had to siiy 
words to them on the spur of the moment, and all was 
d. and done with, and everything put straight ; which 
rould have let them settle down steady, sir, at once, and not 
pt no excitement, as it were, hanging about" 
"Yes," said the minister, who was moving about his papers, 
il did not look up. The butterman began to be alarmed ; 
I grew more and more enthusiastic the less response he m?t 

"It's a meeting as will tell iii the connection," said Tozer, 
th nnconscious foreaght ; " a cimdid mind in a congrego- 
_ IP ain't BO general as you and me would like to see, Mr 
'jncentj and it takes a bit of a trial like this, air, and oppo- 
ition, to bring out the real attachment ns is between a pastor 
id a flock." 

"Tes," said Vincent again. The deacon did not know what 
make of the minister. Had he been piqued and angry, Tozer 
bought he might have known how to manage him, but this 
"nesB was an alarming and mysterious symptom which he 
unequal to. In his embarrassment and anxiety the good 
nttensan stumbled upon the very subject from which, had he 
lOWB the true state of affaira, he would have kept aloof. 
" And the meeting as was to be to-morrow nightl " said Tozer; 
'there aiu't no need for explanations now- — a word or two out 
' the pulpit is nil BB is wanted, just to say as it's all over, and 
n're grateful for their attacJmient, and so forth ; you know a 
H better, sir, how to do it nor me. And about the meeting as 
m called for to-morrow night 1 — me and the missis were thuik- 
b tiwugh it's sudden, as it might be turned into a tea-meeting, 
r agreeable, just to make things pleasKiA ■, iii Si "CtoSi^wt^ 
to ^oiir fanc^, as I'm aware you'Te ■nol cwi w.^*"* 
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tea-meetings, we might send round, Mr Vincent, to all tlie ee 
IiolderB to say ns it's given up; I'd do one or tlie other, U yuu'd J 
be advise<lby me." 

"Thank you— but I can't do eitlier one or the otiier," 
the Nonconformist. " I would not hare naked the people 1 
meet me if I had not had something to say to them— and tliU 
night's business, you understand," said Vincent, 
pride, " has mnde no difference in me." 

" No, air, no — to be sure not;" sjiid the perplesed bultennial 
much bewildered ; " but two meetings on two nights eomsw 
tive is running the flock hard, it is. I'd give up to-morrow, II 
Vincent, if I was yon." ' 

To this insinuating address the minister made no answer— U 
only shook his head. Poor Tozer, out of his esultation, ttS 
again into the depths. The blow was so unlooked-for thnt it 
overwhelmed him. 

" You'll not go and make no reflections, sir 1" said the trouhicd 
deacon ; " bygones is bygones. You'll not bring it up against 
them, as they didn't show that aynipathy they might have donel 
You'll not make no reference to nobody in particular, Mr Vin- 
cent! When a flock is conscious as they've done their do^ 
and stood by their pastor, it ain't a safe thing, sir, not to nirti 
upon them, and rake up things as is past. If yon'll take my 
advice, sir, as wishes you well, and hasn't no motive but ytm 
good, I'd not hold that meeting, Mr Vincent ; or, if you're bcul 
upon it, say the word, and we'll set to work and give 'em a te»- 
meeting, and make all things comfortable. But if you was pro- 
dent, sir, and would go by my advice, one or the other of ihem 
two is what I would do." 

" Thank you, Tozer, all the aame," said Vincent, ■who, not- 
withstanding his preoccupation, saw the good butterraan'f 
anxiety, and appreciated it. " I know very well that all thai i» 
pleasant to-night ia owing tit you. Don't suppose I don't un- 
derstand how you've fought for me ; hut now the business is 
mine, and I can take no mure advice. Think no more of It ; 
you have done all that you could do," 

" I have done my humble endeavour, sir, as is my dooty, t» 
keep things straight," said the deacon, doubtfully; "nnd if 
you'd tell me what was in your mind, Mr Vincent 1" 

But the young Nonconformist gathered up his papen, cloB 

hia desk, and held out his hs-nd to the kind-hearted bnttennl 

" My sister has come back aVmoat iTom. 'iNks. (gcwt Vving^* m 

^gffCut; "and we are a\\,ioT am3ttiHv^\w ~" ' ' ' ' 




point of our lives. 
yoa heartily ; but 

This was all the satisfaction Tozer got from the minister. Ha 
«ent home much discouraged, not kuoiriiig what tu moke of it, 
but did not confide his feara even to his wife, hoping that reflec- 
tion would cLunge the pastot's mind, and resolved to make an- 
other effort to-morrow. And so the night fell over the troubled 
house. In the sick-room a joyful agitutiou had taken the place 
of the dark and hopeless cnlm. Susan, roused tu life, lay lean- 
ing agaiiiat her mother, looking at the child asleep on the sofa 
^ her, unconscious of the long and terrible interval hetweeu 
the danger which tliat child bad ehared, and the delicious secu- 
rity to which her mind had all ot once awakened. To Susan's 
consoiouaiiess, it appeared aa if bor mother had suddenly risen 
ont of the mists, oad delivered the two helpleaa creatures who 
had suifered together. She could not press close euough to thia 
guardian of her life. She held her amis round her, and laid her 
cheek against the widow's with the dependence of a child upon 
her mother's bosom. Mrs Vincent sat upon the bed supporting 
her, herself supported in her weariness by love and joy, two 
divine attendant^ who go but seldom together. The two talked 
iu whispers, — Susan because of her feebleness, the mother ia 
the instinct of caressing tenderness. The poor girl told her 
story in broken syllable* — broken by the widow's kisses and 
iuarmurs of sympathy, of wonder and love. Healing breathed 
upon the stricken mind and feeble frame as the two dung 
t^etber in the silent night, always with an unspoken refer- 
ence to the beautiful forlorn creature on the sofa — that visible 
symbol of all the terrors and troubles post " I told her my 
mother would come to save us," said poor Susan. When she 
dropt to sleep at last, the motlier leant her aching frame upon 
some pillows, afraid to move, and slept too, supreme protector, 
in her tender weakness, of these two young lives. As she woke 
from time to time to see her child sleeping by her side, thoughts 
of her son's deliverance stole across Mrs Vincent's mind to 
sweeten her repose. The watch-light burjied dimly in the room, 
and threw a gigantic shadow of her little figure, half erect on 
the aide of the bed, still in her black gown and the close white 
cap, which could not be less than dainty in its neatness, ev 
in that vigil, upon the further wall, The widow slept only 
snatches, waking often and keeping awake, as people do whea. 
iheygratr old ; her thoughts, ever lUve ani a-^iOTft, -sM^^i^' 
tw»6o her projects fov the future, to 8Kvea\isa,TviTO^-sSi.^ 



f ul knowledge of lier own story, and tlie thankful recnllectio 
of Arthur's rescue from his troubles. From echoes of Tmeil 
iipeed), and of the cheers of the fiock, her imagination vasder 
(iff into calculations of how she could fini another place of hat 
tatiun OB pleasant, perliaps, as Lonsdale, and even to iba d 
of her removal from thence, what portions of her fnmitora i 
would sell, and which take with her. " For now that Aiik 
baa got out of his troubles, we must uot stay to get hi 
fresh difficulties with his flock," she said to hereelt, witli 
iDomeutary ache in her thankful heart ; and ao dropped aslet 
for another lialf-hour, to wake again presently, and enter an6 
into the whole question. Such was the way in which Mrs Til 
cent passed that agitated but joyful night. 

In the adjoining room Arthur sat up late over liia papei 
He was not writing, or doing any work ; for hours togeUier 
eat leaning his head on his hands, gazing intently at the Ion 
which his mother had adjusted, until Ms eyes were dazzled, ta 
the gloom of the room around became spotted with discs I 
shade. Was he to permit the natural gratification into whid 
Tozet's success had reluctantly moved him, to alter his resolva 
Was he to drop into his old harness and try againi or wa 
carry out his purpiose in the face of all entreaties and indua 
ments ! The natural inclination to adopt the easiest couise- 
and the equally natural, impetuous, youthful impulse to t 
the leap to whicli he had made up his mind, and dash forth 
the face of his difficulties — gave him abundant occupation f 
his thoughts as they contended against each other. He 
arguing the question within himself long after his fire had a 
into ashes. When the penetrating cold of the night drove hi 
at last to bed, the question was still dubious. Even in his sle 
the uneasy perplexity pursued him; — a matter moraento 
enough, though nobody but Tozer — ^who was as restless as i 
minister, and disturbed his wife by groans and murmurs, 
which, when indignantly woke up to render an account, '. 
could give no explanation— knew or suspected anything. '\Vh 
ther to take up his anchors altogether and launch out upi 
that sea of life, of which, much aa he had discussed it in t 
sermons, the young Nonconformist knew nest to nothing? T 
widow would not have mused ao quietly with her wakefnl e_ 
in the dim room next to him, had she known what discnsaio 
were going on in Artbut'a noad. Ka Iot &q oingregatinn 
Salem, they slept aovmdly, 'vrAV an es\sio,Ti»ia% tKoa^oati 
geuerosity and goodneaa— aW exce^ -i^iB Yv^jsna, lito 



^tting Bchism, and had already in their eye a vacant Temper- 
wtce Hall, where a new preaching station might be oi^onised 
nnder the auspices of somebody who would rival Vincent, Tho 
triomphunt majori^, however, laughed at the poulterer, and 
Kllicipated, with a pleasurable expectation, the meeting of next 
night, and the relief and delight of the pastor, who would find 
lie had no explanations to make, but only his thanks to render 
to Ms generous flock. Tho good people concluded that they 
WQold All stop to shake hands with him after the business waa 
ever. " For it's as good as receiving of him again, and giving 
lum the right hand of fellowship," said Mrs Brown at the Dairyi 
■who was entirely won over to iha minister's side. Only Tozer, 
gwaning in his midnight visions, and diatnrbing the virtuous 
repose of his wedded partner, suspected the new cloud that hung 
ever Salem. For before morning the minister's mind was finally 



CHAPTER XXXIX, 

TiiE next day dawned amid the agitations natural to sucli 
's of affairs. Almost before it was daylight, before Susan 
woke, or the young stranger stirred upon her sofa, Mias 
Sfiiitli, troubled and exemplary, had returned to see afliar her 
charge. Miss Smith was in a state of much anxiety and dis- 
comfort till she had explained to Mrs Vincent all the strange 
drciunstances in which she found herself ; and the widow, who 
had ventured to rise from Susan's side, and had been noiselessly 
baay putting the room in order, that her child might see nothing 
tii&t was not cheerful and orderly when she woke, was not with- 
out curiosity to hear, and gladly took this opportunity, before 
even Arthur was stirring, to understand, if she could, the story 
which was so connected with that of her children. She ventured 
into the nest room with Miss Smith, where she could hear 
Bveiy movement in the sick-chamber. The widow found it hard 
to nndentaud all the tale. That Mrs Hilyord was Mildma/^ 
wife, nnd that it was their child who had sought protection o£ 
a\i the world from Susan Vincent, whom the crimes of her fattef 
and Biotlier bad driven to tJie very verge ol '^■A gwst,-* 
hard ODd diMoult to co/Dprehend, that a\lt\iego\eTOes,^?.asdaJ 
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iletHila of Iiow littla Alice fii-at came mto Uer hands, 
ther's motives for couccaling her from Cnioiiel MUdi 
the ill-fated flight to Lonsdale, wiiicb, Instead of 
safe, had carried the child into her father's very present 
all the subsequent events which Miss Smith had already confldt 
to the minister, fell but dully upon the ears of Susan's moth 
*' Her daughter — and his daughter — and she comea to tfl 
refuge with mi/ child," said the widow, with a swelling liM 
Mrs Vincent did not know what secret it was that lay heavy 
the Boul of the desperate woman who had followed her last iU( 
from Grove Street, but somehow, with a female instinct, 6 
tliough she did not understand, that Mrs Hilyard or Mrs Hi 
may, whatever her name might be, was as guilty in respect 
Susan as was her guilty husband^the man who bad stolen li 
a serpent into the Lonsdale cottage and won the poor gili 
simple heart. FuU of curiosity as she was, the widow's thoB^ 
wandered off from Moss Smith's narrative ; lier heart aw^ 
within her with an innocent triumph ; the good had overooB 
tlie evil. Thb child, over whom its father and motiier * 
fought with so deadly a struggle, had flown for protection t 
Snaaii, whom that father and mother bad done their utmost 
ruin and destroy. They had not succeeded, thank God! Thnnij 
the desert and the lions the widow's Una had come victorioa 
stretching her tender virgin shield over this poor child of , 
sion and sorrow. While Miss Smith maundered through til 
entire history, starting from the time when Miss Kussell ma 
Colonfil MUdmay, the widow's mind was entirety occupied 
this wonderful victory of innocence over wickedness. She ft 
the passionate despair of the mother whose child did not recs 
nise her. She began immediately to contrive, with unguard 
generosity, how Susan and she, when they left CarMngfoi 
should carry the stranger along with them, and nniaa 
clouded mind into full development, Mrs Viuceufs trials 
not yet taught her any practical lessons of worldly wisdo 
Her heart was still as open as when, unthinking of evil, 
admitted the false Mr Fordham into her cottage, and mada 
be^nning of all the misery which seemed now, to hei 
heart, to bo passing away. She went back to Susan's room 
of this plan — full of tender thoughts towards the g^i who 
cnoaen Susan for her protector, and of pride and joy still i 
tender in her own cMVd, wVo iiaA ovMCflme evil. It was, pi 
Jmpsj the sweetest aol&ce -wtac^v to\i4 \u«tt \we,-o. oSkwA, * 
troubles, to tlie mvp^W't'a moV'ttBT. U ■»<M|Br 



idicntiou ol the hard " dealings " of Providence, ftiid tit tliat 
ength of innwjence and purity, in which the little 
Qeved with all her heart. 
The minister himself was much lesa agreeubly moved when 
found the governesa iu possesaton of hia sitttug-room. Any- 
ag more utterly vexatious could hardly have occurred tn 
ncent than to fijid this troubled good woman, herself much 
BbtUTOSsed and disturbed by her own position, seated at his 
Jtakfaat-table on this eventful morning, Miss Smith was as 
.Ij- Qucomfortable as it was natural for an d<;Ier]y single 
tan, etill conscious of the fact that she wiis unmarried, to 
in an abailute iite-a-Uto with a young man. She, poor 
tdy, was 'as near blushing as her grey and composed non- 
mplesion would permit. She moved uneasily in her seat, 
id made iremuloua explanations, as Vincent, who was too 
ttung and inexperienced to he absolutely uncourteous, took his 
daco opposite to her. " I am sure I feel quite an intruder," 
dd poor Miss Smith ; " but your mother, Mr Vincent, and 
ttte Alice — and indeed I did not know I was to be left here 
tone. It must aeem bo odd to you to find n lady— dear, 
utr me I I feel I am quite in the way," said the embarrassed 
Dvemess ; " but Mi's Mildmay will be here presently. I know 
lie will be here directly, I am sure she would have come with 
le had she known. But she sat up half the night hearing what 
lad to tell her, and dropped asleep just in the morning. She 
: WMiderfully changed, Mr Vincent — very, very much changed. 
b» is so nervous — a thing I never could have looked for. I 
after all, married ladies, however much they may object 
^«r husbanda, can't help feeEng a little when anything hap- 
M," continued Miss Smith, primly: " and there ia something 
s dreadful in such an accident. How do you tliink it can have 
appened % Could it be hia groom, or who could it be ! but I 
ndeistand lie is getting better nowl" 
" Yes, I believe so," said Vincent. 

" I am so glad," said MIm Smith, " uot that if it had been 
le will of Providence. — I wonld make the tea for you, Jlr 
'incent, if you would not think it odd, and I am sure Mrs 
Kldmay will be here directly, They were in a great commotion 
t &ange Lane. Just Uow, you know, there ia an excitement, 
hough she is not a young girl, to be sure it ia alwaya natural. 
lot for that I am sure they would all have come this morning j 

Ut pothapB Mr Fordham " 

tea, (Anut you. If you W've ■\iwsJsiB.*«&,^^^ 
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have the thinga removed, I Lave only one sitting -room, ; 
perceive," aaid the miuiater, rather bitterly. He could 
positively uncivil — hia heart waa too young and freah. to be r 
to any womaji ; but he rang the bell with a little i 
aharpneas when Miss Smith protested that she had 1 
long before. Her words excited him with a touch beyond i 
He could not, would not ask what was the cause of the i 
motion in Grange Lane ; but he walked to the window to cd- 
lect himaelf while the little maid cleared the table, and, throwtgg 
it open, looked out with the heart beating loud in his breast 
Were these the bells of St Koqiie'a chiming into the mdd]f 
sunny air with a, confused jangle of joy! It was a saint's day. 
no doubt — a festival which the Perpetual Curate took delight in 
proclaiming his observance of; or — if it might happen tu U 
anything else, what was that to the minister of Salem, who hi 
80 many otlier things oa his mind! As he looked out a eab 
drove rapidly up to the door — a cab from which he saw eme^ 
Mrs Eilyard and another figure, which be rccoguised m& a 
start of resentment. What poaaible right had this man to in- 
trude upon him in this moment of fate t The minister left the 
window hastily, and stationed liimseK with a gloomy counten- 
ance on the hearthrug. He might be impatient of the woneti; 
but Fordhara, ineicusable as hia intrusion was, bad to bs met 
face to face. With a flash of sudden recollection, he lecalled all 
his previous intercourse with the stranger whose name waa sa 
bitterly interwoven irith the history of the last six montte. 
What had he ever done to wake so sharp a pang of dislike and 
i:yury ia Viucent's mind ? It waa not for Susan's sake that b*r 
brother's heart closed and his countenance clouded against tbc 
man whose name had wrought her so much sorrow. Vincent 
had arrived at such a climax of personal existence that Svsid 
hod but a dim und secondary place in hia thouglita. He vat 
absorbed iu liis own troubles and plans and ruiscrics, Ou the 
eve of striking out fur himself into that bitter and unknovn 
life in which hia inexperienced imagination r^ectod the thouglu 
of aay solace yet remaimug, what malidous influeuce brou^'lit 
this man here ! 

They came in together into the room, " Mrs Mildmay and Mr 
Fordham " — not Mra Hilyard : that was over ; and, preoccuiriid 
as the minister waa, he could not but perceive the suddea 
change which had come over the Back Grove Street nOMHe- 
wonian. Perhaps her Aesyiavc \iaA\ta'»A aa\wve. aa '^" y^^j^ 

aucJi an impatient spirit. SVet'MaQva.-«»V'i:!sji|^B| 



■tcp wliich he hiid ubserved long ago, before Blia Jind begun to 
trembls at his eye. Another sew stage Lad coninioDced in her 
Sbwige llf& She veat up to him without any he^tation, clou 
Ud deciavo as of old. 

- ■" I am going away," she aaiil, holding out her hand to hira, 
•^and so 1 preaume are you, Mr Vincent. I have come to ex- 
otain evetychiug and see your mother. Let me see your mother. 
Mr Fordham has come with me to espMn to you. They think 
in GrTonge L^ue that it is only a man who can speak to a mau," 
iSa went on, with the old movement of her thin lips ; " and 
Aat now I Live come to life again, I must not maiiEigo my owa 
tBaJrt. I am going buck to society and the world, Mr Viuceut, 
I do not know where you are going, but here ia somebody come 
to iinawcr for me. Do tliey accept bail in a court of honour 1 
Of will you still hold a woman to her parole 1 for it must bh 
»Bttled now." 

"Why must it be settled now)" said Vincent. He had 
dropped her hand and turned away from her with a certain re- 
pigliftnce. She had lost her power over him. At that moment 
flie idea of being cruel, tyrannical to somebody — using Ma 
pCFffer harshly, balancing the pdn in his own heart by inflicting 
fain ou another — was not unagreeable to the mimater's excited 
ttlnd. He could have steeled himself just then to bring down 
Vpcm. her all the horrible penalties of the law. " Why must it 
be settled J" be repeated; "why must you leave Carlingfordl 
IwiH not permit it." He spoke to her, but he looked at Ford- 
latin. The stranger was wrapped in a large overcoat which con- 
waled all his dress. What was his dress, or his aspect, or the ' 
nsttained brightness in his eyes, to the minister of Salem 1 But 
TiaeBnt watclied bim narrowly with a jealous inspection. In 
Fordham's whole appearance there was the air of a man to whom 
annellung was about to happen, which aggravated to the fevor- 
geist the dislike and opposition in Vincent's heart. 

"I will be answerable for Mrs Mildmay," said Fordham, with. 
on erident response on Ms side to that opposition and diJslikej 
Then he paused, evidently perceiving the necessilj of concilia- 
tion. "Jlr Vincent," he continued, with some earnestness, 
" we all understand and regret deeply the inconvenience — I 
inean the sneering — that is to say, the injury and misery which 
Uwae late occurrences must have caused you. I know how welt 

~^Jint is, how generously, how nobly — you have behaved " 

~ I Mr Fordham caoio to a pause in Wittift iya\to«Eift- TLii 
calm ackBowledgmenis to a man lot "toa wiafej.^ m \ 
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nmtter wliich hss been to Liin one of unmitigated disaster utd'. 
calamity, requires an onioant of eompoBure whidi few 
possess when at the height of personal happiness. "Hie ni 
drew bock, and, with a slight bow, a»d a restnuut vriiii 
very nataml njid not nnbecoming in his circtunstAnceii, 
on &t the confusion of the speaker ^'ithnut any attempt 
relieve it. He had ufTered seats to his visitors, but he hims 
gtood on the hearthrug, dark and silent^ giving no assistance 
the expliinution. He bad not invited the explanation — it mn 
be managed now aa the others might, v,-itbout any help frc 
him. 

"I have seen Colonel Mildmay," continued Mr rordhnm 
after a confused pause. " If it can be any atonement to ja 
to know how much he regrets all that has happened, bo fai 
jour family is concerned — how fully he exonerates llliss ^ 
cent, who was all along deceived, and who would not have n 
mained a moment with him had she not been forcibly det^ut 
Mildmay declares she met with nothing but respect at 1 ' 
hands," continued the embarrassed advocate, lowering bis 7CiiC4 
" he says " 

" Enough has been said on the subject," said Vincent, resttmi) 
ing himself with a violent effort, 

" Yes— I beg your pardon, it is quite true — enough baa b 
said," cried Fordham, with an appearance of relief. Here, i 
least, was one part of his difficult mediation over. "Mildmt 
will not," he resumed, after a pause, "tell me or any one el 
who it was that gave him his wound — -that is a secret, he says, b 
tweeu him and bis God — -and another. Whoever that other mi 
be," continued Fordham, with a qnick look towards Mrs MiL 
may, " he is conscious of having wronged — him— and will tal 
no steps against — Um. Thk culprit, it appears, must be pe 
mitted to escape — you think so i — worse evils might be involvi 
if we were to demand — his — pimishment. Mr Vincent, I be 
you to take this into consideration. It could be no advantaf 
to you ; the innocent shall not suffer — but — the criminals 
must be permitted to esca])e." 

"I do not see the necessity," said Vincent, between his teet 

*' No, no," sMd Mrs Mildmay, suddenly. " Escape ! who b 
lieves iu escape 1 Mr Vineent knows better. Hush, you are 
happy man just now — you are not qualified to judge ; but i 
inow better. Escape '. — be means from prisons, and suchlike 
afie continued, turning to 'Vincen\, viisii. a \vi4-SaiiissS.-?i.^™ 
Qf ber band towards ber compamun. ""ft^^^. iwo.\i>.i^.-ei- 
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_ &B.t thore ia no escape — nnt in this world. I know no- 
ig aboilt the next," said the strange woman, curbing once 
ZEiore the flush of escitement which had overpowered her as aho 
Spoke — "nothing; neither do jou, though you are a priest. 
But there ia enough of retribution here. The criminal — Mr 
"Vincent — you know — will not escape." 

She spoke these last words panting, with pauses between, for 
Ibreath. She was afraid of liiiri agiun ; his bknkuess, his paa- 
aive opposition, drove her out of her composure. She put her 
bands together under her shawl with a certain dumb entreaty, 
and £zed upon him her eager eyea. They were a strange group 
altogether. Miss Smith, who had still lingered at the door, not- 
■vrithBtanding Mrs Mildmay's imperatdve gesture of dismissal- 
out of hearing, hut not out of sight — suffered some little sound 
to escape her at this critical laomont ; and when her patroness 
tamed round upon her with those dreadful eyes, fled with pre- 
cipitation, taking refuge in Mrs Vincent's room. The table, 
still covered with ita white cloth, stood between that dismayed 
epectator before she disappeared finally, and the little company 
who were engaged in this silent coofiict. Beside it sat Mrs 
Uildmay, with a renewed panic of fear rising iu her face. Ford- 
haiD, considerahly disturbed, and not knowing what to say, 
stood near her huttoning and unbuttoning his overcoat with im- 
patient Angers, anxious to help her, hut still more amdous to ba 
gnne. The miniater stood facing them all, with compressed lips, 
Uid eyea which looked at uobody. He was wrapt ia a silent 
dnrah resistance to all entreaties and arguments, watching Ford- 
ham's gestures, Fordlam's looka, with a jealous but secret sus- 
picioii. His heart was cruel in its hitterneas. He for whom 
Providence had no joys iu store, to whom the light was fading 
which made life sweet, was for this moment superior to the 
happy man who stood embarrassed and impatient before him ; 
and generous aa his real nature was, it was not in him, in this 
moment of darkness, to let the opportunity go, 

"The innocent have sufl'ered already," said Vincent, " all but 
madness, all hut death. Wliy should the criminal escape 1 — ^go 
back into society, the aooie^ of good people, perhaps strike 
scpme one else more effectually? Why shouJd I betray justice, 
and let the criminal escape 1 My sister's houoiir and safety are 
nune, and shall he guarded, whoever auffeia. i 'will. tuA. ^Tosai 
her to ^" 

.^j^J Btttl offer to be answerable for her a.ip^eaiTa.'aca" wai-^'^ 
H|&M|mSiV/. ■'/ undertake to produce \iet U ■n.e«i.'^«i- 






know me. I am a — a rdation of the &mily. I am a man 
ciciitljr knoirn to satisfy any magistrate. Yon have no 
ri^t to dctaiD liec What would 70a have more 1 Is D0I 
gnjtfBDtGt: cnoogh for jrouf" 

"No," aaid Vinceut, slowly. Tha two men stood de 
nppo^te to each other, contendiiig for this woman, whom ne 
nf them looked at, for whom neither of them cared. Sb 
the mean time, sat still in an agony of snapense and conc< 
juiguish, with her eyes fised oa Tincent's face. She knew 
widl it was not of her that either of the two was thinkiiig ; 
it was her fate, perhaps her very life, which hnng trembling 
the balance. A amothered sighing sob came from her bn 
She was slteacod for the first time in her life. She had eaca 
her crime ; bat all its material consequences, shame and pnn 
meni, stilt hung over her head. After God himself had fi 
her from the guilt of blood — after the injured man himself 
for^ven her — when all was dear for hei escape into anol 
life — was this on indignant angel, with flanung swoid < 
averted face, that barred the way of the fugitive f Beyond 1 
virtue and goodness, and all ihe fruits of repentance, sb 
before the eyea which had up to this time seen but littie att 
tion in them — all so sweet, so easy, so certain, if bat she 1 
free^ Her worn heart sighed U> get forth into that w^ 
peace. She could have fallen un her knees before the t 
judge who kept her back, and held over her head the clou 
her own ill-doings, but dared not, in her paroiysm of fear 
hai f-despMT. "A groaning, sighing sob, interrupted and broV 
came from her exhausted breast Just as she had recova 
herself — as she had escaped — as remorse and misery had drii 
her to yearn after a better life, to be cast down again, into 1 
abyss of guilt and punishment I She trembled violently as 1 
clasped her poor hands under her shawl. Composure and 81 
restraint were impossible in this terrible suspense. 

Her cry went to Fordham's heart ; and, besides, he vtai 
desperate haste, and could afford to sink his pride, and make 
appeal for once. He made a step forward, and put out his I 
with an entreating gesture, " Do you hear heri" he cried, 
denly, " You have had much to bear yourself ; have pity 
A«r, Let her oS — leave her to God. She has been ill, and 
die U you have no mercy. You who are a minister- 
In Ma energy his o'vercoiit, Vefl. \Mi^ lot t. inaais 
fiestii he was in full dieaa, ■wT^^cK aVts^ei toan^-j 

ig aiomiug. Vincent tumei Towvi ■a^s^^'^ 



^e yanng man's face waa utterly pale, white to the lips. Th« 
ere jangling joy in his ears. He vas not master of liim- 
' We detain you, Mr Fordhom ; you have other affairs in 
, lie said. " I am a minister only — a Dissenting ministur 
^--imwortliy to have such an interiiessor pleading with me ; but 
fun, at least," ciied poor Vincent, vnth an attempt nt sarcasm, 
"do not want my pity; there is nothing betveen us that re- 
hires explanation. I will arrange with Hrs Mildmay ulonc" 
He tnrned away and went to the window when he hiul 8p<iken. 
Here he stood with Iiia back to them, listening to tho bells of 
St Boqne's, as they came and went in irregular breaks upon the 
Trind. His heart was bursting with wild throbs of, bitterness 
■nd despair ; it was all he could do to keep the tumult down, 
Bud contain himself in that flush of passion. He turned away 
from them, and stood gadng out at that tedious window into 
the blank world. What did it matter 1 Let her escape if she 
voold — let things go as they might ; nothing was of any f urtlier 
importance — certainly on earth — perhaps even in heaven. 

" I will go away — I can do you no good — I should only lose 
aj temper j and time preseee," said Mr Fordham, with a flush 
of resentment on his face, as he turned to the ansious woman 
behind him. What could ho dol He could not quarrel with 
du angry man in his own house on such a day. Ho could not 
keep happier matters waiting. He would not risk the losing at 
Ua temper and his time at this moment of all others. He went 
away with a sensation of defeat, which for half an hour mate- 
rially mitigated his happiness. But he Teas happy, and the 
haj^j are indulgent judges both of their own conduct and of 
other*. As for the minister, he was roused again when he saw 
hia rival jump into the eab at the door, and drive off alone down 
street, which was lively with the early stir of day. The sun 
, just broken through the morning clouds, and it was into 
a ruddy perspective of light that the stranger disappeared as 
be went off towards Qranga Lane, Strange contrast of fate 1 
While Fordham hastened down into the sunshine to all the joy 
that awaited him there, Tozer, a homely) matter-of-fact figure 
in the ruddy light, was crossing the street towards the minister's 
door. Vincent went away from the window again, with pangs 
of an impatience and intolerance of his own lot which no 
•InngtU of mind could subdue. All the gleams of impossible 
joy niaiiii had lighted his path in Caclingford had now gone 
' aod left him in darkness ; and hero came \iw^\a lisiSia.- 
Jdpaasession, all the meaner circuiaatoncta oWaaSsSwAsdj 



destiuy. Salem oIodc remained to him uut of the wreck of fa 
dreams ; except when he turned back and discovered !ier—fk 
one tra^c thread in the petty history — this woman whose futui 
life for good or for evil he held in Ms avenging handa. 

Mrs Mildmay was still seated fay the table. She had regaiu 
command of herself. She looked up to him with gleaming ey 
when he approached her. " Mr Vincent, I keep ray parole- 
am waiting your pleasure," she said, never removing her ey( 
from his face. It was at this moment that Mrs Vincent, wl 
had from the window of Susan's chamber seen the cab a 
and go away with some curiosity, came into the room. Tl 
widow wtyited to know who her son's visitors were, and wh 
had brought them. She came in with a little eagemesa, h 
was brought to a sudden standstill by the appearance of it 
Mildmay. Why was this woman here ? what had she to i 
with the minister) Mrs Vincent put on her little a' 
dignity. She said, " I beg your pardon ; I did not know a 
son was engaged," with a curtsy of disapproving politeness 
the unwelcome visitor. With a troubled look at Arthur, wl 
looked excited and gloomy enough to justify any uncomfoiiat 
imeginatious about him, his mother turned away somewhat i 
luctaatly. She did not feel that it was quite right to leave h' 
eiposed to the wiles of this " designing i 
widow's own dignity was partly at stake. AU along she I 
disapproved of this strange friendship, and she could not cou 
tenance it n 

"Your mother is going away," said Mrs Slildmay, with a t 
strained outcry of despair ; "is no one to be permitted to n 
ate between us I You are a man and cruel ; you are in troub 
and you think you will avenge yourself. No, no — I don't n 
what I say. Your son is a — a true knight, Mrs Vincent ; 1 1 
you so before. He will never be hard upon a woman : if I h 
not known that, why should I have trusted himl I & 
OS he knows, of my own will. Don't go away ; I a 
you should know — the whole," said the escited woman, with 
sudden pause, turning ujion Vincent, her fttee blanching i 
deadly whiteness — " the whole — I consent ; let her be the judj 
Women are more cruel than men ; but I saved her daughter 
I am willing that she should hear it all." 

jShe sat down again on the seat from which she had risen. 
certain comfort and reliel BU»\e dnm^dh ^wa. She waa app« 
f io the general heart oi 'iiuma.m^ a^sa-iat ftiia («ia ^^ 
Kgfaer secret. It m\g\A ba ^imi. \a Vara ■&» «nBr|M 



mm fiio — but it waa harder to be under tlie stifling away of one 
niio kneiw it, and who hod it in his power to dcnounm bei; 
She ceased to tremble as she luoked at the widow's troubled 
bee. It wii3 a new tribunal before which abe stood ; perhaps 
hero her provocations migbt be acknowledged — her soul ac- 
quitted of the burden from which it could never escape. Aa 
tile dow momenta passed on, and the minister did not speak, 
' a grew impatient of the silence. " Tell her," she said, faiDtly 
'It was & new hope which thus awoke in her heart. 
Bui while Mrs Mildmay sat waiting, and while the widow 
drew near, not without some judicial state in the poise of her 
little figure, to hear the explanation which she felt she was 
entitled to, Tozer'a honest troubled face looked in at the door. 
It pat a climax upon the confuaion of the morning. The good 
batlerman looked on in some surprise at this strange assemblage, 
recognising dimly the haze of an excitement of which he knew 
* 'mg. He was acquainted, to some extent, with the needle- 
ui of Back Grove Street He had gone to coll on her once 
Bt the solicitation of the annions Brown, who had diRTgo of her 
dictrict but did not feci himself competent to denl with the 
^ritual necessities of such a penitent ; and Tozer remembered 
well that her state of mind had not been satisfactory — " not 
irlutt was to be looked for in a person as had the means of grace 
dose at hand, and attended regular at Salem," He thought 
she must have cume at this unlucky moment to get assistance of 
some kind from the minister — " as if he had not tcoubJes enough 
of his own," Tozer said to himself j but the deacon was not 
disposed to let Ms pastor be victimised in any such fashion. 
iMs, at least, was a matter in wbicK he felt fully entitled to 
interfere. 

Good raornia', ma'am," said the worthy buttennan ; "good 
momin', Mr Tinceiit — it's cold, but it's seasonable for the time 
of year. What I wanted was a word or two with the pastor, 
'am, if he's disengaged. It ain't what I approve," continued 
Toaer, fixing his eyes with some sternness upon the visitor, " to 
up a minister's time in the morning when he has the work 
of a fiock on his hands. My business, being such as can't wait, 
"Sereiit ; but them as are in want of assistance, one way or 
Another, wiich is a thing as belongs to the deacons, have no 
excuse, not as I can see, for disturbing the pastor. It ain't b. 
g as I would put np with," continued Tozer, with increasing 
^^J "'ie charities of the flock ain't Va^i'^YnwitiOVtam&si' 
Bwindling of his time to come in vi'pQn\iffi. <A ^ 
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if there ain't a good reason ; mid, as far as I am concerned, U 
would be enough to shut my heart np again' giving help — thM'i 
how it would work on me." 

Mrs Mildmay waa entirely inattentive to the first few wordi 
of thia address, but the pointed application ^ven by the speak- 
er's eyes called her attention presently. She gazed at hira, na 
he proceeded, with a gradual lightening o£ her worn and andom 
face, While Mrs Vincent did all she coidd, with anxioas looka 
and little deprecatoiy gestures, to stop the butterman, the (.■onn- 
tenance of her visitor cleared by one of those strange suddn 
changes which the minister had noted so often. Her lips r»- 
laced, her eyes gleamed with a sudden flash of amasement Thn 
she glanced around, seeing with quick observation not only tlw 
absurdity of Tozer's mistake, but the infallible effect it hod it 
changing the aspect of affairs. The minister had turned awM; 
not without a grim, imjiatient amile at the comer of his mouts. 
The minister's motker, shocked in all her gentle politeness, ■»» 
eagerly watching her opportunity to break in and set the pur- 
plesed deacon right. The cniprit, who had been on her trial 
moment before, drew a long breath of utter relief. Jiow 
had escaped — the crisis was over. Her quick spirit ross 
a sense of triumph — a sensation of amusement. She enl 
eagerly into it, leaning forward with eyes that shons 
gleamed upon hor accuser, and a mock solemnity of att6Dtii 
which only her desperate strain of mind and faculties «>o 
have enabled her to assume so quickly. When the butternwu 
came to a pause, Mrs Vincent rushed in breathlessly to tic 

" Mr Tozer— Mr Tozer ! this lady is — a^a friend of ou»," 
cried the minister's mother, with looks that were much man 
eloquent of her distress and horror than any words. She bad 
no time to say more, when the aggrieved individual liersdl 
broke in — 

" Mr Tozer knows I have been one of the flock since ever JIf 
Vincent came," said the strange woman. " I have gone to oH 
the meetings, and listened faithfully to the pastor every timo he 
has preached ; and would you judge me tmworthy of relief be- 
cause I once came to see him iu a morning ! That is hard laff> : 
but the minister will speak for me. The minister knovs tM^l 
she went on, turning to Vincent, " and ho and his motJier b 
been very charitable to a ■^oot -wqibjki, "Mi Tozer. 
exclude me from tlie Saiem. c\\Mitiea Iot 'Omi -otir, 

Blber that 1 am a meTO\)ex ul 'iia to^" 



V ah* I 

i 

ntisS 



BAtHW PBAl-BL. 54? 

Not a clmrcli-member as I know," said the sturdy deacon — 

not meaning no offence, if IVe made a mistake — one sitting, 

as I remember ; but a — lady — as is a Mend of Mra Viii- 

Here Xozer paused, abashed but auspioioua, not dispcraed to 
lake any further apology. That moment was enough to drive 
lis lighter interlude from the Tigilant aoul which, in all ita 
IDods, watched what was going on with a quick apprehension 
t the opportunities of the moment. All her pereep^ons, quick- 
led as they were by anxiety and fear, were bent oa discorering 
A outlet for her escape, and she saw her chance now. She got 
p wearily, leaning on the table, as indeed she needed to lean, 
od looked into Mrs Vincent's face : " May I see my child ?" 
be said, in a voice that went to the heart of the widow. The 
ister's mother could not resist this appeal. She saw the 
rembling in her limbs, the anxiety in her eye. " Arthur, I will 

s to tics Mildmay. Mr Tozer has something to say to you, 
nd we muat not occupy your time," said the tender little woman, 
a whose gentle presence there was protection and shelter even 

r the passionate spirit beside her. Thus the two went away 
Bgether. If there had ever been any revengeful intention in 
Vincent's mind, it had disappeared by this time. He too 
weathed deep mth relief. Tie criminal had escaped, at least 
ut of Ms hands. He was no longer compelled to take upon 
imaelf the office of an avenger. 



CHAPTEH XL. 

IPB, sir, as I haven't said anything to give offence ? — it was 
im my meaning," said Tozer; " not as the person- — is a 
Bhurch-member, being only a seat-holder for one sittin', ua is 
iova in the books. I wouldn't have come over, not so early, 
ifr Vincent, if it wasn't as I was wishful to try if you'd listen 
o reason about the mcetin' as is appointed to bo to-night. It 
10 interest of mine, not bo far as money goes, nor nothing 
Bf that kind. It's you aa fra a- thinking of. I don't mind 
landing the expense out of my own pocket, if so be aa'^cwli 
lire ia to make it a tea-meetin'. 1 don't \avo-w aa "swol ^ 'WsA- 
> do notbing bat take the chair and mnke yoxiTiA^ li^^i-f^w^ 
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Me and Brown and tbo women would manage the rest. It i 
be a pleasant surprise, that's what it would be," s^d the 
butterman; "and Phcebe and some more would go down ft - 
rectiy to make ready : and I don't doubt as there's cakea ad 
buns enough in Carlingford, Mr Vincent, sir, if you'd bat beq 
your mind to it and consent." 

"I am going out," said Vincent ; "I have — something to dn; 
don't detain me, Tozer. I must have this morning to myseit" 

"I'U walk with you, sir, if I ain't in the way," said t!i» 
deacon, accompanying the young man's restless steps down- 
stairs. " They tell me Miss is a deal better, and all thin^ it 
going on well. I wouldn't he meddlesome, Mr Vincent, not d 
my own will ; but when matters is settling, sir, if yon'd hot 
hear reason ! There can't nothing but harm come of more ex- 
planations. I never had no confidence in expianations, for m; 
part ; but pleasant looks and the urns a-smoking, and a bit irf 
green on the wall, as Fhcebe and the rest could put up in no 
time ! and just a speech as was agreeable to wind up with—* 
bit of an anecdote, or poetry about friends as is better friends 
after they've spoke tlieir minds Mid had it out — that's the thing 
as would settle Salem, Mr Vincent, I don't speak, not to bothir 
you, sir, but for your good. There ain't no difficulty in it ; it'i 
eaaier a deal than being serious and opening up all things owr 
again ; and as for them as would like to dictate " 

"I am not thinking of Salem," said the minister; "I hm 
many other things to distract me ; for heaven's sake, if you 
have any pity, leave me alone to-day." 

"But you'll give in to make it a tea-mcetin'l" said tiie 
anxious butterman, pausing at his own door. 

Tozer did not make out the minister's reply. It is diiBcult 
to distinguish between a nod and a shake of the head, Doder 
some circumatancea — and Vincent did not pause to giw in 
articidate answer, but left his champion to his own devic<n> llL 
seemed to Vincent to be a long time since Pordham left Ul ' 
house— and he was possessed with a fever of impatience to M(>] 
for himself what was being transacted down yonder ia tbe nfr 
shine, where the spire of tit Roque's appeared in the dJBtMHt . 
through the ruddy morning haze. The bells had ceased, vi''. 
a quiet enough in Grange Lane. Quite quiet — a fcnroiftj 
nary passengers in the tranquil road, nursemaids and 
— and the ralm green Aoota doK.tv?, wi tte concealed bi 
if no passion or af^ta.tion caiii ■^e.-aa'ccift ■Ooisni, Tiflu 
' ■ ' Westetn'B saTden ^o» *1m- "^^ — ^- 
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in with o wistful, despairing hope of aeeiug some- 
would contradict his conclusion. The house 
the spring siinahino — the door open, some of the 
an, eager servants hovering about, an air of expec- 
ill, With eyee full of memories, the minister looked 
df-open door, which one time and another had been 
Hate of paradise. Within, where the red geraniums 
la had once brightened all the borders, were pale 
I flowers of early spring — the Hmea were beginning 
daisies to grow among the grass. The winter waa 
1 sheltered and sunny place ; Nature herself stood 
I the protecting walls, and gathered all the teaderest 
ring to greet the bride in the new beginning of her 
s but a glance, but the spectator, in the bitterness 

did not lose a single tint or line ; and just then the 
rgt out once more from St Itoque's. Poor Vincent 
rom the door as the sudden sound stung him to the 
ling had any pity for him— all the world, and every 
reath therein, sided with the others in their joy. He 
idly, without thinking whore ho was going, with a 
1, ^ubborn detenninatlon in his heart, not to tarn 
wretchedness, even from the sight of the happy pro- 
di he knew must be advancing to meet him. A 
ir less, what did it matter 1 And for the lost time 
)k on Her who was nothing in the world to him now 
r could have been anything — yet who had somehow 
itreams of light upon the poor minister's humble 

reality in all his life had ever shed before. He 
lie edge of the road as ho saw the carriage comiug, 
)f those moments when a man's entire life becomes 
Mm in long perspective of past aud future, he him- 
the world Btimding still between. The bells rang on 
(ith echoes from the wheels and the horses' feet J 
in superb pride and triumph. Heaven and earth I 
IT her in her joy. He, in his great trouble, stood ^ 
Bunshine and looked on. 

ily a, moment, aud no more. He would have seen 
t the white mist of the veil which surrounded her, 

in her loveliness and kindness perceived him, and 
d in the carriage with a httlo motion of her hand 
ittention of her unseen bridegroom to lW\i ^ugna wcv. 
Ita^bt of that movement, the unka.p'pj -^Qtm^ "aias\ 
■^ iatolerabls ]>ai)g, and went ou VeeiV^aa ■v^\lCT«^l» 
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waa going. Ha could not control t.he momentary paasioD. 
had never harmed him — never meant to dazzle bim witli 
beauty, or trifle with his love, or break his heart, 
od the aunshine, this sweet bridal face leaning out witli ^ 
inomentary glance of recognition. She would have given Us' 
her kind hand, her sweet smile aa of old, bad they met man 
closely — no remorseful conacionaness was in her eyes ; fcnt 
neither the bells, nor the flowers, nor the sunshine, went witli 
such a pang to poor Yincent's heart as did that look of kind- 
ness, It was oU unreal then — no foundation at all in it? not 
enough to call a passing colour to her cheek, or to dim her svwt 
eyes on her bridal day t He went down the long road b ths 
insensibility of passion — seeing nothing, caring for nothing— 
stnng to the heart. No look of triumph, no female dart of con- 
scious cruelty, coiUd have given the poor minister so bitter t 
wound. All her treasarcd looks and sraOos — the touch of ttf 
hand — her words, of which he had scarcely forgotten one — ilW 
they mean nothing after alii nothing but kindness t He linil liiiil 
his heart at her feet ; if she had trodden on it he could liait 
forgiven her ; but she only went oa smiling, and never saw li' 
treasure in her way. And this was the end. The unfortunnts 
j'oung man could not give way to any outbreak of the passinn 
that consumed him ; he could but go on hotly — on past Ht 
Boque's, where flowers still lay in the porch, and the opcu do"n 
invited strangers, to the silent country, where the fields lay al- 
low under the touch of spring. Spring I everlasting mocker; li 
human trouble I Here were the hedgerows stirring, the seort 
grain beginning to throb conscious in the old furrows ; but liJ» 
itself standing still — coming to a sudden end in this heats 
which filled the young man's entire frame with pulsationi ol 
anguisL All his existence had flowed towards this day, tai 
took its termination here. His love — heaven help him 1 in hri 
but one heart, and had thrown it away ; his work — that ton <ra« 
U) come to nothing, and be ended ; all his traditions, all bu 
hopes, were they to be buried in one grave f and what WM ^ 
bi:couie after of the posthiinions and nameless life ? 
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CHAPTER XL! 



When the minister fully came to himself, it was after a long 
rapid walk of many miles throngh the silent fields and Lazy 
country. There the clouds cleared off from him in the quiet- 
neaa. "WTieu he began to see clearly he turned back towards 
Carliagford. Kothing now stood between him and the crisis 
vhich. henceforward must determiac his personal affairs. He 
3d in the long country road, which he had been pursuing 
:ly without knowing what he was doing, and gazed boek 
towards the distant roofs. His heart ached and throbbed with 
the pangs that were past He had a consciousness that it stirred 
■witHn his breoflt, still smarting and thrilling with that -riolent 
access of agony — but the climax was over. The strong pulaa- 
tiona fell into dull beats of indelinite pain. Now for the other 
■world — the neutral-coloured life. Vincent did not very well 
know which road he had taken, for he had not been thinking of 
■where he was going ; but it roused him a little to perceive that 
his homeward way brought him through Grove Street, and past 
SUoam Cottage, where Mr Tufton lived. 

Mrs Tufton was at the window, behind the great geranium, 
when the minister came in sight. When she saw him she tapped 
upon the pane and beckoned him to go ia He obeyed the 
summons, almost without impatience, in the languor of his mind, 
went in to find them all by the fire, just as they had been 
when he came first to Carlingford. The old minister, in his arm- 
chair, holding out hia flabby white hand to his dear young bro- 
ther; the invalid daughter still knitting, with cold blue eyes, 
always vigilant and idert, invratigating everything. It was ii 
mild day, and Mrs Tufton herself had shifted her seat to the 
window, where she had been reading aloud as usual the ' Cav- 
Jingford Q-azette,' The motionless warm air of the little par- 
lour, the prints of the brethren on the walls, the attitudes of the 
living inhabitants, were all unchanged from the time when the 
yonng minister of Salem paid his first visit, and chafed at Mr 
Tafton'a advice, and heard with a secret shiver the prophecy of 
Adelaide, that "they would kill him in six months." He took 
iir, again making a little commotion among the 
furniture, which the size of the room made it difficult to dia^ 
place. It was with a bewildering aeneation 'ifeatVc 3sA isssra.\3 
ifsenbh iotiso. Had time leaW^ ^titvfc i.va. 'Sosfsadbi 
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these paasions and pains, of whicli lie i 
heart 1 or had it stood still, and verc they ouly dreatuB t Mefl 
laide Tufton, immovable in her padded choir, with jiale tjd9 
ejc3 that searched through everything, hod sureiy never miU 
altered her position, but hod Itnitted away the days fvi^'fl 
mystic thread like one of the Fatea. Even the geraninm dilrt 
not seem to have gained or shed a single leitf. 1 

" I have just been reading in the ' Gazette ' the report of UA 
night's meeting," said good Mrs Tufton. " Oh, Mr Vincent, M 
■wos 80 glad — yonr dear mother herself, if she had been QteiU 
could not have been happier than I ■was. I hope she has se^| 
the ' Gazette ' this morning. You young raen always like dfl 
' Times ;' but they never put in anything that is intereatlog til 
me in the ' Times.' Perhaps, if she has not seen it, you will 
put the paper in your pocket. Indeed, it mode me as happy U 
if you had been my own son. I always say that is very mucli 
how Mr Toftou and I feel for you." 

"Yes, it went off very well," said the old minister. "Uy 
dear young brother, it all depends on whether you have friends 
that know how to deal with a flock; nothing can teach you thtl 
but e:qjerienc& I am sorry I dare not go out ag.iin to-ni^t — 
it cost me my night'a rest hist night, aa Mrs Tufton will t«ll 
you; but that is nothing in consideration of duty. Kever tbiuk 
ot ease to yourself, my dear young friend, when you can servu a 
brother; it has always been my rule through life " 

"Mr Vincent understands all that," said Adelaide ; "th»t 
will do, papa — we know. Tell me about Lady Western's m\a- 
riage, Mr Vincent I daresay you were invited, as she was sadi 
a friend of yours. It must have made an awkwardness between 
yoa when she turned out to be Colonel Mildmay'a shter ; but, 
to be sure, those things don't matter among people in high life. 
It was delightful that she should marry her old luve aft«r all, 
don't yoa think 1 Poor Sir Joseph would have left a differeni 
■nill if ha had known. Parted for ten years and coming t<i- 
gether again ! it is like a story in a book " 

"I do not know the circumstances," said poor Vincent Be 
turned to Mr Tufton with a vain hope of escaping. '* I sliail 
have to bid you good-bye shortly," said the minister ; " though 
it was very good of the Salem people not to diHTTii B> > 
prefer " 

" Yoa mean to go awa^ 1" Ba.\A Melaide ; " that will bejj 
»-ODderful piece of news in fiie «mi\tn^^-,\s>iS.\*ua^" 
will CO nway ; tlietc -wiW 'Vie "■ ie^\-a.'^«a,— *"■ 
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yOQ s piece of plate, and you will remain — you will not be 
lie to resist. Papa never was a preacher to speak of," con- 
nued the daimtiesa invalid, " Lnt they gave him a purse and a 
Btimonial when he retired ; and yoa are soft-hearted, and they 

Ul get the better of you " 

"Adelaide ! " said Mrs Tufton, " Mr Vincent will think you 
It of your senses : indeed, Mr Vincent, she does not mind 
ihat she aaya ; and she has had ao much ill-health, poor chUd, 
it both her papa and I have given in to her too much ; but 
for my husband's preaching, it is well known he could have 
d many other charges if hia duty had not called him to stay 

Salem ; iavitationa used to come " 

"Oh, stuff I" said the irreverent Adelaide — "as if Mr Tin - 
mt did not know. But I will tell you about Lady Western- — 
lat is the romance of the day. llr Fordham was very poor, 
an know, when they first saw ench other — only a poor harrister 
-and the friends interfered. Friends always interfere," said 
te sick woman, filing her pale eyes on Vincent's face as ahe 
eut on with her knitting ; " and they married her t« old Sir 
iweph Western ; and ao, after a while, ahe became the young 
bwager. She must have been very pretty then — she is beauti- 
' now j but I would not have married a widow, had I been 

• Fordham, after I came into my fortune. His elder brother 
td, you know. I would not have married her, however lovely 
i had beea Mr Vincent, would yon 1 " 

"Adelaide !" cried Mrs Tufton, again in dismay. The poor 
inister thrust back his chair from the table, and came roughly 
pinBt the stand of the great geranium, which had to be ad- 
ited, and covered his retreat. He glanced at his conscious 
mentor with the contemptuous rage and aggravation which 
n sometimes feel towards a weak creature who insults them 
ith impunity. But she did not show any pleasurable consci* 
janeas of her triumph ; ahe kept knitting on, looking at him 
ith her pale blue eyes. There was something in that loveless 
gemess of curiosity which appalled Vincent. He got up 
istily to hia feet, and said he had something to do and must 

"Good-bye, my dear brother,'' said Mr Tufton slowly, shak- 

• the young minister's hand ; " you will he judicious to-night 1 
B flock have stood by you, and been indulgent to your inex- 

loe. They see you never meant to hurt an.^ oi lls.^ tai- 
It is what I always trained my deat ^eo^a \jo^oe^ — lasoEv.- 
to tie jouD^ preachers. Takeni7ad'vice,to^''oA'i'*"'5&"3'^"'°^ 
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brother, and dear Toaer's advice. We du all we can for you 
here, and dear Tozer ia a tower of strength. And jou Lave our 
prayers ; we are but a little aasembly — I and my dear partner 
in life and our afflicted child — but two or three, yoii know— 
and we never forget you at the throne of grace." 

With tbie parting blessing Vincent hastened away. Poor 
little Mrs Taftun had added some little effusion <if motheriy. 
kindness which he did not listen to. He came away with k 
strange impression on his mind of that knitting woman, palft 
and cnrioQS, in her padded chair. Adelaide Tafcon was not di 
—not a great many years older than himself. To liim, with tlif 
life beating so strong in his veins, the sight of that life in deatihi 
was strange, almost awful. The despair, the anguish, the vivji' 
uncertunty and reahty of his own existence, appeared to him bt 
wonderful relief against that motionless background. If he ouaf 
back here ten years hence, he might still find as now the oU 
man by the fire, the pale woman knitting in her chair, as tlwf 
had been for these six months which had brought to the youi^ 
minister a greater crowd of events than all his previous yeanb 
When he thought of that helpless woman, with lier Hvfjj 
thoughts and curious eyes, always busy and speculating &baiA ' 
the life from which she was utterly shut out, a strange sensstioft' 
of thankfulness stole over the young man ; though be wif 
miserable, he was alive. Between him and the lovely figure t§' 
which his heart had dwelt too long, rose up now this other iigml 
which was not lovely. He grew stronger as he went home along 
the streets in the changed Ught of the afternoon. Siloam Cab- 
tage interposed between him and that ineffable moment at tirit 
bridal doors ; presently Salem too would interpose, aud all tkt 
difficulties and troubles of his career. He had tukcti up Ufl( 
again, after that pause when the sun and the moon stood BtJB^ 
and the battle raged. Now it was all over, and the worlifl 
course had begun anew. 

Mrs Vincent was looking out for him when he reached hii 
own door. He could see her disappear from the window abovi, 
where she had been standing watching. She came to meet lu 
as he went up to the sitting-room. There was nobody now 
that room, where the widow had been making everything s 
for her son. The table was spread ; the fire bright ; 
lamp ready to be lighted on the table. Mrs Vincent Lad ' 
alanned by Arthur'a long «lbaeiiWi,W^'ike did not aay to. 
only made haste to tell\Bm\,VB.\,%^la^.l\-«v»wi\ELal^Q.^»a>«,l 
^bat-tlie doctor -was in s\icii.\B^ «?«*»■ *w«i-\.'Ws. "■ '■'- 
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come Ijack from the meeting yon are to go in nud sit with your 
;«iater for an hour, my dear buy," aaid ilia mother. "Till that 
was over, we knew your mind would be occupied, and Suaan 
would like to eee you. Oh, Arthur ! it will make you happy 
lOnly to look at her. She remembers everything now ; she has 
;a8ked me even all about the dock, and cried with joy to hear 
3b3W things had gone oS last night- — not for joy only," said the 
ilmthful widow, "with indignation too, that you ever should have 
been doubted — for Susan thinks there is nobody like her brother ; 
ifcut, my dear, we ought to be very thankful that things have 
^ppened so well. Everybody must learn to put up with a little 
'ii^'ustice in this world, particularly the pastor of a dock. If you 
■wSl go and get ready for dinner, Arthur," said Mrs Vincent, " I 
''Vill light the lamp. I have taken it into my own hands, dear ; 
It is better to put it right at first than to be always arranging it 
After it has been put wrong. Dinner is quite ready ; and make 
liast«, my dear boy. I have got a little fish for you, and you 
know it will spoil if you keep it waiting ; and 1 have so much 
to tell you before we go out to the meeting to-night." 

Vincent made no answer to the wistful inquiring look which 
libis mother turned to his face as she mentioned this meeting, 
So went away with an impatient exclamation about that lamp, 
iorhich seemed to him t« occupy half her thou^ts. Mrs Vinceut 
'was full of many cares and much news which she had to give 
liter son ; she was also deeply anxious and curious to know what 
the was going to do that night ; but still she spared a little time 
for the lamp, to set the screw right, and light to a dehcate even- 
iSesB the well-trimmed wick. When she had placed it on the 
Aabte, it gave her a certain satisfaction to see how clearly it 
Immed, and how bright it made the table, " If I only knew 
Mrhat Arthur was going to do," she said to herself, with a little 
jdgfa, assherang the bcJi for the dinner, and warned the little maid 
ito be very careful with the fish ; " for if it is not put very nicely 
Ion the table Mr Vincent will not have any of it," said the min> 
Ister's mother, with that feminine minghug of small cares and 
aat which was so incomprehensible to her son. When he came 
k and seated himself listlessly at the table, he never thought 

I observing the light, or taking note of the brightness of the 
To think of this business of dinner at all, inteijected 
ich a day, was almost too much for Arthur; and he was 
f disgusted with himself when he found that, aftac alL, ^ 

^nld eali and that not only for hia mot\ie^& aA,e, T&»"^\tw*M. 

' tied oal^ of Suaaa while the little maid vsa m^Vng, M^i- 
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into the room ; but wben they were aloae stie drew Ler chairffl 
little nearer and entered upon other things. 

" Arthur, I had a great deal of convereation with Mrs Mild- 
may ; she told mo — everything," said the widow, growing pale. 
" Oh, my dear ! when God leaves na alone to our own devices, what 
dreadful things a sinful creature may do I I eaid you would di 
nothing to harm her now when Susan was safe. Hash, deal 
we must never breathe a word of it to Susan, or ai 
Snsan is changed, Arthur ; sometimes I am glad of it 
times I could cry. She is aot an innocent girl now. f 
woman — oh, Arthur ! a great deal stronger than her i 
she would clear herself somehow if she knew ; she would n 
bear that suspicion. She is more like your dear papa," said W 
mother, wiping her eyes, " than I ever thought to si 
children. I can see his high-minded ways in her, Arthur — 
steadier than you and me ; for you have my quick temper, i 
Wait just another moment, Arthur. This poor child dotw npo 
Susan ; and her mother asked me," said poor Mrs Vinoent, 
pausing, and looking her son in the face, " if — I would keep 
her with me." 

"Keep her with ymi .' Let us be rid of them," cried tb* I 
minister ; " they have brought us nothing but misery ever sin 
we heard their names." 

" Yes, Arthur dear ; but the poor child never did any one an 
harm. They have made her award in Chancery now. ItshovH' 
have been done long ago but for the wickedness and the dih 
putes ; and, my dear boy," said Mrs Vincent, anxiously, " I <it^: 
have to leave Lonsdale, you know ; my poor child conld not f^ 
back there ; and we will not stay with you in Carlingford to g| 
you into trouble with your flock," continued the widoTv, gasN 
wistfuUy in his face to see if she could gather anything oE ol 
purpose from his looks ; " and with my little income, you know,! 
would be hard work without coming on you ; but all the d^flf 
cnlty is cleared away if we take this child. I was thinking t, 
might take Susan abroad," said the widow, with a little ei^^ 
"it is the best thing, I have always heard, after such trouble; 
and it would be an occupation for her when she got better. Mj 
dear boy, don't be hasty ; your dear father always took a little 
time to think upon a thing before he would speak ; but yirn 
have always had my temper, Arthur. I won't say any inotB ; 
we will speak oi it, dea-r, iu ■jcrat sS^aV* Mom, when we com* 
borne from the meeting to-iiL^^'' 
^^Lt think you bad \>etteT uo^ gp ^ "Co*- ■mftfawa-t'W 
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there will be nothing said to please you, mother," said the 
minister, rising from the table, and taking his favourite position 
on the beartlmig. Hia mother turned round frightened, but, 
afrtud to show her fright, detenniiied still to look as if she be- 
lieved everrthing was going welL 

"No fine sjieeches, Arthur! My dear boy, I always like to 
hear you speak. I know you will say what you ought," said 
the widow, smiling, with a patient determination in her face. 
Then there was a pause. " Perhaps you will give me a little 
sketch of what you are going to say," she went on, with a 
tender artifice, concealing her autiety, " Your dear papa often 
did, Arthur, when anything was going on among the flock." 

But Arthur made no reply. His clouded face filled his 
mother with a host of indefinite feara. But she saw, as she had 
Been so often, that womanish entreaties were not practicable, 
and that he must be left to himself. " He will tell me as we 
go to Salem," she said in her heart, to quiet its ansious throb- 
bing. " Pei-haps you would like to have the room to yourself a 
JittJe, dear," she aaid aloud. " I will go to Suaan till it is time 
to leave ; and I know my Arthur will ask the counsel of God," 
she added softly, just touching his hand with a tender momen- 
tary clasp. It was all the minister could do to resist the look 
of aniious inquiry with which this little caress was accom- 
panied; and then she left him to prepare for his meeting. 
■Whether he asked advice or not of his Father in heaven, the 
■widow asked it for him with tears in her ansious eyes. She 
had done all that she could do. When the minister was left to 
himself, he opened his desk and took out the manuscript with 
which he had been busy last night. It was the speech he had 
intended to deliver, and he had been pleased with it. He sat 
down now and read it over to himself, by the white-covered 
table, on which his mother's lamp burned bright. Sheet by 
sheet, as he read it over, the impatient young man tossed into 
the fire, with hasty exclamations of disgust. He was excited ; 
bis mind was in fiery action ; his heart moved to the depths. 
No turgid Homerton eloquence would do now. What he said 
fflU8t be not from the Ups, but from the heart 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

Mrs VracEJiT waa ready in very good time for the meetinj 
she brought her son a cup of coffee with her own hand —'■^ 
she was dressed in her bonnet and shawL She had put o 
best bonnet — her newest black aiUc dresa. Perhaps she koe 
that device of Tozer's, of which the mhiister yet was not awani 
but Arthur for once waa too peremptory and decided for ' 
mother. She wh:- knew how to yield when resistance wna 
possible, had to give in to him at last. It waa better to sbi; 
home, anciuus as her heart was, than to exasperate her bW 
who had so many other things to trouble him. With nm 
heroism the widow took off her bonnet again and returned 
Susan's room. There could be little doubt now what t 
minister waa going to do. While she seated herself once mi 
by her daughter's bedside, in a patience which was all but c 
bearable, her son went alone to bis last meeting with hb fiodi 
He walked rapidly through Grove Street, going through tf ' 
stream of Salem people, who were moving in twos and threes 
the same direction. A little excitement had sprang up in Cu 
liugford on the occasion. The public in general hud begun ' 
find out, as the public generally does, that here was a man w 
was apt to make disclosures not only of his opinions but 
himself wherever he appeared, and that a chance was here^ 
afforded to the common eye of seeing that curious phenomeniH 
a human spirit in action — a human heart as it throbbed lU 
changed — a sight more interesting than any other dr&matic p< 
formancQ under heaven. There was an unufiual throng tt 
night in Grove Street, and the audience was not leas &Diai 
than the minister when they foimd what awaited them in t 
Salem schoolroom. There Phoebe Tozer and her uster-s[di! 
had been busy all day. Again there were evergreen wraat 
on the walls, and the stiff iron gaslights were bristling wi 
holly. Phoebe's genius had even gone further than on the li 
great occasion, for there were pink and white roses among t 
green leaves, and one of the texts which hung on the wall h 
been temporarily elevated over the platform, framed in wreat 
and supported by estem^oTe taa\ftM\w^,the doubtful secaritfi 
which tilled Phoebe'a attVeaa souWi.'Od. mwA-j ^-^nm'^iA tem 
fJEt iras the tender inj«nctvoi\, " 'Vfj-je o^a wvo-iaw''* ■^m^.'' 
iM»l«7Hted to Ibis poat ol \i«^«w, ^'.4 v\^ -^^-fc* 
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thing which met Vincent's eye as he entered the room. Under- 
neath, the platform table was already filled with the elite of the ' 
Buck. The laiiieswere all in their best bonnets in that favoured, 
circle, and Tnzer stood glorious in his Sunday attire— but in hift 
own mind privately a little anxious as to the effect of all tliis 
iqKiii the sensitive mind of the minister — by the side of thft 
eniptj chair wjiich had been left for the president of the assem-- 
bly. When Vincent was seen to enter, it was Tozer who gav* 
the sigDsl for a burst of cheering, ^hich the pleased assembly,, 
lewly aware of the treat thns provided for it, performed heartily 
with all its boots and umbrellas. Through this applause tlw 
miuister made his way to the platform with abstracted looks. 
The ebeer made no difference upon the stubborn displeasure and 
Bimoyance of his face. Nothing that could possibly have been 
done to aggravate his impatient spirit and make his resolve ua' 
alterable, could have been more entirely successful than pootf' 
Toser's expedient for the conciliation of the flock. Angry, dis-- 
humbled in his own estimation, the unfortunate past^^r 
s way through the people, who were all smiles and con- 
(danB favour. A curt general bow and cold courtesy was all hen 
had even, for his friends on the ptatform, who beamed upon him 
13 he advanced. He was not mollified by the universal applause ; 
be was not to be moved to complaisance by any such argu- 
ment He would not take the chair, though Tozer, with anxioua 
officiousness, put it ready for him, and Phoebe looked up with 
looks of entreaty from behind the urn. In the sight of all th* 
people he refused the honour, and sat down on a little super- 
seat behind, where he was not visible to the inereasi 
. This refusal sent a thrill through all the anxious 
deacons on the platform. They gathered round him to make' 
remonstrances, to which the minister paid no regard. It was a. 
dreadful moment Nobody knew what to do in the emergency. 
The throng streamed in till there was no longer an inch of 
eCmding-ground, nor a single seat vacant, except that one empt^ 
' r which perplexed the assembly. The urns began to smoke 
hotly ; the crowd gave mmmurous indications of Imp^ 
tiegce as the deacons cogitated — What was to be done 1 — the te^: 
St least must not be permitted to get cold. At last Mr Biowu' 
Mood up and proposed feebly, that aa Mr Vincent did not wishi 
to prefiide, MrToxer should he chairman on tliis joy&il ooeaaioa^ 
Tb» Sulem folkn, who thoaght it a pity to nB^ett && ?pW 

"w tbem, assented with some pevy\exit7,ttai^eaS| 

the evening began. ^^^^^M 



It was very lively businesa for the firat halt-hour. Poor i 
Tufton, wlio was seated imuiediately in froot of the mmisl 
disturbed by his impatient muvetaents, took fright for the yon 
maa ; and could oot but wonder in herself how people mmutj 
to eat cake and drink tea in such an impromptu fashion, « 
donbtless had partaken of that meal before leaving home, as I 
justly reflected. The old minister's wife stood by the yoa 
minister with a natural enprit da corps, and was more aoxii 
than she could account for. A certain cloud subdued the hilan 
of the table altogether ; everybody was aware of the dark via 
of the minister, indignant and annoyed, behind. A certain h 
was ujHin the talk, and Tozer himself had grown pale in t 
chair, where the good butterman by no means enjoyed 1 
dignity. Tgzer was not so eloquent as usual when he got ' 
to speak. He told the refreshed and exhilarated flock that 
had made bold to give them a little treat, out of liia own In 
seeing that everything had gone off satisfactory lost night ; 
they would agree with him as the minister had no call to 1 
no further trouble In the way of esplanations. A storm 
applause was the response of the Salem folks to this suggestio 
they were in the highest good-humour both with themselTes eu 
the minister — ready to vote him a silver tea-service on the spi 
if anybody had been prompt enough to suggest it. But h a 
tain awe stole over even that delighted assembly when Mr Vi 
cent came forward to the front of the table and confronted tbri 
all, turning his back upon hia loyal supporters. They did u 
know what to make of the dark aspect and clouded face of t 
pastor, relieved as it was against the alarmed and anxious oott 
tenances behind him. A panic seized upon Salcm : sometlj' 
which they had not anticipated-— something very different fi 
the programme — was in the minister's eye. 

The Pigeons were in a hack seat — very far back, where M 
Vincent had been the previous evening — spies to see what yt 
going on, plotting the Temperance Hall and an oppoaitii 
preacher in their treacherous liearts ; but even Mrs Pigeon be 
forward with excitement in the general flutter. When the m! 
ister said, "My friends," you could have heard a pin drop 
the crowded meeting ; and when, a minute after, a leaf of hoi 
detached itself and fluttered down from one of the gaslight 
tbe wbola row of peop\e amon^ "w^wta it fell thrilled as if tin 
had received a blow. 'H*iat\ ■^ex'na^aSs.Sa ^i^A %iKQ%to be i 
6ad after aU. He is taiWng ol tVe te^V VWfc w - '^ - -^-■' 
evergreen frame, w\ttcb. "e^ta^oe X- 
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down Bay moment with a, craah upou her father'! 
bead. "Love one another !" Is iir Yinceut telling thein that 
tks is not snre what that means, though he is a mmisler — that 
ho is not very aure what anything means — that life is a great 
wonder, and that he only faintly gueases how God, heing pitiful, 
bad the heart to make man and leave hini on this sod earth 1 
Ib that what he says as he etanda pale before the silent as 
^y, which scarcely dares draw breath, and is ashamed of its 
V^itness of heart and vulgar satisfaction with things in gem 
l!hat is what the minister says. " The way is full of such pit- 
Uls — the clouds so heavy overhead — the heavena, so calm and 
indifferent, out of reach — cannot we take hands and help each 
other through this troubled journey 1 " aaya the omtor, with a 
low voice and solemn eyes. When he pauses thus and looks 
them all in the face, the heart of Salem fails. The very gaa- 
lighta seem to darkeu in the air, in the silence, and there is not 
one of the managers who does not hear the beating of his own 
heart. Then suddenly the speaker raises his voice, raises his 
hand, storms nver their heads in a burst of indignation not loud 
hut grand. He says " No." — " No !" esclaims the minister — 
"not in the world, not in the church, nowhere on earth can we 
be unanimous except by moments. We throw our brother 
down, and then extend a hand to him in charity— but we have 
lost the art of standing side by side. Love 1 it means that you 
secnre a certain woman to yourself to make your hearth bright^ 
and to he yours for ever ; it means that you have children who 
are yours, to perpetuate your name and your tastes and feelings. 
It does not mean that you stand by your brother for him and 
not for you I" 

Then there followed another pause. The Salem people drew 
a long breath and looked in each other's faces. They were 
gnitty, aclf-convicted ; but they could not tell what was to coma 
of it^ nor guess what the speaker meant The anxious faces 
behind, gazing at him and his audience, were blank and horror- 
stricken, like so many conspirators whose leader was betraying 
thur cause. They could not tell what accusation he might be 
g<^g to make against them, to be confirmed by their con- 
a^nces ; but nobody except Tozer had the least conception 
what he was about to say. 

The minister resumed his interrupted speech. Nobody had 
ventured to cheer him ; but during this last pause, seeing that 
Ae Mmselt waited, and by way of ciieBrmg,\i^ ftwsa iyw\i\w(^^«^ 
^W»*g a few feeble and timid plavi^ta loae tioTa "CtiR ' '^ 



end of the room. Mr Viccent hurriedly resumed to atop t! 
with characteriatio imptttience. " Wait before you applaud ma 
said the NonconformisL " I have said notlmig that calls 1 
applau9& I have something more to tell you — more novel t' 
what I have teen sajiug. I am going to leave Carlingford. 
was you vho elected me, it is you whu have censured me, 
was you kiat night who consented to look over my faults a 
give me a new trial I am one of those who have boasted 
my day that I received my title to ordination from no biahD 
from no temporal provision, !iom no traditionary church, b 
from the hands of the people. Perhaps I am leas sure than 
was at first, when you were all disposed to praise me, that ti 
voice of the people is the voice of God ; but, however that n 
be, what I received from you I can but render up to you. 
resign into your hands your pulpit, which you have erected w 
your money, and hold aa your property. I cannot hold it . 
your vassal. If there is any truth in the old phrase which ca' 
a church a cure of souls, it is certain that no cure of eouls a 
be delegated to a preacher by the souls themselves who are t 
be his care. I find my old theories inadequate to the poaitii] 
in which I find myself, and all I can do is to give up the pa 
where they have left me in the lurch. I am either your ei 
responsible to you, or God's servant, responsible to HLm— -whic 
is it ) I cannot tell ; but no man can serve two mastera, a 
know. Many of you have been kind to me — chief among aJ, 
stud Vincent, turning once round to look in Tozer's anzioii 
face, " my friend here, who has spared no pains either to n 
me such a pastor aa you wished, or to content me with tha 
place when he had secured it. I cannot be content, 
longer puasibla So there reiaaina nothing but to say good-bj 
— good-bye ! — fareweU I I will aee you again to say it i 
formally. I only wish you to understand now that this is tl 
decision I have come to, and that 1 cimsider myself no longc 
the minister of Salem from this night." 

Vincent drew back instantly when he had said these words, bt 
not before half, the people on the platform had got up o 
feet, and many bad risen in the body of the room. The k 
stretched out their hands to him with gestures of r 
and entreaty. " He don't mean it ; he's not going for to leai 
as; he's in a little pet, that's all," cried Mrs Brown, loud o 
FJicebe Toxer, forgetting ali a.\)ou.t ftie \ft^\. on.i'i.ta ^let^^eei , 
Aad buried her face in her KaTviVaidn-el aTii'^aa'swe^im^, 
demonstration ot the iwA. Iowa V'CBwSa r— 
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shoulder, and cidled nut to the aatonished as- 
iftt " they weren't U) take no notice. Mr Vincent would 
Tesson. They weren't a-going to let him go, not like this." 
ISiB iDiniater hod almost to struggle through the group of re- 
RtonBtrEnt deacons. "You don't mean it, Mr Vincentl" said^ 
MiB Tozer ; " only say as it's a bit o' temper, and yoa don't 
foeaa it !" Phcebe, on her part, raised a tearwet cheek to listea 
to tlie p.iator'3 reply; but the pastor only shook his head, and 
made no answer to the eager appeals which assuled him. When 
lis hail exi^ricated liimseli from their hands and ontcries, he 
liutened down the tuniultuons and narrow passage between the 
benches, where he would not hear anything that was addressed 
to Mm, but passed through with a brief nod to his anxioua 
friends. Just as Vincent reached the door, he perceived, with 
eyes which excitement bad made clearer than usual, that hia 
enemy, Pigeon, had just got to hia feet, who shouted out that 
die pastor tad spoken up handsome, and that there wasn't one 
in Salem, whatever was their inclination, as did not respect hira 
that day. Though he paid no visible attention to the words, 
perhaps the submission of his adversary gave a certain satiafac- 
tion to the minister's sonl ; hut he took no notice of this uor 
anjrthing else, as he hurried out into the silent street, where the 
lampB were lighted, and the atora shining unobserved overhead. 
Sot less dark than the night were the prospects which lay be- 
fore him. He did not know what he was to do — could not see 
» day before him of hia new career ; but, nevertheless, took hia 
way out of Salem with a sense of freedom, and a thrill of new 
power and vigour in his heart. 

Behind he left a most tumultuous and disorderly meeting. 
After the first outburst of dismay and sudden popular desire to 
retain the impossible possession which had thus slid out of their 
hands— after Tozer'a distreiised entreaty that they would all 
wait and see if Mr Vincent didn't hear reason — after Pigeon's 
reluctant withdrawal of enmity and burst of admiration, the 
meeting broke up into knots, and became not one meeting, but 
ft snccQssion of groups, all buzzing in different tones over the 
great event. Besolutions, however, were proposed and carried 
all the same. Another deputation was appointed to wait on Mr 
■Vincent. A proposal was made to raise his "salary," and » 
eobacription instituted on the spot to present him with a testi- 
jBooial. When all these thin gs were concluded, nothing re- 
pmined but to dismiss the assembly, ■stt.tV&a^^sft&.w*:-*''!!^-. 
"""" of ft aatiafactory conoluaion. "SUft isaRa'aft w^slW«ssj 



SM caaamaaa or oiXLigwtAnz 

tor a final consultation, perplexed with aUrmB and doubts. Tl 
repentant Pigeon, restored to them by this emergency, was tl 
most hopeful uf olL Circumstancea vhicb bad chianged h 
mind must surely in^uence the pastor. Aji additional fift) 
pounds of " salary " — a piece of piate — a congregatiooal ovatio 
— was it to be supposed that any Di^entiiig mioister bred ai 
Homerton could withstaud such conciliatory overlnrea as these I ' 



CHAPTER XLUt 

Bdt the deputation and the iucreased salary and the e 
salver were aR inefiectuaL Arthur would not hear reason, as h 
ino&er knew. It was with bitter restrained tears of disappoinl>< 
ment and vexation that she heard from him, when he returned 
to that conference in Susan's room, the events of the evening 
It came hard upon the widow, who had invited her b 
sister's bedside that they might for the first time talk together 
as of old over all their plans. But though her heart ached ovei 
the opportunil; thus thrown away, and though she asked her- 
self with terror, "What was Arthur to do now)" his mothe», 
knew be was not to be persuaded. She smiled on Tozer next 
morning, ready to cry with vexation and anxiety as she was, 
" When my eon has made up his mind, it will be va' 
one to try to move him," said the widow, proud of him in spite 
of all, though her heart cried out against his imprudence and 
foolishness ; and so it proved. The minister made his acknow- 
ledgments so heartily to the good butterman, that Toier's dis- 
cdaimer of any special merit, and declaration that he had but 
tried to "do Jus dooty," was made with great faltering a 
unsteadiness ; but the Nonconformist himself never wavered ii 
his resolve. Half of Carlingford sat in tears to hear Mr Vin-^ 
cent's last sermon. Such a discourse had never been heard id 
Salem. Scarcely one of the deacons could find a plac 
crowded chapel to which all the world rushed ; and Tozer him- 
self listened to the last address of his minister from one of tlia 
doors of the gallery, where his face formed the apex and cul- 
ifinating point of the crowd to ^It'Vmce-n^'ft e^ea. "STaea'Cwwa 
ivahed bia red iandkercMet aotosft ^us iwai, aaVa -wa* to.««< 
or three times in the coorae oi ftia wsmoa, -Cafe ^ 
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cmed to the minister, nho was himself somevhnt excited, to 
the entire throng;. It was thus that MrVinceiit 
ided his OQDectioii nith Salem CliapeL It was a heavy blow 
the congregation for the time — so heavy that the Bpirit of the 
ttemian yielded ; he was not seen in his familiar seat for three 
ill Sondays after ; but the place was mismanaged in Pigeon's 
mis, and regard for the connection brought Tozer to the 
Bene. Thej had Mr Beecher down from Homerton, who made 
Terj good impression. The subsequent events are so well 
lown in Carlingford, that it is bardJy necessary to mention the 
larriage of the new minister, which took place about six months 
fterwatds. Old Mr Tufton blessed the union of his dear young 
irother with the blushing Phcebe, who made a most suitable 
wife in Salem after the first disagreeables were over ; 
Mr Beecher proved a great deal more tractable than any 
of genius. If he was not quite equal to Mr Vincent in the 
^pit, he was much more complaisant at all the tea-parties ; 
md, after a year's esperjence, was fully acknowledged, both by 
himKlf and others, to have made an 'it. 

Vincent meanwhile plonged into that world of life which the 
young man did not know^ not that matters looked badly for 
h^ when he left Carlingford— on the contrary, the connection 
in general thrilled to hear of his conduct and his speech. The 
tDtfauaiaBm in Homerton was too great to be kept within bounds. 
Boch a demonstration of the rightful claims of the preacher had 
~ ' been made before in the memory of man ; and the enlight- 
i Non COB forming community did honour to the martyr. 
Three vacant congregations at least wooed >ii'n to their pulpits ; 
bia fame spread over the country ; but he did not accept any of 
tteee invitations; and after a while the eminent Dissenting 
bailies who invited Mm to dinaer, found so many other inde- 
pendendes cropping out in the young man, that the light of 
llidr countenances dimmed upon him. It began to be popularly 
[qwrted that a man ao apt to hold opinions of his own, and so 
onvlnced of the dignity of his office, had beat have been in the 
ararch, where people knew no better. Such, perhaps, might 
lave been the conclusion to which he came himself ; but educa- 
ion and prejudice and Homerton stood invincible in the way. 
L Qittrch of the Future^an ideal corporation, grand and primi- 
Ive, not yet realised, but surely real, to be come at one day — 
before his eyes, as it shines before so many ; but, in the 
time, the if on conformist went into \«/ERtenft., «& ^Mk 
^' and was, it is believed in CaT^n^oTi, 'Oofc \HO.tj.?!.w, sft. 



the ' Philosophical Review,' that new organ of public opinic 
He had his battle to fight, and fought it out in silence, sajii 
little to aoy one. Sundry old arrows were in his heart, e 
quivering by times as he fought with the devil and the world : 
hia desert ; but he thought Mmself almost prosperous, and pfl 
fectlj composed and eased of all fanciful and sentimental a 
loiTB, when he went, two or three yeara after these events, t 
FoUxstone, to meet his mother and sister, who had been 15 
abroad, away from him, with their charge, and to bring them i 
the little house he bad prepared for them in London, and whe 
he said to himself he was prepared, along with them — a » 
tented but neutral-coloured household — to live out his life. 

But when Mr Vincent met his mother at Folkestone, not e\ 
the haze of the spring evening, nor the agitation of the meetii 
wluch brought back again so forcibly all tlie events which a 
companied the parting, could soften to him the wonderful thij 
of surprise, almost a shock, with which he looked upon two < 
the pMly. The widow, ia her close white cap and black bo; 
net, was unchanged as when she fell, worn out, into hia s 
on her first visit to Carlingford. She gave a httle cry of joy i 
ahe saw her son. She trembled so with emotion and happines 
thai he had to steady her on his arm and restrain his o 
ings till another time. The other two walked by their ude t 
the hotel where they were to rest all night. He had 1 ' 
Susan in the faint evening light, but her brother did not kno 
that grand figure, large and calm and noble like a Roman n 
at whom the other passengers paused to look as they went on 
and his first glance at the younger face by her side sent tl 
blood back to his heart with a sudden pang and thrill whic 
filled him with amazement at himself. He heard the two t " 
ing to each other, as they went up the crowded pier in the tw 
light, like a. man walking in a dream. What his mother a 
leaning on his arm, scarcely caught his attention. He answc 
to her in monosyllables, and listened to the vtuces — the lot 
sweet laughter, the sound of the familiar names. ^Nothing i 
Susan's girlish looks had prophesied that majestic figure, t' 
air of quiet command and power. And a wilder wonder a 
attracted the young man's heart as be listened to the beautift 
young Toice which kept calling on Susan, Susan, like i 
sweet echo of a song. These two, had they been into an( 
world, an enchanted country 1 VJ^eu tkcy came into tl 
ligilted room, and he saw themdweat'Ctteiae^^sa'A'OoKtt.-^ 
jind beheld them belore ^nm, Va&Jie \»m«ta'* -i^ 
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I so dreams, Yiiicent was struck dumb. He seemed tu bim- 
rto b&ve been suddenly carried out of the meaner struggles 
bis owD life iuto the air of a court, the society of princes. 
len Snaan came up to hlni and laid her two beautiful hands 
his shoulders, and looked with her blue eyes into bis face, it 
■ all he could do to preserve his composure, and conceal the 
BOfit awe which possessed him. The wide sleeve had fallen 
A. from her rouod beautiful arm. It was the same arm that 
ed to lie stretched out uncovered upon her sick-bed like a 
lorions piece of marble. Ger brother could scarcely rejoice in 
le change, it struck him with so much wonder, and was so' 
ifFerent from his thoughts. Poor Susan ! lie had said in his 
t for many a day. He could not say poor Susan now. 
Arthur does not know me," she said, with a low, liquid 
e, fuller than the common tones of women. " He forgets 
' long it is ago ^nce we went away. He thinks you cannot 
a anything so big belonging to you, ray little mother. But 
it is me, Arthur. Susan all the same." 

"Susan perhaps, since you say so — but not all the same," 
said Arthur, with his astonished eyes. 
" And I daresay you don't know Alice either," said hia sister. - 
I wag little and Alice was foolish when we went away. At 
oat I was little in Lonsdale, where nobody minded me, Some- 
nr most people mind me now, because I am bo big, I suppose ; 
aod Alice, instead of being foolish, is a little wise woman. Come 
has, Alice, aud let my brother see you. You have heard of 
Um every day for three years. At last here is Arthur ; but 
~W am I to do if he has forgotten me ?" 

"I have forgotten neither of you," said the young man. He 
TIB glad to escape from Susan's eyes, which somehow looked 
if Qity were a bit of the sky, a deep serene of blue ; and the 
lie Alice imagined he did not look at her at all, and was a 
mortified in her tender heart. Things began to grow 
ar to him after a wliile. However wonderful tliey were, 
ley were real creatures, who did not vanish away, but were 
Idbc by liim all the evening, moving about — this with lovely | 
iby lightness, that with majestic maiden grace— talking in a 
ind of dual, harmonious movement of sound, Ming the soft 
iring night with a world of vague and strange fascination, 
window was opened in their sitting-room, where they could 
the lights and moving figures, and, farther off, the sea — 
td hear ontaide the English voices, wW\i "Mete wntftV Vi "ttara 
«rtti^era oawly come home. Vincent, vi^iift^ie x'iw.'i*K'i& 
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himself, stood rear this window by his mother's chwr, paying j 
her sudi stray filial attentions as he could in the bewilderment 1 
of his Bsnl, and slowly becoming used to the two beautiful S 
young 'women, unexpected apparitions, who transformed life! 
itself and everything in it. Was one his real sister, strange lu I 

it seemed 1 and the other- 1 Vincent fell back and resigned f 

himself to the strange, sweet, unlooked-for influence. Th^ I 
went up to London together next day. Sunshine did not (Us- I 
perse them into beautiful mists, as he had almost feared, 
uame upon him by glimpses to see that fieiy sorrow and passion I 
liad acted like some tropical tempestuous sun upon his sister'^ m 
youth ; and the face of hie love looked back upon him ftom'l 
the storm in which it died, as if somehow what was ii 
might be possible again. Mrs Mildmay, a wandering restless 
sotil as she was, happened to be absent from London just then. 
Alice was still to stay with her dearest friends. The N'oncoQ- 
fonnist went back to his little home with the sensation of an 
enchanted prince in a fairy tale. Instead of the mud-coloured 
existence, what a glowing, brilliant firmament! Life. became 
glorious again under their touch. As for Mrs Vincent, sie was 
too happy in getting home — in seeing Susan, after all the a 
guishes and struggles which no one knew of fully but hereelf, 
rising up in all the strength of her youth to tbis renewed esist- 
ence^ — to feel as much distressed as she had expected about 
Arthur's temporary withdrawal from his profession, 
only a temporary withdrawal, she hoped. He still wore his 
clerical coal^ and called himself " clergyman " in the Blue Boc 
^and he was doing well, though he was not preaching. The 
NonconformiHt himself naturally was less sober in his thonghta. 
He could not tell wliat wonderful tiling he might not yet do iii 
this wonderful elevation and new inspiring of his heart. Hia 
genius broke forth out of the clouds. Seeing these two as tl 
went about the house, hearing their voices as they talked i 
perpetual sweet accord, with sweeter jars of difference, surpris* 
the young roan's life out of all its shadows;— one of them h' 

sister — tte other . After all his troubles, the loves a 

the hopes came back with the swallows to build under 
eaves and stir in his heart. 
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